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MR, SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.

CHAPTER I.

MR. SCARBOROUGH.

It will be necessary, for the purpose of my story, that I shall go back
more than once from the point at which it begins, so that I may
explain with the least amount of awkwardness the things as they

occurred which led up to the incidents that I am about to tell ; and
I may as well say that these first four chapters of the book—though
they may be thought to be the most interesting of them all by those

who look to incidents for their interest in a tale—are in this way
only preliminary.

The world has not yet forgotten the intensity of the feeling which
existed when old Mr. Scarborough declared that his well-known
eldest son was not legitimate. Mr. Scarborough himself had not

been well known in early life. He had been the only son of a squire

in Staffordshire, over whose grounds a town had been built and
pottery works established. In this way a property which had not
originally been extensive, had been greatly increased in value, and
Mr. Scarborough, when he came into possession, had found him-
self to be a rich man. He had then gone abroad, and had there

married an English lady. After the lapse of some years he had
returned to Tretton Park, as his place was named, and there had
lost his wife. He had come back with two sons, Mountjoy and
Augustus ; and there, at Tretton, he had lived, spending, however,
a considerable portion of each year in chambers in the Albany.
He was a man, who, through many years, had had his own circle

of friends, but as I have said before, he was not much known
in the world. Pie was luxurious and self-indulgent, and altogether

indifferent to the opinion of those around him. But he was
affectionate to his children, and anxious above all things for their

welfare, or rather happiness. Some marvellous stories were told

as to his income, which arose chiefly from the Tretton del f-works
B
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and from the town of Tretton, which had been built chiefly on
his very park, in consequence of the nature of the clay and the

quality of the water. As a fact the original four thousand a year,

to which his father had been born, had grown to twenty thousand
by the nature of the operations which had taken place. But the

whole of this, whether four thousand or twenty thousand, Avas

strictly entailed, and Mr. Scarborough had been very anxious,

since his second son was born, to create for him also something
which might amount to opulence. But they who knew him best

knew that of all things he hated most the entail.

The boys were both educated at Eton, and the elder went into

the Guards, having been allowed an intermediate year in order to

learn languages on the Continent. He had then become a cornet
in the Coldstreams, and had, from that time, lived a life of reckless

expenditure. His brother Augustus had in the meantime gone to

Cambridge, and become a barrister. He had been called but two
years when the story was made known of his father's singular

assertion. As from that time it became unnecessary for him to

practise his profession, no more was heard of him as a lawyer.

But they who had known the young man in the chambers of that

great luminary, Mr. Rugby, declared that a very eminent advocate
was now spoilt by a freak of fortune.

Of his brother Mountjoy,—or Captain Scarborough as he came
to be known at an early period of his life,—the stories which were
told in the world at large were much too remarkable to be altogether

true. But it was only too true that he lived as though the wealth at

his command were without limit. For some few years his father bore
with him patiently, doubling his allowance, and paying his bills for

him again and again. He made up his mind,—with many regrets,

—

that enough had been done for his younger son, who would surely

by his intellect be able to do much for himself. But then it became
necessary to encroach on the funds already put by, and at last

there came the final blow, when he discovered that Captain Scar-

borough had raised large sums on post-obits from the Jews. The
Jews simply requested the father to pay the money or some portion

of it, which if at once paid would satisfy them, explaining to him
that otherwise the whole property would at his death fall into their

hands. It need not here be explained how, through one sad year,

these negotiations were prolonged ; but at last there came a time
in which Mr. Scarborough, sitting in his chambers in the Albany,
boldly declared his purpose. He sent for his own lawyer, Mr. Grey,
and greatly astonished that gentleman by declaring to him that

Captain Scarborough was illegitimate.

At first Mr. Grey refused altogether to believe the assertion

made to him. H^e had been very conversant with the affairs

of the family, and had even dealt with marriage settlements

on behalf of the lady in question. He knew Mr. Scarborough
well,— or rather had not known him,—but had heard much of

him, and therefore suspected him. Mr. Grey was a thoroughly
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respectable man, and Mr. Scarborough, though upright and honour-
able in many dealings, had not been thoroughly respectable. He
had lived with his wife, off and on as people say. Though he had
saved much of his money for the purpose above described, he
had also spent much of it in a manner which did not approve
itself to Mr. Grey. Mr. Grey had thoroughly disliked the eldest

son, and had in fact been afraid of him. The captain, in the

few interviews that had been necessary between them, had attempted
to domineer over the lawyer, till there had at last sprung up a
quarrel, io which, to tell the truth, the father took the part of the

son. Mr. Grey had for a while been so offended as to find it

necessary to desire Mr. Scarborough to employ another lawyer.

He had not, however, done so, and the breach had never become
absolute. In these circumstances Mr. Scarborough had sent for

Mr. Grey to come to him at the Albany, and had there, from his

bed, declared that his eldest son was illegitimate. Mr. Grey had
at first refused to accept the assertion as being 'worth anything,

and had by no means confined himself to polite language in ex-

pressing his belief. I would much rather have nothing to do
with it,'' he had said when Mr. Scarborough insisted on the truth of

his statement.

But the evidence is all here,'* said Mr. Scarborough, laying

his hand on a small bundle of papers. " The difficulty would
have been, and the danger, in causing Mountjoy to have been
accepted in his brother's place. There can be no doubt that I

was not married till after Mountjoy was born."

Mr. Grey's curiosity was roused, and he began to ask questions.

Why, in the first place, had Mr. Scarborough behaved so dis-

honestly? Why had he not originally married his wife.^ And
then, why had he married her? If, as he said, the proofs were so

easy, how had he dared to act so directly in opposition to the laws
of his country? Why, indeed, had he been through the whole
of his life so bad a man,—so bad to the woman who had borne his

name, so bad to the son whom he called illegitimate, and so

bad also to the other son whom he now intended to restore to

his position, solely with the view of defrauding the captain's

creditors ?

In answer to this Mr. Scarborough, though he was suffering

much at the time,—so much as to be considered near to his

death,—had repHed with the most perfect good-humour. He had
done very well, he thought, by his wife, whom he had married
after she had consented to live with him on other terms. He
had done very well by his elder son, for whom he had intended the
entire property. He had done well by his second son, for whom he
had saved his money. It was now his first duty to save the
property. He regarded himself as being altogether unselfish and
virtuous from his point of view.

When Mr. Grey had spoken about the laws of his country
he had simply smiled, though he was expecting a grievous

6 2
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operation on the following day. As for marriage, he had no
great respect for it except as a mode of enabling men and women
to live together comfortably. As for the outraged laws of his

country," of which Mr. Grey spoke so much, he did not care
a straw for such outrages—nor, indeed, for the expressed opinion of
mankind as to his conduct. He w^as very soon about to leave the
world, and meant to do the best he could for his son Augustus.
The other son was past all hope. He was hardly angry with
his eldest son, who had undoubtedly given him cause for just

anger. His apparent motives in telling the truth about him at

last were rather those of defrauding the Jews, who had expressed
themselves to him with brutal audacity, than that of punishing the

one son or doing justice to the other ; but even of them he spoke
with a cynical good-humour, triumphing in his idea of thoroughly
getting the better of them.

" I am consoled, Mr. Grey," he said, when I think how
probably it all might have been discovered after my death. I

should have destroyed all these," and he laid his hands upon
the papers, "but still there might have been a discovery."

Mr. Grey could not but think that during the last twenty-four

years,—the period which had elapsed since the birth of the younger
son,—no idea of such a truth had occurred to himself

He did at last consent to take the papers in his hands, and to

read them through with care. He took them away with that

promise, and with an assurance that he would bring them back
on the day but one following,—should Mr. Scarborough then

be alive.

Mr. Scarborough, who seemed at that moment to have much
life in him, insisted on this proviso.

"The surgeon is to be here tomorrow, you know, and his

coming may mean a great deal. You will have the papers, which
are quite clear, and will know what to do. 1 shall see Mountjoy
myself this evening. I suppose he will have the grace to come, as

he does not know what he is coming for."

Then the father smiled again, and the lawyer went.

Mr. Scarborough, though he was very strong of heart, did have
some misgivings as the time came at which he was to see his son.

The communication which he had to make was certainly one of

vital importance. His son had some time since instigated him to

come to terms with the "family creditors," as the captain boldly

called them.
" Seeing that I never owed a shilling in my life, or my father

before me, it is odd that I should have family creditors," the father

had answered.
" The property has, then, at any rate," the son had said with a

scowl.

But that was now twelve months since, before mankind and the

Jews among them had heard of Mr. Scarborough's illness. Now
there could be no question of dealing on favourable terms with
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these gentlemen. Mr. Scarborough was therefore aware that the
evil thing which he was about to say to his son would have lost its

extreme bitterness. It did not occur to him that, in making such a
revelation as to his son's mother, he would inflict any great grief on
his son's heart. To be illegitimate would be, he thought, nothing
unless illegitimacy carried with it loss of property. He hardly gave
weight enough to the feeling that the eldest son was the eldest son,

and too little to the triumph which was present to his own mind in

saving the property for one of the family. Augustus was but the
captain's brother, but he was the old squire's son. The two brothers
had hitherto lived together on fairly good terms, for the younger
had been able to lend money to the elder, and the elder had found
his brother neither severe nor exacting. How it might be between
them when their relations with each other should be altogether

changed, Mr. Scarborough did not trouble himself to inquire. The
captain by his own reckless folly had lost his money,—had lost all

that fortune would have given him as his father's eldest son. After
having done so, what could it matter to him whether he were
legitimate or illegitimate ? His brother, as possessor of Tretton
Park, would be able to do much more for him than could be
expected from a professional man working for his bread.

Mr. Scarborough had looked at the matter all round for the
space of two years, and during the latter year had slowly resolved
on his line of action. He had had no scruple in passing off his eldest-

born as legitimate, and now would have none in declaring the truth

to the world. What scruple need he have, seeing that he was so

soon about to leave the world ?

As to what took place at that interview between the father and
the son very much was said among the clubs, and in societies to

which Captain Mountjoy Scarborough was well known ; but very
little of absolute truth was ever revealed. It was known that

Captain Scarborough left the room under the combined authority

of apothecaries and servants, and that the old man had fainted

from the effects of the interview. He had undoubtedly told the son
the simple facts as he had declared them to Mr. Grey, but had
thought it to be unnecessary to confirm his statement by any proof.

Indeed, the proofs, such as they were,—the wTitten testimony, that

is,—were at that moment in the hands of Mr. Grey, and to Mr.
Grey the father had at last referred the son. But the son had
absolutely refused to believe for a moment in the story, and had
declared that his father and Mr. Grey had conspired together to rob
him of his inheritance and good name. The interview was at last

over, and Mr. Scarborough at one moment fainting, and in the

next suffering the extremest agony, was left alone with his

thoughts.

Captain Scarborough, when he left his father's room, and found
himself going out from the Albany into Piccadilly, was an infuriated

but at the same time a most wretched man. He did believe that a
conspiracy had been hatched, and he was resolved to do his best
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to defeat it, let the effect be what it might on the property ; but yet

there was a strong leeHng in his breast that the fraud would be
successful. No man could possibly be environed by worse circum-
stances as to his own condition. He owed he knew not what
amount of money to several creditors : but then he owed, which
troubled him more, gambling debts, which he could only pay by
his brother's assistance. And now, as he thought of it, he felt

convinced that his brother must be joined with his father and the
lawyer in this conspiracy. He felt, also, that he could meet neither

Mr. Grey nor his brother without personally attacking them. Ail

the world might perish, but he, with his last breath, would declare

himself to be Captain Mountjoy Scarborough, of Tretton Park
;

and though he knew at the moment that he must perish,—as

regarded social life among his comrades,—unless he could raise

five hundred pounds from his brother, yet he felt that, were he to

meet his brother, he could not but fly at his throat and accuse him
of the basest villainy.

At that moment, at the corner of Bond Street, he did meet his

brother.
*' What is this ? " said he fiercely.

" What is what ? " said Augustus, without any fierceness. "What
is up now ?

"

" I have just come from my father."

"And how is the governor.? If I were he I should be in a most
awful funk. I should hardly be able to think of anything but that

man who is to come tomorrow with his knives. But he takes it all

as cool as a cucumber."
There was something in this that at once shook, though it did

not remove, the captain's belief, and he said something as to the

property. Then there came questions and answers, in which the
captain did not reveal the story which had been told to him, but
the barrister did assert that he had as yet heard nothing as to any-
thing of importance. As to Tretton, the captain believed his

brother's manner rather than his words. In fact, the barrister had
heard nothing as yet of what was to be done on his behalf.

The int/^,rview ended in the two men going and dining at a club,

where the captain told the whole story of his father's imagined
iniquity.

Augustus received the tale almost in silence. In reply to his

brother's authoritative domineering speeches he said nothing. To
him it was ail new, but to him, also, it seemed certainly to be un-
true. He did not at all bring himself to believe that Mr. Grey was
in the conspiracy, but he had no scruple of paternal regard to muke
him feel that his father would not concoct such a scheme simply
because he was his father. It would be a saving of the spoil from
the Amalekites, and of this idea he did give a hardly expressed hint

to his brother.

By George ! " said the captain, " nothing of the kind shall be
done witii my consent^'
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" Why, no," the barrister had answered
;

suppose that neither

your consent nor mine is to be asked ; and it seems as though it

was a farce ordered to be played over tlie poor governor's grave.

He has prepared a romance, as to the truth or falsehood of which
neither you nor I can possibly be called as witnesses."

It was clear to the captain that his brother had thought that

the plot had been prepared by their father in anticipation of his

own death. Nevertheless, by the younger brother's assistance, the
much-needed sum of money was found for the supply of the elder's

immediate wants.

The next day was the day of terror, and nothing more was heard,
either then or for the following week, of the old gentleman's scheme.
In two days it was understood that his death might be hourly
expected, but on the third night it was thought that he might "pull
through," as his younger son filially expressed himself. He was
constantly with his father, but not a w^ord passed his lips as to the

property. The elder son kept himself gloomily apart, and, indeed,

during a part of the next week was out of London. Augustus
Scarborough did call on Mr. Grey, but only learned from him that

it was, at any rate, true that the story had been told by his father.

Mr. Grey refused to make any further communication, simply saying
that he would as yet express no opinion.

" For myself," said Augustus, as he left the attorney's chambers,
" I can only profess myself so much astonished as to h ive no
opinion. I suppose I must simply wait and see what Fortune
intends to do with me."

At the end of a fortnight Mr. Scarborough had so far recovered
his strength as to be able to be moved down to Tretton, and thither

he went. It was not many days after that " the world " was first

informed that Captain Scarborough was not his father's heir.

"The world" received the information with a g/eat deal of
expressed surprise and inw^ard satisfaction,—satisfaction that the
money-lenders should be done out of their money ; that a pro-

fessed gambler like Captain Scarborough should suddenly become
an illegitimate nobody

;
and, more interesting still, that a very

wealthy and well-conditioned, if not actually respectable, squire,

should have proved himself to be a most brazen-faced rascal. All

of these were matters which gave extreme delight to the world at

large. At first there came little paragraphs without any name, and
then, some hours afterwards, the names became known to the

quidnuncs, and in a short space of time were in possession of the .

very gentry who found themselves defrauded in this singular

manner.
It is not necessary here that I should recapitulate all the

circumstances of the original fraud, for a gross fraud had been
perpetrated. After the perpetration of that fraud papers had been
prepared by Mr. Scarborough himself with a great deal of
ingenuity, and the matter had been so arranged that but for his

own declaration his eldest son would undoubtedly have inherited
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the property. Now there was no measure to the clamour and the
uproar raised by the money-lenders. Mr. Grey's outer office was
besieg-ed, but his clerk simply stated that the facts would be proved
on Mr. Scarborough's death as clearly as it might be possible to

prove them. The curses uttered against the old squire were bitter

and deep, but during this time he was still supposed to be lying at

death's door, and did not in truth himself expect to live many
days. The creditors, of course, believed that the story was a
fiction. None of them were enabled to see Captain Scarborough,
who, after a short period, disappeared altogether from the scene.

But they were, one and all, convinced that the matter had been
arranged between him and his father.

There was one from whom better things were expected than to

advance money on post-obits to a gambler at a rate by which he
was to be repaid one hundred pounds for every forty pounds, on
the death of a gentleman who was then supposed to be dying.

For it was proved afterwards that this Mr. Tyrrwhit had made
most minute inquiries among the old squire's servants as to the

state of their master's health. He had supplied forty thousand
pounds, for which he was to receive one hundred thousand pounds
when the squire died, alleging that he should have difficulty in

recovering the money. But he had collected the sum so advanced
on better terms among his friends, and had become conspicuously
odious in the matter.

In about a month's time it was generally believed that Mr.
Scarborough had so managed matters that his scheme would be
successful. A struggle was made to bring the matter at once into

the law courts, but the attempt for the moment failed. It was said

that the squire down at Tretton was too ill, but that proceedings
would be taken as soon as he was able to bear them. Rumours
were afloat that he would be taken into custody, and it was even
asserted that two policemen were in the house at Tretton. But it

was soon known that no policemen were there, and that the squire

was free to go whither he would, or rather whither he could. In
fact, though the will to punish him, and even to arrest him, was
there, no one had the power to do him an injury.

It was then declared that he had in no sense broken the law,

that no evil act of his could be proved, that though he had wished
his eldest son to inherit the property wrongfully he had only wished
it ; and that he had now simply put his wishes into unison with the

law, and had undone the evil which he had hitherto only contem-
plated. Indeed the world at large rather sympathised with the
squire when Mr. Tyrrwhit's dealings became known, for it was
supposed by many that Mr. Tyrrwhit was to have become the sole

owner of Tretton.

But the creditors were still loud, and still envenomed. They
and their emissaries hung about Tretton and demanded to know
where was the captain. Of the captain's whereabouts his father

knew nothing, not even whether he was still alive ; for the captain
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had actually disappeared from the world, and his creditors could
obtain no tidings respecting him. At this period, and for long
afterwards, they imagined that he and his father were in league
together, and were determined to try at law the question as to the
legitimacy of his birth as soon as the old squire should be dead.
But the old squire did not die. Though his life was supposed to

be most precarious he still continued to live, and became even
stronger. But he remained shut up at Tretton, and utterly refused

to see any emissary of any creditor. To give Mr. Tyrrwhit his

due it must be acknowledged that he personally sent no emissaries,

having contented himself with putting the business into the hands
of a very sharp attorney. But there were emissaries from others,

who after a while were excluded altogether from the Park.

Here Mr. Scarborough continued to live, coming out on to the
lawn in his easy chair, and there smoking his cigar and reading his

French novel through the hot July days. To teli the truth he cared
very little for the emissaries, excepting so far as they had been
allowed to interfere with his own personal comfort. In these days
he had down with him two or three friends from London, who were
good enough to make up for him a whist-table in the country ; but
he found the chief interest in his life in the occasional visits of his

younger son.
" I look upon Mountjoy as utterly gone,*' he said.
" But he has utterly gone," his other son replied.

"As to that I care nothing. I do not believe that a man
can be murdered without leaving a trace of his murder. A man
cannot even throw himself overboard without being missed. I

know nothing of his whereabouts,—nothing at all. But I must say
that his absence is a relief to me. The only comfort left to me in

this world is in your presence, and in those material good things
which I am still able to enjoy."

This assertion as to his ignorance about his eldest son the
squire repeated again and again to his chosen heir, feeling it was
only probable that Augustus might participate in the belief which
he knew to be only too common. There was no doubt an idea
prevalent that the squire and the captain were in league together
to cheat the creditors, and that the squire, who in these days
received much undeserved credit for Machiavelian astuteness,

knew more than anyone else respecting his eldest son's affairs.

But, in truth, he at first knew nothing, and in making these assur-

ances to his younger son was altogether wasting his breath, for h^s

younger son knew everything.
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CHAPTER II.

FLORENCE MOUNTJOY.

Mr. Scarborough had a niece, one Florence Mountjoy, to whom
it had been intended that Captain Scarborough should be married.
There had been no considerations of money when the intention had
been first formed, for the lady was possessed of no more than ten

thousand pounds, which would have been as nothing to the pro-

spects of the captain when the idea was first entertained. But
Mr. Scarborough was fond of people who belonged to him. In
this way he had been much attached to his late brother-in-law,

General Mountjoy, and had perceived that his niece was beautiful

and graceful, and was in every way desirable as one who might be
made in part thus to belong to himself. Florence herself, when
the idea of the marriage was first suggested to her by her mother,
was only eighteen, and received it with awe rather than with
pleasure or abhorrence. To her her cousin Mountjoy had always
been a most magnificent personage. He was only seven years her
senior, but he had early in life assumed the manners as he had also

done the vices of mature age, and loomed large in the girl's eyes as

a man of undoubted wealth and fashion. At that period, three

years antecedent to his father's declaration, he had no doubt been
much in debt, but his debts had not been generally known, and his

father had still thought that a marriage with his cousin might serve

to settle him—to use the phrase which was common with himself.

From that day to this the courtship had gone on, and the squire

had taught himself to believe that the two cousins were all but
engaged to each other. He had so considered it at any rate for

two years, till during the last final year he had resolved to throw
the captain overboard. And even during this year there had been
periods of hope, for he had not finally made up his mind till but a
short time before he had put it in practice. No doubt he w^as fond
of his niece in accordance with his own capability for fondness.

He would caress her and stroke her hair, and took delight in

having her near to him. And of true love for such a girl his heart
was quite capable. He was a good-natured, fearless, but not a
selfish man, to whom the fate in life of this poor girl was a matter
of real concern.

And his eldest son, who was by no means good-natured, had
something of the same nature. He did love truly after his own
fashiofi of loving. He would have married his cousin at any
moment with or without her ten thousand pounds—for of all human
beings he was the most reckless. And yet in his breast was pre-

sent a feeling of honour which his father knew nothing. When
it was explained to him ihat his mothers fair name was to be
aspersed—a mother whom he could but faintly remember, the
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threat did bring with it its own pecuHar agony. But of tliis the

squire neither felt nor knew anything. The lady had been long

dead, and could be none the better or the worse for aught that

could be said of her. To the captain it was not so, and it was
preferable to him to believe his father to be dishonest than his

mother. He at any rate was in truth in love with his cousin

Florence, and when the story was told to him, one of its first effects

was the bearing which it would have upon her mind.
It has been said that within two or three days after the com-

munication, he had left London. He had done so in order that he
might at once go down to Cheltenham and see his cousin. There
Miss Mountjoy lived with her mother.

The time had been when Florence Mountjoy had been proud of

her cousin
;
and, to tell the truth of her feelings, though she had

never loved him, she had almost done so. Rumours had made
their way through even to her condition of life, and she in her

innocence had gradually been taught to believe that Captain
Scarborough was not a man whom she could be safe in loving.

And there had, perhaps, come another as to whom her feelings

were different. She had no doubt at first thought that she would
be willing to become her cousin's wife, but she had never said as

much herself. And now both her heart and mind were set against

him.
Captain Scarborough, as he went down to Cheltenham, turned

the matter over in his mind, thinking within himself how best he
might carry out his project. His intention was to obtain from his

cousin an assurance of her love, and a promise that it should not

be shaken by any stories which his father might tell respecting

him. For this purpose he must make known to her the story his

father had told him, and his own absolute disbelief in it. Much
else must be confided to her. He must acknowledge in part his

own debts, and must explain that his father had taken this course
in order to defraud the creditors. All this would be very difficult

;

but he must trust in her innocence and generosity. He thought
that the condition of his affairs might be so represented that the

story should tend rather to win her heart towards him than to turn

it away. Her mother had hitherto always been in his favour, and
he had in fact been received almost as an Apollo in the house at

Cheltenham.
" Florence," he said, " I must see you alone for a few minutes.

I know that your mother will trust you with me."
This was spoken immediately on his arrival, and Mrs. Mountjoy

at once left the room. She had been taught to believe that it was
her daughter's duty to marry her cousin ; and though she knew
that the captain had done much to embarrass the property, she
thought that this would be the surest way to settle him. The heir

of Tretton Park w^as, in her estimation, so great a man that very
much was to be endured at his hands.

The meeting between the two cousins was very long, and whea
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Mrs. Mountjoy at last returned unannounced to the room, she
found her daughter in tears.

Oh, Florence, what is the matter ?" asked her mother.
The poor girl said nothing, but still continued to weep, while

the captain stood by, looking as black as a thunder-cloud.
**What is it, Mountjoy?" said Mrs. Mountjoy, turning to him.
" I have told Florence some of my troubles,^' said he, and they

seem to have changed her mind towards me."
There was something in this which was detestable to Florence

—an unfairness, a dishonesty in putting off upon his trouble that

absence of love which she had at last been driven by his vows to

confess. She knew that it was not because of his present trouble,

which she understood to be terrible, but which she could not in

truth comprehend. He had blurted it all out roughly—the story as

told by his father of his mother's dishonour, of his own insignifi-

cance in the world, of the threatened loss of the property, of the
heaviness of his debts, and added his conviction that his father had
invented it all, and was, in fact, a thorough rascal. The full story

of his debts he kept back, not with any predetermined falseness,

but because it is so difficult for a man to own that he has absolutely

ruined himself by his own folly. It was not w^onderful that the girl

should not have understood such a story as had then been told her.

Why was he defending his mother? Why was he accusing his

father? The accusations against her uncle whom she did know
were more fearful to her than these mysterious charges against her
aunt whom she did not know, from which her son defended her.

But then he had spoken passionately of his own love, and she had
understood that. He had besought her to confess that she loved
him, and then she had at once become stubborn. There was
something in the word " confess " which grated against her feelings.

It seemed to imply a conviction on his part that she did love him.
She had never told him so, and was now sure that it was not so.

W^hen he had pressed her she could only weep. But in her weeping
she never for a moment yielded. She never uttered a single word
on which he could be able to build a hope. Then he had become
blacker and blacker and still blacker, fiercer and still fiercer, more
and more earnest in his purpose, till at last he asked her whom it

was that she loved, as she could not love him. He knew well

whom it was that he suspected—and she knew also. But he had
no right to demand any statement from her on that head. She did
not think that the man loved her ; nor did she know what to say or

to think of her own feelings. Were he, the other man, to come to

her, she would only bid him go away ; but why she should so bid
him she had hardly known. But now this dark, frowning captain,

with his big moustache and his military look, and his general aspect

of invincible power threatened the other man.
'* He came to Tretton as my friend," he said, " and by Heaven

if he stands in my way, if he dare to cross between you and me, he
shall answer it with his life."
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The name had not been mentioned ; but this had been very

terrible to Florence, and she could only weep.

He went away, refusing to stay to dinner, but said that on the

following afternoon he would again return. In the street of the

town he met one of his creditors, who had discovered his journey to

Cheltenham, and had followed him.
" Oh, Captain Mountjoy, what is all dis that they are talking

about in London ?"

" What are they talking about ?"

" De inheritance !

" said the man, who was a veritable Jew,
looking up anxiously in his face.

The man had his acceptance for a very large sum of money,
with an assurance that it should be paid on his father's deatli,

for which he had given him about two thousand pounds in

cash.

You must ask my father."
" But is it true ?

"

"You must ask my father. Upon my word, I can tell you
nothing else. He has concocted a tale of which I for one do not

believe a word. I never heard of the story till he condescended to

tell it me the other day. Whether it be true or whether it be false,

you and I, Mr. Hart, are in the same boat.**

But you have had de money."
" And you have got the bill. You can't do anything by coming

after me. My father seems to have contrived a very clever plan

by which he can rob you ; but he will rob me at the same time.

You may believe me or not as you please ; but that you will find to

be the truth."

Then Mr. Hart left him, but certainly did not believe a word the

captain had said to him.

To her mother Florence would only disclose her persistent

intention of not marrying her cousin. Mrs. Mountjoy, over whose
spirit the glamour of the captain's prestige was still potent, said

much in his favour. Everybody had always intended the marriage,

and it would be the setting right of everything. The captain, no
doubt, owed a large sum of money, but that would be paid by
Florence's fortune. So little did the poor lady know of the captain's

condition. When she had been told that there had been a great

quarrel between the captain and his father, she declared that the

marriage would set that all right.
*' But, mamma, Captain Scarborough is not to have the property

at all.'*

Then Mrs. MouKiioy, believing thoroughly in entails, had
declared that all Heaven could not prevent it.

But that makes no difference," said the daughter. " If— I—

I

— I loved him I would marry him so much the more if he had
nothing."

Then Mrs. Mountjoy declared that she could not understand it

at alL
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On the next day Captain Scarborough came, according to his

promise, but nothing that he could say would induce Florence to

come into his presence. Her mother declared that she was so ill

that it would be wicked to disturb her.

CHAPTER HI.

HARRY ANNESLEY.

Together with Augustus Scarborough at Cambridge had been
one Harry Annesley, and he it was to whom the captain in his

wrath had sworn to put an end if he should come between him and
his love. Harry Annesley had been introduced to the captain by
his brother, and an intimacy had grown up between them. He
had brought him to Tretton Park when Florence was there, and
Harry had since made his own way to Cheltenham, and had
endeavoured to plead his own cause after his own fashion. This
he had done after the good old English plan which is said to be
somewhat loutish, but is not without its efficacy. He had looked
at her and danced with her, and done the best with his gloves and
his cravat, and had let her see by twenty unmistakable signs that

in order to be perfectly happy he must be near her. Her gloves,

and her flowers, and her other little properties were sweeter to him
than any scents, and were more valuable in his eyes than precious

stones. But he had never as yet actually asked her to love him.
But she was so quick a linguist that she had understood down to

the last letter what all these tokens had meant. Her cousin,

Captain Scarborough, was to her magnificent, powerful, but terrible

withal. She had asked herself a thousand times whether it would
be possible for her to love him and to become his wife. She had
never quite given to herself an answer to this question till she had
suddenly found herself enabled to do so by his over confidence in

asking her to confess that she loved him. She had never acknow-
ledged anything, even to herself, as to Harry Annesley. She had
never told herself that it would Idc possible that he should ask her
any such question. She had a wild, dreamy, fearful feeling that,

although it would be possible to her to refuse her cousin, it

would be impossible that she should marry any other while he
should still be desirous of making her his wife. And now Captain
Scarborough had threatened Harry Annesley, not indeed by name,
but still clearly enough. Any dream of her own in that direction

must be a vain dream.
As Harry Annesley is going to be, what is generally called, the

hero of this story, it is necessary that something should be said of

the particulars of his life and existence up to this period. There
will be found to be nothing very heroic about him. He is a young
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man with more than a fair allowance of a young man's folIy~it

may also be said of a young man's weakness. But I myself am
inclined to think that there was but little of a young man's selfish-

ness, with nothing of falseness or dishonesty ; and I am therefore

tempted to tell his story.

He was the son of a clergyman, and the eldest of a large family of

children. But as he was the acknowledged heir to his mother's brother,

who was the squire of the parish of which his father was rector, it

was not thought necessary that he should follow any profession.

This uncle was the squire of Buston, and was, after all, not a rich

man himself. His whole property did not exceed two thousand a
year, an income which fifty years since was supposed to be sufficient

for the moderate wants of a moderate country gentleman ; but
though Buston be not very far removed from the centre of every-

thing, being in Hertfordshire and not more than forty miles from
London, Mr. Prosper lived so retired a life, and was so far removed
from the ways of men, that he apparently did not know but that his

heir was as completely entitled to lead an idle life as though he
were son of a duke or a brewer. It must not, however, be imagined
that Mr. Prosper was especially attached to his nephew. When
the boy left the Charterhouse, where his uncle had paid his school-

bills, he was sent to Cambridge with an allowance of two hundred
and fifty pounds a year, and that allowance was still continued to

him with an assurance that under no circumstances could it ever
be increased. At college he had been successful, and left Cam-
bridge with a college fellowship. He therefore left it with one
hundred and seventy-five pounds added to his income, and was
considered by all those at Buston Rectory to be a rich young man.
But Harry did not find that his combined income amounted to

riches amidst a world of idleness. At Buston he was constantly

told by his uncle of the necessity of economy. Indeed, Mr. Prosper,

who was a sickly little man about fifty years of age, always spoke
of himself as though he intended to live for another half century.

He rarely walked across the park to the rectory, and once a week,
on Sundays, entertained the rectory family. A sad occasion it

generally was to the elder of the rectory children, who were thus

doomed to abandon the loud pleasantries of their own home for the

sober Sunday solemnities of the Hall. It was not that the squire

of Buston was peculiarly a religious man, or that the rector was the

reverse; but the parson was joyous, whereas the other was solemn.
The squire, who never went to church because he was supposed to

be ill, made up for the deficiency by his devotional tendencies when
the children were at the Hall. He read through a sermon after

dinner, unintelligibly and even inaudibly. At this his brother-in-

law, who had an evening service in his own church, of course never
was present but Mrs. Annesley and the girls were there, and the
younger children. But Harry Annesley had absolutely declined,

and his uncle having found out that he never attended the church
service although he always left the Hall with his father, made this
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a ground for a quarrel. It at last came to pass that Mr. Prosper,
who was jealous and irritable, would hardly speak to his nephew ;

but the two hundred and fifty pounds went on with many bickerings

on the subject between the parson and the squire. Once when the
squire spoke of discontinuing it, Harry's father reminded him that

the young man had been brought up in absolute idleness in con-
formity with his uncle's desire. This the squire denied in strong
language ; but Harry had not hitherto run loudly in debt, nor
kicked over the traces very outrageously, and as he absolutely must
be the heir, the allowance was permitted to go on.

There was one lady who conceived all manner of bad things as

to Harry Annesley, because, as she alleged, of the want of a pro-

fession and of any fixed income. Mrs. Mountjoy, Florence's mother,
was this lady. Florence herself had read every word in Harry's
language, not knowing, indeed, that she had read anything, but

still never having missed a single letter. Mrs. Mountjoy also had
read a good deal, though not all, and dreaded the appearance of

Harry as a declared lover. In her eyes Captain Scarborough was
a very handsome, very powerful, and very grand personage ; but
she feared that Florence was being induced to refuse her allegiance

to this sovereign by the interference of her other very indifferent

suitor. What would be Buston and two thousand a year, as com-
pared with all the glories and limitless income of the great Tretton
property ? Captain Scarborough with his moustachios and mag-
nificence was just the man who would be sure to become a peer.

She had always heard the income fixed at thirty thousand a year.

What would a few debts signify to thirty thousand a year? Such
had been her thoughts up to the period of Captain Scarborough's
visit, when he had come to Cheltenham, and had renewed his

demand for Florence's hand somewhat roughly. He had spoken
ambiguous words, dreadful words, declaring that an internecine

quarrel had taken place between him and his father ; but these

words, though they had been very dreadful, had been altogether

misunderstood by Mrs. Mountjoy. The property she knew to be
entailed, and she knew that when a property was entailed the

present owner of it had nothing to do with its future disposition.

Captain Scarborough at any rate was anxious for the marriage,

and Mrs. Mountjoy was inclined to accept him, encumbered as he
now was with his father's wrath, in preference to poor Harry
Annesley.

In June Harry came up to London, and there learned at his

club the singular story in regard to old Mr. Scarborough and his

son. Mr. Scarborough had declared his son to be illegitimate, and
all the world knew now that he was utterly penniless and hope-
lessly in debt. That he had been greatly embarrassed Harry h:id

known for many months, and added to that was now the fact, very
generally believed, that he was not and never had been the heir to

Tretton Park. All that still increasing property about Tretton, on
which so many hopes had been founded, would belong to his
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brother. Harry, as he heard the tale, immediately connected it

with Florence. He had, of course, known that the captain was a
suitor for the girl's hand, and there had been a time when he thought
that his own hopes were consequently vain. Gradually the con-

viction dawned upon him that Florence did not love the grand
warrior, that she was afraid of him rather, and awe-struck. It

would be terrible now were she brought to marry him by this feel-

ing of awe. Then he learned that the warrior had gone down to

Cheltenham, and in the restlessness of his spirit he pursued him.
When he reached Cheltenham the warrior had already gone.

"The property is certainly entailed/' said Mrs. Mountjoy. He
had called at once at the house and saw the mother, but Florence
was discreetly sent away to her own room when the dangerous
young man was admitted.

" He is not Mr. Scarborough's eldest son at all," said Harry
;

" that is, in the eye of the law." Then he had to undertake that

task, very difficult for a young man, of explaining to her ail the
circumstances of the case.

But there was something in them so dreadful to the lady*s

imagination that he failed for a long time to make her comprehend
it. "Do you mean to say that Mr. Scarborough was not married
to his own wife ?"

" Not at first."

"And that he knew it ?

"

" No doubt he knew it. He confesses as much himself."

"What a very wicked man he must be !" said Mrs. Mountjoy.
Harry could only shrug his shoulder. "And he meant to rob
Augustus all through ? " Harry again shrugged his shoulder. " Is

it not much more probable that if he could be so very wicked he
would be wilUng to deny his eldest son in order to save paying the
debts?"

Harry could only declare the facts were as he told them, or at

least that all London believed them to be so, that at any rale

Captain Mountjoy had gambled so recklessly as to put himself for

ever and ever out of reach of a shilling of the property, and that it

was clearly the duty of Mrs. Mountjoy, as Florence's mother, not
to accept him as a suitor.

It was only by slow degrees that the conversation had arrived

at this pass. Harry had never as yet declared his own love either

to the mother or daughter, and now appeared simply as a narrator

of this terrible story. But at this point it did appear to him that

he must introduce himself in another guise.

**The fact is, Mrs. Mountjoy," he said, starting to his feet, "that
I am in love with your daughter myself."

"And therefore you have come here to vilify Captain Scar-
borough."

" I have come," said he, "at any rate to tell the truth. If it be
as I say, you cannot think it right that he should marry your
daughter. I say nothing of myself, but that at any rate cannot be,"

C
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^ It is no business of yours, Mr. Annesley."
Except that I would fain think that her business should be

mine."
But he could not prevail with Mrs. Mountjoy, either on this day

or on the next, to allow him to see Florence, and at last was obliged
to leave Cheltenham without having done so.

CHAPTER IV.

CAPTAIN SCARBOROUGH'S DISAPPEARANCE.

A FEW days after the visits to Cheltenham, described in the last

chapters, Harry Annesley, coming down a passage by the side of

the Junior United Service Club into Charles Street, suddenly met
Captain Scarborough at two o'clock in the morning. Where Harry
had been at that hour need not now be explained, but it may be
presumed that he had not been drinking tea with any of his female
relatives.

Captain Scarborough had just come out of some neighbouring
club, where he had certainly been playing, and where, to all appear-
ances, he had been drinking also. That there should have been no
policeman in the street was not remarkable, but there was no one
else there present to give any account of what took place during the

five minutes in which the two men remained together. Harry, who
was at the moment surprised by the encounter, would have passed
the captain by without notice, had he been allowed to do so ; but
this the captain perceived, and stopped him suddenly, taking him
roughly by the collar of his coat. This Harry naturally resented,

and before a word of intelligible explanation had been given, the

two young men had quarrelled.

Captain Scarborough had received a long letter from Mrs.
Mountjoy, praying for an explanation of circumstances which could

not be explained, and stating over and over again that all her infor-

mation had come from Harry Annesley.
The captain now called him an interfering, meddlesome idiot, and

shook him violently while holding him in his grasp. This was a
usage which Harry was not the ma.n to endure, and there soon
arose a scuffle, in which blows had passed between them. The
captain stuck to his prey, shaking him again and again in his

drunken wrath, till Harry, roused to a passion almost equal to that

of his opponent, flung him at last against the corner of the club

railings, and there left his foe sprawling upon the ground, having
struck his head violently against the ground as he fell. Harry
passed on to his own bed, indifferent, as it was afterwards said, to

the fate of his antagonist. All this occupied probably five minutes
in the doing, but was seen by no human eye.
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As the occurrence of that night was subsequently made the

ground for heavy accusation against Harry Annesley, it has been
told here with sufficient minuteness to show what might be said in

justification or in condemnation of his conduct,—to show what
might be said if the truth were spoken. For, indeed, in the dis-

cussions which arose on the subject, much was said which was not
true. When he had retired from the scuftle on that night, Harry
had certainly not dreamed that any serious damage had been done
to the man who had certainly been altogether to blame in his pro-

vocation of the quarrel. Had he kept his temper and feelings

completely under control, and knocked down Captain Scarborough
only in self-defence ; had he not allowed himself to be roused to

wrath by treatment which could not but give rise to wrath in a
young man's bosom ; no doubt, when his foe lay at his feet, he
would have stooped to pick him up, and have tended his wounds.
But such was not Harry's character,—nor that of any of the young
men with whom I have been acquainted. Such, however, was the
conduct apparently expected from him by many, when the circum-
stances of those five minutes were brought to the light. But, on
the other hand, had passion not completely got the better of him,
had he not at the moment considered the attack made upon him to

amount to misconduct so gross as to supersede all necessity for

gentle usage on his own part, he would hardly have left the man to

live or die as chance would have it. Boiling with passion, he went
his way, and did leave the man on the pavement, not caring much,
or rather, not thinking much, whether his victim might live or

die.

On the next day Harry Annesley left London, and went down
to Buston, having heard no word further about the captain. He
did not start till late in the afternoon, and during the day took some
trouble to make himself conspicuous about the town; but he heard
nothing of Captain Scarborough. Twice he walked along Charles
Street, and looked at the spot on which he had stood on the night
before in what might have been deadly conflict. Then he told

himself that he had not been in the least wounded, that the fero-

cious maddened man had attempted to do no more than shake him,
that his coat had suffered and not himself, and that in return he
had certainly struck the captain with all his violence. There were
probably some regrets, but he said not a word on the subject to

anyone, and so he left London.
For three or four days nothing was heard of the captain, nor

was anything said about him. He had lodgings in town, at which
he was no doubt missed, but he also had quarters at the barracks, at

which he did not often sleep, but to which it was thought possible on
the next morning that he might have betaken himself. Before the
evening of that day had come, he had no doubt been missed, but in

the world at large no special mention was made of his absence for

some time. Then, among the haunts which he was kn own to fre-

quent, questions began to be asked as to his whereabouts, and to be
C 2



20 MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.

answered by doubtful assertions that nothing had been seen or
heard of him for the last sixty or seventy hours.

It must be remembered that at this time Captain Scarborough
was still the subject of universal remark because of the story told

as to his birth. His father had declared him to be illegitimate,

and had thereby robbed all his creditors. Captain Scarborough
was a man quite remarkable enough to insure universal attention

for such a tale as this ; but now, added to his illegitimacy was his

disappearance. There was at first no idea that he had been
murdered. It became quickly known to all the world that he had
on the night in question lost a large sum of money at a whist
club, which he frequented, and, in accordance with the custom of

the club, had not paid the money on the spot.

The fatal Monday had come round, and the money undoubtedly
was not paid. Then he was declared a defaulter, and in due process
of time his name was struck off the club books with some serious

increase of the ignominy hitherto sustained.

During the last fortnight or more Captain Scarborough's name
had been subjected to many remarks and to much disgrace. But
this non-payment of the money lost at whist was considered to be
the turning-point A man might be declared illegitimate and might
in consequence of that or any other circumstance defraud all his

creditors. A man might conspire with his father with the object

of doing this fraudulently, as Captain Scarborough was no doubt
thought to have done by most of his acquaintances. All this he
might do and not become so degraded but that his friends would
talk to him and play cards with him. But to have sat down to a
whist-table and not be able to pay the stakes was held to be so

foul a disgrace that men did not wonder that he should have dis-

appeared.
Such was the cause alleged for the captain's disappearance

among his intimate friends ; but by degrees more than his intimate

friends came to talk of it. In a short time his name was in all the

newspapers, and there was not a constable in London whose
mind was not greatly exercised in the matter. All Scotland
Yard and the police-officers were busy. Mr. Grey, in Lincoln's

Inn, was much troubled on the matter. By degrees facts had
made themselves clear to his mind, and he had become aware
that the captain had been born before his client's marriage. He
was ineffably shocked at the old squire's villainy in the matter, but
declared to all to whom he spoke openly on the subject that he did

not see how the sinner could be punished. He never thought that

the father and son were in a conspiracy together. Nor had he
believed that they had arranged the young man's disappearance in

order the more thoroughly to defraud the creditors. They could
not at any rate harm a man of whose whereabouts they were
unaware, and who, for all they knew, might be dead. But the

reader is already aware that this surmise on the pait of Mr. Grey
was unfounded.
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The captain had been absent for three weeks when Augustus
Scarborough went down for a second time to Tretton Park, in

order to discuss the matter with his father.

Augustus had, with much equanimity and a steady fixed purpose,

settled himself down to the position as eldest son. He pretended
no anger to his father for the injury he intended, and was only
anxious that his own rights should be confirmed. In this he found
that no great difficulty stood in his way. The creditors would
contest his rights when his father should die ; but for such contest

he would be prepared. He had no doubt as to his own position,

but thought that it would be safer and that it would also probably
be cheaper to purchase the acquiescence of all claimants than to

encounter the expense of a prolonged trial, to which there might
be more than one appeal, and of which the end after all would be
doubtful.

No very great sum would probably be required. No very great

•um would at any rate be offered. But such an arrangement would
certainly be easier if his brother were not present to be confronted
with the men whom he had duped.

The squire was still ill down at Tretton, but not so ill but that

he had his wits about him in all their clearness. Some said that

he was not ill at all, but that in the present state of affairs the
retirement suited him. But the nature of the operation which he
had undergone was known to many who would not have him
harassed in his present condition. In truth he had only to refuse

admission to all visitors and to take care that his commands were
carried out in order to avoid disagreeable intrusions.

" Do you mean to say that a man can do such a thing as this

and that no one can touch him for it ?" This was an exclamation
made by Mr. Tyrrwhit to his lawyer in a tone of aggrieved disgust

He hasn't done anything," said the lawyer. " He only thought
of doing something, and has since repented. You cannot arrest a
man because he had contemplated the picking of your pocket,

especially, when he has shown that he is resolved not to pick it."

"As far as I can learn, nothing has been heard about him as

yet," said the son to the father.
** Those limbs weren't his that were picked out of the Thames

near Blackfriars Bridge.'^"

"They belonged to a poor cripple who was murdered two
months since."

**And that body that was found down among the Yorkshire
hills?"

" He was a pedler. There is nothing to induce a belief that

Mounijoy has killed himself or been killed. In the former case his

dead body would be found or his live body would be missing. For
the second there is no imaginable cause for suspicion."

"Then where the devil is he.''" said the anxious father.

''Ah 1 that's the difficulty. But I can imagine no position in

which a man might be more tempted to hide himself. He is



22 MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY,

disgraced on every side, and could hardly show his face in London
after the money he has lost. You would not have paid his gambling
debts?"

" Certainly not," said the father. " There must be an end to all

things."
*' Nor could I. Within the last month past he has drawn from

me every shilling that I have had at my immediate command."
" Why did you give 'em to him
" It would be difficult to explain all the reasons. He was then

my elder brother, and it suited me to have him somewhat under my
hand. At any rate I did do so, and am unable for the present to do
more. Looking round about, I do not see where it was possible

for him to raise a sovereign as soon as it was once known that he
was nobody."

" What will become of him } " said the father. " I don't like the
idea of his being starved. He can't live without something to live

upon."
" God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb," said the son. " For

lambs such as he there always seems to be pasture provided of one
sort or another."

" You would not like to have to trust to such pastures," said the

father.
" Nor should I like to be hanged ; but I should have to be

hanged if I had committed murder. Think of the chances which
he has had, and the way in which he has misused them. Although
illegitimate he was to have had the whole property, of which not a
shilling belongs to him ; and he has not lost it because it was not
his own, but has simply gambled it away among the Jews. What
can happen to a man in such a condition better than to turn up as

a hunter among the Rocky Mountains, or as a gold-digger in

Australia.'* In this last adventure he seems to have plunged
horribly, and to have lost over three thousand pounds. You
wouldn't have paid that for him ?

"

" Not again,—certainly not again."
" Then what could he do better than disappear ? I suppose I

shall have to make him an allowance some of these days, and if he
can live and keep himself dark I will do so."

There was in this a tacit allusion to his father's speedy death
which was grim enough ; but the father passed it by without any
expression of displeasure. He certainly owed much to his younger
son, and was wiUing to pay it by quiescence. Let them both
forbear. Such was the language which he held to himself in

thinking of his younger son. Augustus was certainly behaving well

to him. Not a word of rebuke had passed his lips as to the infamous
attempt at spoliation which had been made. The old squire felt

grateful for his younger son's conduct, but yet in his heart of hearts

he preferred the elder.
" He has denuded me of every penny," said Augustus, " and I

must ask you to refund me something of what has gone."
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" He has kept me very bare. A man with so g^eat a propensity

for getting rid of money, I think no father ever before had to

endure."
" You have had the last of it/'

" I do not know that. If I live, and he lets me know his where-
abouts, I cannot leave him penniless. 1 do feel that a great injustice

has been done him."

I don't exactly see it/' said Augustus.
" Because you're too hard-hearted to put yourself in another

man's place. He was my eldest son."
*' He thought that he was."
" And should have remained so had there been a hope for him,"

said the squire, roused to temporary anger. Augustus only shrugged
his shoulders. " But there is no good talking about it."

"Not the least in the world. Mr. Grey, I suppose, knows the

truth at last. I shall have to get three or four thousand pounds
from you, or I too must resort to the Jews. I shall do it at any rate

under better circumstances than my brother."

Some arrangement was at last made which was satisfactory to

the son, and which we must presume that the father found to be
endurable. Then the son took his leave, and went back to London
with the understood intention of pushing the inquiries as to his

brother's existence and whereabouts.
The sudden and complete disappearance of Captain Scarborough

struck Mrs. Mountjoy with the deepest awe. It was not at first

borne in upon her to believe that Captain Mountjoy Scarborough,
an officer in the Coldstreams, and the acknowledged heir to the

Tretton property, had vanished away as a stray street-sweeper might
do, or some milliner's lowest workwoman. But at last there were
advertisements in all the newspapers and placards on all the walls,

and Mrs. Mountjoy did understand that the captain was gone. She
could as yet hardly believe that he was no longer heir to Tretton ;

and in such short discussions with Florence as were necessary on
the subject, she preferred to express no opinion whatever as to his

conduct. But she would by no means give way when urged to

acknowledge that no marriage between Florence and the captain

was any longer to be regarded as possible. While the captain was
away the matter should be left as if in abeyance ; but this by no
means suited the young lady's views. Mrs. Mountjoy was not a
reticent woman, and had no doubt been too free in whispering
among her friends something of her daughter's position. This
Florence had resented ; but it had still been done, and in Cheltenham
generally she was regarded as an engaged young lady. It had been
in vain that she had denied that it was so. Her mother's word on
such a subject was supposed to be more credible than her own; and
now this man with whom she was believed to be so closely con-
nected, had disappeared from the world among the most disreput-

able circumstances. But when she explained the difficulty to her
mother, her mother bade her hold her tongue for the present, and
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seemed to hold out a hope that the captain might at last be restored

to his old position.
" Let them restore him ever so much, he would never be any-

thing to me, mamma." Then Mrs. Mountjoy would only shake her
head and purse her lips.

On the evening of the day after the fracas in the street, Harry
Annesley went down to Buston, and there remained for the next
two or three days, holding his tongue absolutely as to the adventure
of that night. There was no one at Buston to whom he would
probably have made known the circumstances. But there was
clinging to it a certain flavour of disreputable conduct on his own
part which sealed his lips altogether. The louder and more frequent
the tidings which reached his ears as to the captain's departure, the

more strongly did he feel that duty required him to tell what he
knew upon the matter. Many thoughts and many fears encom-
passed him. At first was the idea that he had killed the man by
the violence of his blow, or that his death had been caused by his

fall. Then it occurred to him that it was impossible that Scar-
borough should have been killed, and that no account should be
given as to the finding of the body. At last he persuaded himself
that he could not have killed the man, but he was assured at the

same time that the disappearance must in some sort have been
occasioned by what then took place. And it could not but be that

the captain, if alive, should be aware of the nature of the struggle

which had taken place. He heard chiefly from the newspapers the
full record of the captain's illegitimacy ; he heard of his condition

with the creditors ; he heard of those gambling debts which were
left unpaid at the club. He saw it also stated and repeated that

these were the grounds for the man's disappearance. It was quite

credible that the man should disappear, or endeavour to disappear,

under such a cloud of difficulties. It did not require that he and
his violence should be adduced as an extra cause. Indeed, had the

man been minded to vanish before the encounter, he might in all

human probability have been deterred by the circumstances of the

quarrel. It gave no extra reason for his disappearance, and could
in no wise be counted with it were he to tell the whole story in

Scotland Yard. He had been grossly misused on the occasion, and
had escaped from such misusage by the only means in his power.
But still he felt that had he told the story, people far and wide would
have connected his name with the man's absence, and, worse again,

that Florence's name would have become entangled with it also.

For the first day or two he had from hour to hour abstained from
telling all that he knew, and then, when the day or two were passed,
and when a week had run by—when a fortnight had been allowed
to go—it was impossible for him not to hold his tongue.

He became nervous, unhappy, and irritated down at Buston,
with his father and mother, and sisters, but more especially with his

uncle. Previous to this his uncle for a couple of months had
declined to see him ; now he was sent for to the Hall, and inter-
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rogated daily on this special subject. Mr. Prosper was aware that

his nephew had been intimate wiih Augustus Scarborough, and that

he mi:^ht therefore be presumed to know much about the family.

Mr. Prosper took the keenest interest in the illegitimacy and the

impecuniusity and final disappearance of the captain, and no doubt
did, in his cross-examinations, discover the fact that Harry was
unwilling to answer his questions. He found out for the first time
that Harry was acquainted with the captain, and also contrived to

extract from him the name of Miss Mountjoy. But he could learn

nothing else, beyond Harry's unwillingness to talk upon the subject,

which was in itself much. It must be understood that Harry was
not specially reverential in these communications. Indeed, he gave
his uncle to understand that he regarded his questions as imperti-

nent, and at last declared his intention of not coming to the Hall
any more for the present. Then Mr. Prosper whispered to his

sister that he was quite sure that Harry Annesley knew more than
he chose to say as to Captain Scarborough's whereabouts.

" My dear Peter," said Mrs. Annesley, ** I really think that you
are doing poor Harry an injustice."

Mrs. Annesley was always on the guard to maintain something
like an affectionate intercourse between her own family and the

squire.

"My dear Anne, you do not see into a millstone so far as I do.

You never did."
'* But, Peter, you really shouldn't say such things of Harry.

When all the police-officers are looking about themselves to catch
up anything in their way, they would catch him up at a moment's
notice if they heard that a magistrate of the county had expressed
such an opinion."

"Why don't he tell me?" said Mr. Prosper.
"There's nothing to tell."

" Ah ! that's your opinion ; because you can't see into a mill-

stone. I can tell you that Harry knows more about this Captain
Scarborough than anyone else. They were very intimate together."

*' Harry only just knew him."
" Well, you'll see. I tell you that Harry's name will become

mixed up with Captain Scarborough's, and I hope that it will be in

no discreditable manner. I hope so, that's all." Harry in the
meantime had returned to London in order to escape his uncle, and
to be on the spot to learn anything that might come in his way as
to the now acknowledged mystery respecting the captain.

Such was the state of things at the commencement of the period
to which my story refers.
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CHAPTER V.

AUGUSTUS SCARBOROUGH.

Harry Annesley, when he found himself in London, could not
for a moment shake off that feeling of nervous anxiety as to the
fate of Mountjoy Scarborough which had seized hold of him. In
every newspaper which he took in his hand he looked first for the
paragraph respecting the fate of the missing man, which the paper
was sure to contain in one of its columns. It was his habit during
these few days to breakfast at a club, and he could not abstain

from speaking to his neighbours about the wonderful Scarborough
incident. Every man was at this time willing to speak on tl^e

subject, and Harry's interest might not have seemed to be peculiar
;

but it became known that he had been acquainted with the missing
man, and Harry in conversation said much more than it would
have been prudent for him to do on the understanding that he
wished to remain unconnected with the story. Men asked him
questions as though he were likely to know ; and he would answer
them asserting that he knew nothing ; but still leaving an impres-
sion behind that he did know more than he chose to avow. Many
inquiries were made daily at this time in Scotland Yard as to the
captain. These, no doubt, chiefly came from the creditors and
their allies. But Harry Annesley became known among those who
asked for information as Henry Annesley, Esq., late of St. John's
College, Cambridge ; and even the police were taught to think

that there was something noticeable in the interest which he
displayed.

On the fourth day after his arrival in London, just at that time
of the year when everybody was supposed to be leaving town, and
when faded members of Parliament, who allowed themselves to be
retained for the purpose of final divisions, were cursing their fate

amidst the heats of August, Harry accepted an invitation to dine
with Augustus Scarborough at his chambers in the Temple. He
understood when he accepted the invitation that no one else was to

be there, and must have been aware that it was the intention of

the heir of Tretton to talk to him respecting his brother. He had
not seen Scarborough since he had been up in town, and had not
been desirous of seeing him ; but when the invitation came, he had
told himself that it would be better that he should accept it, and
that he would allow his host to say what he pleased to say on the
subject, he himself remaining reticent. But poor Harry little knew
the difficulty of reticence when the heart is full. He had intended
to be very reticent when he came up to London, and had in fact

done nothing but talk about the missing man, as to whom he had
declared that he would altogether hold his tongue.

The reader must here be pleased to remember that Augustus
Scarborough was perfectly well aware of what had befallen his
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brother, and must therefore have known, among other things, of

the quarrel which had taken place in the street. He knew there-

fore that Harry was concealing his knowledge, and could make a
fair guess at the state of the poor fellow's mind.

"He will guess," he had said to himself, "that he did not leave

him for dead on the ground, or the body would be there to tell the

tale. But he must be ashamed of the part which he took in the

street-fight, and be anxious to conceal it. No doubt Mountjoy was
the first offender, but something has occurred which Annesley is

unwilling should make its way either to his uncle's ears, or to his

father's, or to mine, or to the squire's—or to those of Florence."

It was thus that Augustus Scarborough reasoned with himself

when he asked Harry Annesley to dine with him.

It was not supposed by any of his friends that Augustus
Scarborough would continue to live in the moderate chambers
which he now occupied in the Temple ; but he had as yet made no
sign of a desire to leave them. They were up two pair of stairs,

and were not great in size ; but they were comfortable enough, and
even luxurious as a bachelor's abode.

*^ I've asked you to come alone," said Augustus, "because there

is such a crowd of things to be talked of about poor Mountjoy
which are not exactly fitted for the common ear."

" Yes, indeed," said Harry, who did not, however, quite under-

stand why it would be necessary that the heir should discuss with

him the affairs of his unfortunate brother. There had, no doubt,

been a certain degree of intimacy between them, but nothing which
made it essential that the captain's difficulties should be exposed to

him. The matter which touched him most closely, was the love

which both the men had borne to Florence Mountjoy ; but Harry
did not expect that any allusion to Florence would be made on the

present occasion,
" Did you ever hear of such a mess said Augustus.
^ No, indeed. It is not only that he has disappeared
"That is as nothing when compared with all the other incidents

of this romantic tale. Indeed it is the only natural thing in it.

Given all the other circumstances, I should have foretold his dis-

appearance as a thing certain to occur. Why shouldn't such a
man disappear, if he can?"

"But how has he done it replied Harry. "Where has he
gone to ? At this moment where is he ?"

" Ah ! if you will answer all those questions, and give your
information in Scotland Yard, the creditors, no doubt, will make up
a handsome purse for you. Not that they will ever get a shilling

from him, though he were to be seen walking down St. James's
Street tomorrow. But they are a sanguine gentry, these holders of
bills, and I really believe that if they could see him they would
embrace him with the warmest affection. In the meantime let us
have some dinner, and we will talk about poor Mountjo} irhen we
have got rid of young Pitcher. Young Pitcher is my laundress's
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son, to the use of whose services T have been promoted since I

have been known to be the heir of Tretton."

Then they sat down and dined, and Augustus Scarborough
made himself agreeable. The small dinner was excellent of its

kind, and the wine was all that it ought to be. During dinner not
a word was said as to Mountjoy, nor as to the affairs of the estate.

Augustus, who was old for his age, and had already practised

himself much in London life, knew well how to make himself
agreeable. There was plenty to be said while young Pitcher was
passing in and out of the room, so that there appeared no awkward
mtervals of silence while one course succeeded the other. The
weather was very hot, the grouse were very tempting, everybody
was very dull, and Members of Parliament more stupid than
anybody else ; but a good time was coming. Would Harry come
down to Tretton and see the old governor There was not much
to offer him in the way of recreation, but, when September came,
the partridges would abound. Harry gave a half promise that

he would go to Tretton for a week, and Augustus Scarborough
expressed himself as much gratified. Harry at the moment thought
of no reason why he should not go to Tretton, and thus committed
himself to the promise ; but he afterwards felt that Tretton was of

all places the last which he ought just at present to visit.

At last Pitcher and the cheese were gone, and young Scarborough
produced his cigars.

" I want to smoke directly I've done eating," he said. " Drinking
goes with smoking as well as it does with eating, so there need be
no stop for that. Now tell me, Annesley, what it is that you think
about iVLountjoy?"

There was an abruptness in the question which for the moment
struck Harry dumb. How was he to say what he thought about
Mountjoy Scarborough, even though he should have no feeling to

prevent him from expressing the truth ? He knew, or thought that

he knew, Mountjoy Scarborough to be a thorough blackguard; one
whom no sense of honesty kept from spending money, and who was
now a party to robbing his creditors without the slightest compunc-
tion,—for it was in Harry's mind that Mountjoy and his father

were in league together to save the property by rescuing it from the
hands of the Jews. He would have thought the same as to the old

squire,—only that the old squire had not interfered with him in

reference to Florence Mountjoy.
And then there was present to his mind the brutal attack which

had been made on himself in the street. According to his views
Mountjoy Scarborough was certainly a blackguard ; but he did not
feel inclined quite to say so to the brother, nor was he perfectly certain

as to his host's honesty. It might be that the three Scarboroughs
were all in a league together; and if so, he had done very wrong,
as he then remembered, to say that he would go down to Tretton.

When, therefore, he was asked the question he could only hold hii

tongue.
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* I suppose you have some scruple in speaking, because he's my
brother. You may drop that altogether."

** I think that his career has been what the novel readers would
call romantic ; but what 1, who am not one of them, should describe

as unfortunate."
" Well, yes

;
taking it altogether it has been unfortunate. I am

not a soft-hearted fellow, but I am driven to pity him. The worst
of it is that had not my father been induced at last to tell the truth,

from most dishonest causes, he would not have been a bit better off

than he is. I doubt whether he could have raised another couple
of thousand on the day when he went. If he had done so then, and
again more and more, to any amount you choose to think of, it

would have been the same with him."
" I suppose so.'*

" His lust for gambling was a bottomless quicksand which no
possible amount of winning could ever have satiated. Let him
enter his club with five thousand pounds at his banker's, and no
misfortune could touch him. He being such as he is, or alas ! for

aught we know, such as he was,— the escape which the property has
had cannot but be regarded as very fortunate. I don't care to talk

much of myself in particular, though no wrong can have been done
to a man more infinite than that which my father contrived for me."

" I cannot understand your father," said Harry. In truth there-

was something in Scarborough's manner in speaking of his father

which almost produced belief in Harry's mind. He began to doubt
whether Augustus was in the conspiracy.

**No; 1 should say not. It is hard to understand that an
English gentleman should have the courage to conceive such a plot,

and the wit to carry it out. If Mountjoy had run only decently
straight, or not more than indecently crooked, I should have been a
younger brother, practising law in the Temple to the end of my
days. The story of Esau and of Jacob is as nothing to it. But
that is not the most remarkable circumstance. My father, for

purposes of his own, which include the absolute throwing over of

Mountjoy's creditors, changes his plan, and is pleased to restore to

me that of which he had resolved to rob me. What father would
dare to look in the face the son whom he had thus resolved to

defraud 1 My father tells me the story with a gentle chuckle,

showing almost as much indifference to Mountjoy's ruin as to my
recovered prosperity ! He has not a blush when he reveals it alL

He has not a word to say, or, as far as I can see, a thought as to the

world's opinion. No doubt he is supposed to be dying. I do
presume that three or four months will see the end of him. In the
meantime he takes it all as quietly as though he had simply lent a
tive-pound note to Mountjoy out of my pocket."

" You, at any rate, will get your property ?

"

" Oh, yes ; and that, no doubt, is his argument when he sees

me. He is delighted to have me down at Tretton ; and, to tell the

Uuth, I do not feel the shghtest animosity towards him. But, as I
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look at him, I think him to be the most remarkable old gentleman
that the world has ever produced. He is quite unconscious that I

have any ground of complaint against him."
" He has probably thought that the circumstances of your

brother's birth should not militate against his prospects."
" But the law, my dear fellow," said Scarborough, getting up

from his chair and standing with his cigar between his finger and
thumb, "the law thinks otherwise. The making of all right and
wrong in this world depends on the law. The half-crown in my
pocket is merely mine because of the law. He did choose to marry
my mother before I was born, but did not choose to go through
that ceremony before my brother's time. That may be a trifle to

you, or to my moral feeling, may be a trifle ; but because of that

trifle all Tretton will be my property, and his attempt to rob me of

it was just the same as though he should break into a bank and
steal what he found there. He knows that just as well as I do ;

but to suit his own purposes he did it."

There was something in the way in which the young man spoke
both of his father and his mother which made Harry's flesh creep.

He could not but think of his own father, and his own mother, and
of his feelings in regard to them. But here this man was talking of

the misdoings of the one parent and the other with the most perfect

sang froid. " Of course I understand all that," said Harry.
There is a manner of doing evil so easy and indifferent as

absolutely to quell the general feeling respecting it. A man shall

tell you that he has committed a murder in a tone so careless as to

make you feel that a murder is nothing. I don't suppose my father

can be punished for his attempt to rob me of twenty thousand
a year, and therefore he talks to me about it as though it were a
good joke. Not only that, but he expects me to receive it in the

same way. Upon the whole he prevails. I find myself not in the

least angry with him, and rather obliged to him than otherwise for

allowing me to be his eldest son."
" What must Mountjoy's feeHngs be ? " said Harry.
"Exactly. What must be Mountjoy's feelings.'^ There is no

need to consider my father's, but poor Mountjoy's ! I don't suppose
that he can be dead."

" I should think not."

"While a man is alive he can carry himself off, but when a
fellow is dead, it requires at least one, or probably two, to carry him.
Men do not wish to undertake such a work secretly unless they've

been concerned in the murder ; and then there will have been a
noise which must have been heard, or blood which must have been
seen, and the body will at last be forthcoming, or eome sign of its

destruction. I do not think he can be dead."
" I should hope not," said Harry rather tamely, and feeling that

he was guilty of a falsehood by the manner in which he expressed
his hope.

"When was it you saw him last?" Scarborough asked the
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question with an abruptness which was pre-determined, but which
did not quite take Harry aback.

"About three months since— in London," said Harry, going back
in his memory to the last meeting, which had occurred before the

squire had declared his purpose.
" Ah ! you haven't seen him then since he knew that he was

nobody This he asked in an indifferent tone, being anxious not

to discover his purpose, but in doing so he gave Harry great credit

for his readiness of mind.
" 1 have not seen him since he heard the news which must have

astonished him more than anyone else."

" I wonder," said Augustus, how Florence Mountjoy has borne
it"

" Neither have I seen her. I have been at Cheltenham, but was
not allowed to see her." This he said with an assertion to himself

that though he had lied as to one particular he would not lie as to

any other.
" I suppose she must have been much cut up by it all. I have

half a mind to declare to myself that she shall still have an oppor-
tunity of becoming the mistress of Tretton. She was always afraid

of Mountjoy; but I do not know that she ever loved him. She
had become so used to the idea of marrying him that she would
have given herself up in mere obedience. I too think that she
might do as a wife, and I shall certainly make a better husband
than Mountjoy would have done."

"Miss Mountjoy will certainly do as a wife for anyone who may
be lucky enough to get her," said Harry with a certain tone of

magnificence which at the moment he felt to be overstrained and
ridiculous.

" Oh, yes ; one has got to get her as you call it, of course. You
mean to say that you are supposed to be in the running. That is

your own look-out. I can only allege on my own behalf, that it has
always been considered to be an old family arrangement that

Florence Mountjoy shall marry the heir to Tretton Park. I am in

that position now, and I only throw it out as a hint that I may feel

disposed to follow out the family arrangement. Of course if other
things come in the way there will be an end of it. Come in."

This last invitation was given in consequence of a knock at the

door. The door was opened, and there entered a policeman in

plain clothes named Prodgers, who seemed from his manner to be
well acquainted with Augustus Scarborough.

The police for some time past had been very busy on the track
of Mountjoy Scarborough, but had hitherto not succeeded in ob-

taining any information. Such activity as had been displayed
cannot be procured without expense, and it had been understood
in this case that old Mr. Scarborough had refused to furnish the

means. Something he had supplied at first, but had latterly

declined even to subscribe to a fund. He was not at all desirous,

he said, that his son should be brought back to the world, particu-
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larly as he had made it evident by his disappearance that he was
anxious to keep out of tlie way. " Why should I pay the fellows?
It's no business of mine," he had said to his son. And from that

moment he had declined to do more than make up the first sub-
scription which had been suggested to him. But the police had
been kept very busy, and it was known that the funds had been
supplied chiefly by Mr. Tyrrwhit. He was a resolute and persistent

man, and was determined to "run down" Mountjoy Scarborough,
as he called it, if money would enable him to do so. It was he who
had appealed to the squire for assistance in this object, and to him
the squire had expressed his opinion that, as his son did not seem
anxious to be brought back, he should not interfere in the matter.

" Well, Prodgers, what news have you to-day ? " asked
Augustus.

" There is a man a-wandering about down in Skye, just here
and there, with nothing in particular to say for himself."

" What sort of a looking fellow is he ?

"

" Well, he's light, and don't come up to the captain's marks ;

but there's no knowing what disguises a fellow will put on. I

don't think he's got the captain's legs, and a man can't change
his legs."

^' Captain Scarborough would not remain loitering about in

Skye, where he would be known by half the autumn tourists who
saw him."

" That's just what I was saying to Wilkinson," said Prodgers.
•* Wilkinson seems to think that a man may be anybody as long as
nobody knows who he is. * That ain't the captain,' said I."

"I'm afraid he's got out of England," said the captain's

brother.
" There's no place where he can be run down like New York,

or Paris, or Melbourne, and it's them they mostly go to. We've
wired 'em all three, and a dozen other places of the kind. W^e
catches 'em mostly if they go abroad ; but when they remains at

home they're uncommon troublesome. There was a man wander-
ing about in County Donegal. W^e call Ireland at home, because
we've so much to do with their police since the Land League came
up ; but this chap was only an artist who couldn't pay his bill

What do you think about it, Mr. Annesley?" said the poUceman,
turning short round upon Harry, and addressing him a question.

Why should the policeman even have known his name }

" Who ? I .^^ I don't think about it at all. I have no means
of thinking about it."

"Because you have been so busy down there at the Yard. I

thought that, as you was asking so many questions, you was,
perhaps, interested in the matter."

"My friend Mr. Annesley," said Augustus, "was acquainted
with Captain Scarborough, as he is with me."

" It did seem as though he was more than usually interested, all

the same," said the policeman.
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" I am more than usually interested," replied Harry ;
" but I

do not know that I am going to give you my reason. As to his

present existence, I know absolutely nothing."

I dare say not. If you'd any information as was reliable, I

dare say as it would be forthcoming. Well, Mr. Scarborough, you
may be sure of this ; if we can get upon his trail we'll do so, and I

think we shall. There isn't a port that hasn't been watched from
two days after his disappearance, and there isn't a port as won't be
watched as soon as any English steamer touches 'em. We've got

our eyes out, and we means to use 'em. Good-night, Mr. Scar-

borough ;
good-night, Mr. Annesley," and he bobbed his head to

our friend Harry. " You say as there is a reason as is unknown.
Perhaps it won't be unknown always. Good-night, gentlemen."

Then Constable Prodgers left the room.
Harry had been disconcerted by the policeman's remarks, and

showed that it was so as soon as he was alone with Augustus
Scarborough.

" I'm afraid you think the man intended to be impertinent,"

said Augustus.
"No doubt he did, but such men are allowed to be impertinent."
" He sees an enemy, of course, in everyone who pretends to

know more than he knows himself—or, indeed, in everyone who
does not. You said something about having a reason of your own,
and he at once connected you with Mountjoy's disappearance.

Such creatures are necessary, but from the little I've seen of them
I do not think that they make the best companions in the world. I

shall leave Mr. Prodgers to carry on his business to the man who
employs him— namely, Mr. Tyrrvvhit—and I advise you to do the

same."
Soon after that Harry Annesley took his leave, but he could not

divest himself of an opinion that both the policeman and his host
had thought that he had some knowledge respecting the missing
man. Augustus Scarborough had said no word to that effect, but
there had been a something in his manner which had excited

suspicion in Harry's mind. And then Augustus had declared his

purpose of offering his hand and fortune to Florence Mountjoy.
He to be suitor to Florence—he, so soon after Mountjoy had been
banished from the scene ? And why should he have been told of

it ?—he, of whose love for the girl he could not but think that

Augustus Scarborough had been aware. Then, much perturbed in

his mind, he resolved, as he returned to his lodgings, that he would
go down to Cheltenham on the following day.
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CHAPTER VI.

HARRY ANNESLEY TELLS HIS SECRET.

Harry hurried down to Cheltenham, hardly knowing what he was
going to do or say when he got there. He went to the hotel and
dined alone.

" What's all this that^s up about Captain Mountjoy t " said a
stranger, coming and whispering to him at his table.

The stranger was almost a stranger, but Harry did know his

name. It was Mr. Baskerville, the hunting man. Mr. Baskerville

was not rich, and not especially popular, and had no special

amusement but that of riding two nags in the winter along the
roads of Cheltenham in the direction which the hounds took. It

was still summer, and the nags who had been made to do their

work in London were picking up a little strength in idleness, or as

Mr. Baskerville called it, getting into condition. In the meantime
Mr. Baskerville amused himself as well as he could by lying in bed
or playing lawn-tennis. He sometimes dined at the hotel in order

that the club might think that he was entertained at friends' houses

;

but the two places were nearly the same to him, as he could achieve

a dinner and half-a-pint of wine for five or six shillings at each of

them. A more empty existence, or, one would be inclined to say,

less pleasurable, no one could pass ; but he had always a decent
coat on his back and a smile on his face, and five shillings in his

pocket with which to pay for his dinner. His asking what was up
about Scarborough showed, at any rate, that he was very backward
in the world's news.

" I believe he has vanished," said Harry.
" Oh, yes, of course he's vanished. Everybody knows that ; he

vanished ever so long ago. But where is he ?
"

If you can tell them in Scotland Yard they will be obliged to

you."
" I suppose it is true that the police are after him ? Dear me !

Forty thousand a year ! This is a very queer story about the

property, isn't it ?
"

" I don't know the story exactly, and therefore can hardly say
whether it is queer or not."

" But about the younger son ? People say that the father has
contrived that the younger son shall have the money. What I

hear is that the whole property is to be divided, and that the

captain is to have half, on condition that he keeps out of the way.
But I am sure that you know more about it. You used to be inti-

mate with both the brothers. I have seen you down here with the

captain. Where is he ? " And again he whispered into Harry's

ear. But he could not have selected any subject more distasteful,

and, therefore, Harry repulsed Mr. Baskerville not in the most
courteous manner.
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" Hang it ! what airs that fellow gives himself," he said to

another friend of the same kidney ;
" that's young Annesley, the

son of a twopenny-halfpenny parson down in Hertfordshire. The
ways these fellows put on now are unbearable. He hasn't got a
horse to ride, but to hear him talk you'd think he was mounted
three days a week."

" He's heir to old Prosper, of Buston Hall."
" How's that ? But is he 1 I never heard that before. What's

Buston Hall worth ? " Then Mr. Baskerville made up his mind
to be doubly civil to Harry Annesley the next time he saw him.

Harry had to consider on that night in what manner he would
endeavour to see Florence Mountjoy on the next day. He was
thoroughly discontented with himself as he walked about the

streets of Cheltenham. He had now not only allowed the dis-

appearance of Scarborough to pass by without stating when and
where and how he had last seen him, but had directly lied on the

subject. He had told the man's brother that he had not seen him
for some weeks previous, whereas to have concealed his know-
ledge on such a subject was in itself held to be abominable. He
was ashamed of himself, and the more so because there was no one
to whom he could talk openly on the matter. And it seemed to

him as though all whom he met questioned him as to the man's
disappearance, as if they suspected him. What was the man to

him, or the man's guilt, or his father, that he should be made
miserable ? The man's attack upon him had been ferocious in its

nature—so brutal, that when he had escaped from Mountjoy Scar-

borough's clutches there was nothing for him but to leave him
lying in the street where, in his drunkenness, he had fallen. And
now, in consequence of this, misery had fallen upon himself. Even
this empty-headed fellow Baskerville, a man the poverty of whose
character Harry perfectly understood, had questioned him about
Mountjoy Scarborough. It could not, he thought, be possible that

Baskerville could have had any reasons for suspicion, and yet the

very sound of the inquiry stuck in his ears.

On the next morning at eleven o'clock he knocked at Mrs.
Mountjoy's house in Montpellier Place, and asked for the elder

lady. Mrs. Mountjoy was out, and Harry at once inquired for

Florence. The servant at first seemed to hesitate, but at last

showed Harry into the dining-room. There he waited five minutes,
which seemed to him to be half-an-hour, and then Florence came
to him.

*' Your mother is not at home ?" he said, putting out his hand.
" No, Mr. Annesley, but I think she will be back soon. Will

you wait for her ?

"

" I do not know whether I am not glad that she should be out.

Florence, I have something that I must tell you."

Something that you must tell me !

"

He had called her Florence once before, on a happy afternoon
which he well remembered, but he was not thinking of that now.

D 2
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Her name, which was always in his mind, had come to him
naturally, as though he had no time to pick and choose about
names in the importance of the communication which he had
to make.

Yes ; I don't believe that you were ever really engaged to

your cousin Mountjoy."
"No, I never was," she answered briskly. Harry Annesley

was certainly a handsome man, but no young man living ever
thought less of his own beauty. He had fair wavy hair, which
he was always submitting to some barber, very much to the

unexpressed disgust of poor Florence ; because to her eyes the

longer the hair grew the more beautiful was the wearer of it. His
forehead, and eyes, and nose, were all perfect in their form.

Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself

;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command.

There was a peculiar brightness in his eye which would have
seemed to denote something absolutely great in his character,

had it not been for the wavering indecision of his mouth. There
was, as it were, a vacillation in his Hps which took away from
the manliness of his physiognomy. Florence, who regarded his

face as almost divine, was yet conscious of some weakness about
his mouth which she did not know how to interpret. But, yet, with-

out knowing why it was so, she was accustomed to expect from
him doubtful words, half expressed words, which would declare to

her his perfected thoughts as she would have them declared. He
was six feet high, neither broad, nor narrow, nor fat, nor thin ;

and a very Apoilo in Florence's eye. To the elders who knew him
the quintessence of his beauty lay in the fact that he was altogether

unconscious of it. He was a man who counted nothing on his

personal appearance for the performance of those deeds which
he was most anxious to achieve. The one achievement now
essentially necessary to his happiness was the possession of

Florence Mountjoy ; but it certainly never occurred to him that

he was more likely to obtain this because he was six feet high,

or because his hair waved becomingly.
" I have supposed so," he said, in answer to her last assertion.

You ought to have known it for certain. I mean to say that

had 1 ever been engaged to my cousin, I should have been
miserable at such a moment as this. I never should have given

him up because of the gross injustice done to him about the

property. But his disappearance in this dreadful way would, I

think, have killed me. As it is, I can think of nothing else,

because he is my cousin."
" It is very dreadful," said Harry. " Have you any idea what

can have happened to him
" Not in the least. Have you ?

"

«*Noneatall. But
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•* But what ?

"

**
I was the last person who saw him."

" You saw him last I

"

** At least I know no one who saw him after me.**
*' Have you told them ?"

" I have told no one but you. I have come down here tti

Cheltenham on purpose to tell you."

"Why me?" she said, as though struck with fear at such an
assertion on his part.

" I must tell someone, and I have not known whom else to

tell. His father appears not at all anxious about him. His
brother I do not altogether trust. Were I to go to these men
who are only lookmg after their money, I should be communicating
with his enemies. Your mother already regards me as his enemy.
If I told the police I should simply be brought into a court of

justice, where I should be compelled to mention your name."
" Why mine?"
" I must begin the story from the beginning. One night I

was coming home in London very late, about two o'clock, when
whom should I meet in the street suddenly but Mountjoy Scar-

borough. It came out afterwards, that he had then been gambling
;

but when he encountered me he was intoxicated. He took me
suddenly by the collar and shook me violently, and did his best

to maltreat me. What words were spoken I cannot remember
;

but his conduct to me was as that of a savage beast. I struggled

with him in the street, as a man would struggle who is attacked by
a wild dog. I think that he did not explain the cause of his

hatred, though, of course, my memory as to what took place at

that moment is disturbed and imperfect ; but I did know in my
heart why it was that he had quarrelled with me."

" Why was it ?" Florence asked.

Because he thought that I had ventured to love you."
" No, no," cried Florence ;

" he could not have thought that."
" He did think so, and he was right enough. If I have never

said so before, 1 am bound at any rate to say it now." He paused
for a moment, but she made him no answer. In the struggle

between us he fell on the pavement against the rail,—and then
I left him."

" Well?"
" He has never been heard of since. On the following day,

in the afternoon, I left London for Buston ; but nothing had been
then heard of his disappearance. I neither knew of it nor sus-

pected it. The question is, when others were searching for him,
was I bound to go to the police and declare what I had suffered
from him that night ? Why should I connect his going with the
outrage which I had suffered ?

"

"But why not tell it all?"
" I should have been asked why he had quarrelled with me.

Ought I to have said that I did not know ? Ought I to have
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pretended that there was no cause? I did know, and there

was a cause. It was because he thought that I might prevail

with you now that he was a beggar, disowned by his own father."
" I would never have given him up for that," said Florence.
*^ But do you not see that your name would have been brought

in,—that I should have had to speak of you as though I thought it

possible that you loved me?" Then he paused, and Florence
sat silent. But another thought struck him now. It occurred
to him that under the plea put forward he would appear to seek
shelter from his silence as to her name. He was aware how
anxious he was on his own behalf not to mention the occurrence in

the street, and it seemed that he was attempting to escape under
the pretence of a fear that her name would be dragged in. " But
independently of that I do not see why I should be subjected

to the annoyance of letting it be known that I was thus attacked in

the streets. And the time has now gone by. It did not occur

to me when first he was missed that the matter would have been
of such importance. Now it is too late."

" I suppose that you ought to have told his father."
" I think that I ought to have done so. But at any rate I have

come to explain it all to you. It was necessary that I should
tell someone. There seems to be no reason to suspect that

the man has been killed."
" Oh, I hope not ; I hope not that."
" He has been spirited away—out of the way of his creditors.

For myself I think that it has all been done with his father's

connivance. Whether his brother be in the secret or not I cannot
tell, but I suspect he is. There seems to be no doubt that Captain
Scarborough himself has run so overhead into debt as to make
the payment of his creditors impossible by anything short of

the immediate surrender of the whole property. Some month
or two since they all thought that the squire was dying, and that

there would be nothing to do but to sell the property which would
then be Mountjoy's, and pay themselves. Against this the dying
man has rebelled, and has come, as it were, out of the grave to

disinherit the son who has already contrived to disinherit himself.

It is all an effort to save Tretton."

But it is dishonest," said Florence.

"No doubt about it. Looking at it in any way it is dishonest.

Either the inheritance must belong to Mountjoy still, or it could

not have been his when he was allowed to borrow money upon it."

I cannot understand it. I thought it was entailed upon him.

Of course it is nothing to me. It never could have been anything."
" But now the creditors declare that they have been cheated,

and assert that Mountjoy is being kept out of the way to aid

old Mr. Scarborough in the fraud. I cannot but say I think

it is so. But why he should have attacked me just at the moment
of his going, or why rather he should have gone immediately
after he had attacked me, I cannot say, I have no concern what-
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ever with him or his money, though I hope,—I hope that I may
always have much with you. Oh, Florence, you surely have known
what has been within my heart.*'

To this appeal she made no response, but sat a while con-

sidering what she should say respecting Mountjoy Scarborough
and his affairs.

Am I to keep all this a secret ?" she asked him at last.

** You shall consider that for yourself. I have not exacted
from you any silence on the matter. You may tell whom you
please, and I shall not consider that I have any ground of

complaint against you. Of course for my own sake I do not

wish it to be told. A great injury was done me, and I do not

desire to be dragged into this which would be" another injury.

I suspect that Augustus Scarborough knows more than he pre-

tends, and I do not wish to be brought into the mess by his

cunning. Whether you will tell your mother you must judge
yourself."

" I shall tell nobody unless you bid me." At that moment
the door of the room was opened, and Mrs. Mountjoy entered with

a frown upon her brow. She had not yet given up all hope
that Mountjoy might return, and that the affairs of Tretton might
be made to straighten themselves.

Mamma, Mr. Annesley is here."
" So I perceive, my dear."
" I have came to your daughter, to tell her how dearly I love

her," said Harry boldly.
" Mr. Annesley, you should have come to me before speaking to

my daughter."
*' Then I shouldn't have seen her at all."

"You should have left that as it might be. It is not at all a
proper thing that a young gentleman should come and address a
young lady in this way behind her only parent's back."

I asked for you, and I did not know that you would not be at

home."
"You should have gone away at once,—at once. You know

how terribly the family is cut up by this great misfortune to our
cousin Mountjoy. Mountjoy Scarborough has been long engaged
to Florence."

" No, mamma ;
no, never."

"At any rate, Mr. Annesley knows all about it. And that

knowledge ought to have kept him away at the present moment. I

must beg him to leave us now."
Then Harry took his hat and departed ; but he had great con-

solation in feeling that Florence had not repudiated his love, which
she certainly would have done had she not loved him in return.

She had spoken no word of absolute encouragement, but there had
been much more of encouragement than of repudiation in her
manner.
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CHAPTER VII.

HARRY ANNESLEY GOES TO TRETTON.

Harry had promised to go down to Tretton, and when the time
came, Augustus Scarborough did not allow him to escape from the
visit. He explained to him that in his father's state of health there
would be no company to entertain him ; that there was only a
maiden sister of his father's staying in the house, and that he in-

tended to take down into the country with him one Septimus Jones,
who occupied chambers on the same floor with him in London, and
whom Annesley knew to be young Scarborough's most intimate
friend. There will be a little shooting," he said, " and I have
bought two or three horses, which you and Jones can ride. Cannock
Chase is one of the prettiest parts of England, and as you care for

scenery you can get some amusement out of that. You'll see my
father, and hear no doubt what he has got to say for himself. He
is not the least reticent in speaking about my brother's affairs."

There was a good deal in this which was not agreeable. Miss
Scarborough was sister to Mrs. Mountjoy as well as to the squire,

and had been one of the family party most anxious to assure the

marriage of Florence and the captain. The late General Mountjoy
had been supposed to have been a great man in his way, but had
died before Tretton had become as valuable as it was now. Hence
the eldest son had been christened with his name, and much of the

Mountjoy prestige still clung to the family. But Harry did not

care much about the family, except as far as Florence was con-

cerned. And then he had not been on peculiarly friendly terms
with Septimus Jones, who had always been submissive to Augustus ;

and, now that Augustus was a rich man, and could afford to buy
horses, was likely to be more submissive than ever.

He went down to Tretton alone early in September, and when
he reached the house he found that the two young men were out

shooting. He asked for his own room, but was instead immediately
taken to the old squire, whom he found lying on a couch in a small
dressing-room, while his sister, who had been reading to him, was
by his side. After the usual greetings Harry made some awkward
apology as to his intrusion at the sick man's bedside.

" Why ! I ordered them to bring you in here," said the squire ;

" you can't very well call that intrusion. I have no idea of being
shut up from the world before they nail me down in my coffin."

" That will be a long time first, we all hope," said his sister.

Bother ! you hope it, but I don't know that anyone else does ;

I don't for one. And if I did, what's the good of hoping.? I have a
couple of diseases, either of which is enough to kill a horse." Then
he mentioned his special maladies in a manner which made Harry
shrink. " What are they talking about in London just at present ?

he asked.
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"Just the old set of subjects," said Harry.
" I suppose they have got tired of me and my iniquities ?

"

Harry could only smile and shake his head. There has been
such a complication of romances that one expects the story to run a
little more than the ordinary nine days."

" Men still do talk about Mountjoy."
" And what are they saying ? Augustus declares that you are

especially interested on the subject."
" I don't know why I should be," said Harry.
" Nor I either. When a fellow becomes no longer of any service

to either man, woman, or beast, I do not know why any should take

an interest in him. I suppose you didn't lend him money
" I was not likely to do that, sir."

"Then I cannot conceive how it can interest you whether he be
in London or Kamschatka. It does not interest me the least in the

world. Were he to turn up here, it would be a trouble ; and yet

they expect me to subscribe largely to a fund for finding him.
What good could he do me if he were found ?

"

" Oh ! John, he is your son," said Miss Scarborough.
"And would be just as good a son as Augustus, only that he

has turned out uncommonly badly. I have not the slightest feeling

in the world as to his birth, and so I think I showed pretty plainly.

But nothing could stop him in his course, and therefore I told the
truth, that's all."

In answer to this, Harry found it quite impossible to say a
word ; but got away to his bedroom and dressed for dinner as

quickly as possible. While he was still thus employed, Augustus
came into the room still dressed in his shooting clothes.

" So you've seen my father," he said.
" Yes ; I saw him."

"And what did he say to you about Mountjoy ?

"

" Little or nothing that signifies. He seems to think it un-
reasonable that he should be asked to pay for finding him, seeing
that the creditors expect to get the advantage of his presence when
found."

" He is about right there."
" Oh, yes ; but still he is his father. It may be that it wouM be

expected that he should interest himself in finding him."
" Upon my word I don't agree with you. If a thousand a year

could be paid to keep Mountjoy out of the way, I think it would be
well expended."

" But you were acting with the police."
" Oh, the police ! What do the police know about it ? Of

course I talk it all over with them. They have not the smallest
idea where the man is, and do not know how to go to work to dis-

cover him. I don't say that my father is judicious in his brazen-
faced opposition to all inquiry. He should pretend to be a Uttle

anxious, —as I do. Not that there would be any use now in pre-

tending to keep up appearances. He has declared himself utterly
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indifferent to the law, and has defied the world. Never mind, old

fellow, we shall eat the more dinner, only I must go and prepare
myself for it."

At dinner Harry found only Septimus Jones, Augustus Scar-
borough, and his aunt. Miss Scarborough said a good deal about
her brother, and declared him to be much better.

" Of course you know, Augustus, that Sir William Brodrick was
down here for two days."

" Only fancy," replied he, " what one has to pay for two days of
Sir William Brodrick in the country."

" What can it matter ? " said the generous spinster.
" It matters exactly so many hundred pounds ; but no one will

begrudge it if he does so many hundred pounds' worth of good."
It will show, at any rate, that we have had the best advice,"

said the lady.
" Yes, it will show ; that is exactly what people care about.

What did Sir William say?"
Then during the first half hour of dinner a prolonged reference

was made to Mr. Scarborough's maladies, and to Sir William's
opinion concerning them. Sir William had declared that Mr.
Scarborough's constitution was the most wonderful thing that he
had ever met in his experience. In spite of the fact that Mr. Scar-

borough's body was one mass of cuts and bruises, and faulty places,

and that nothing would keep him going except the wearing of

machinery which he was unwilling to wear
;
yet the facilities for

much personal enjoyment were left to him, and Sir William declared

that if he would only do exactly as he were told, he might live for

the next five years.
" But everybody knows that he won't do anything that he is

told," said Augustus in a tone which by no means expressed extreme
sorrow.

From his father he led the conversation to the partridges, and
declared his conviction that with a little trouble and some expense,

a very good head of game might be got up at Tretton.
" I suppose it wouldn't cost much," said Jones, who beyond ten

shillings to a gamekeeper never paid sixpence for whatever shooting

came in his way.
"I don't know what you call much," said Augustus, "but I

think it may be done for three or four hundred a year. I should
like to calculate how many thousand partridges at that rate Sir

William has taken back in his pocket."
"What does it matter ?" asked Miss Scarborough.
" Only as a speculation. Of course my father, while he lives,

is justified in giving his whole income to doctors if he likes it ; but
one gets into a manner of speaking about him as though he had
done a good deal with his money in which he was not justified."

" Don't talk in that way, Augustus."
" My dear aunt, I am not at all inclined to be more open-

mouthed than he is. Only reflect what it was that he was dis-
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posed to do to me, and the good-humour with which I have borne
it !"

" I think I should hold my tongue about it," said Harry
Annesley.

"And I think that in my place you would do no such thing. To
your nature it would be almost impossible to hold your tongue.
Your sense of justice would be so affronted that you would feel

yourself compelled to discuss the injury done to you with all your
intimate friends. But with your father your quarrel would be
eternal. I make nothing of it, and if he pertinaciously held his

tongue on the subject, so should I."

But because he talks," said Harry, " why should you ?"
** Why should he not ?" said Septimus Jones. " Upon my word,

I don't see the justice of it."

" I am not speaking of justice, but of feeling."
*' Upon my word, I wish you would hold your tongues about it

;

at any rate till my back is turned," said the old lady.

Then Augustus finished the conversation.
" I am determined to treat it all as though it were a joke, and,

as a joke, one to be spoken of lightly. It was a strong measure,
certainly, this attempt to rob me of twenty or thirty thousand pounds
a year. But it was done in favour of my brother, and therefore let

it pass. I am at a loss to conceive what my father has done with
his money. He hasn't given Mountjoy, at any rate, more than a
half of his income for the last five or six years, and his own personal
expenses are very small. Yet he tells me that he has the greatest

difficulty in raising a thousand pounds, and positively refuses in his

present difficulties to add above five hundred a year to my former
allowance. No father, who had thoroughly done his duty by his

son, could speak in a more fixed and austere manner. And yet he
knows that every shilling will be mine as soon as he goes." The
servant who was waiting upon them had been in and out of the
room while this was said, and must have heard much A it. But to

that Augustus seemed to be quite indifferent. And, indeed, the
whole family story was known to every servant in the house. It is

true that gentlemen and ladies who have servants do not usually

wish to talk about their private matters before all the household,
even though the private matters may be known ; but this household
was unlike all others in that respect. There was not a housemaid
about the rooms, or a groom in the stables, who did not know how
terrible a reprobate their master had been.

"You will see your father before you go to bed?" Miss Scar-
borough said to her nephew as she left the room.

" Certainly, if he will send to say that he wishes it.'

He does wish it, most anxiously."
" I believe that to be your imagination. At any rate I will

come,—say in an hour's time. He would be just as pleased to see
Harry Annesley for the matter of that, or Mr. Grey, or the inspector

of police. Anyone whom he could shock, or pretend to shock by
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the peculiarity of his opinions, would do as well." By that time,

however, Miss Scarborough had left the room.
Then the three men sat and talked, and discussed the affairs of

the family generally. New leases had just been granted for adding
manufactories to the town of Tretton ; and as f^ir as outward marks
of prosperity went, all was prosperous. " I expect to have a water-
mill on the lawn before long," said Augustus. These mechanics
have it all their own way. If they were to come and tell me that

they intended to put up a windmill in my bed-room tomorrow
morning, I could only take off my hat to them. When a man
offers you five per cent, where you've only had four, he is instantly

your lord and master. It doesn't signify how vulgar he is or how
insolent, or how exacting. Associations of the tenderest kind must
all give way to trade. But the shooting which lies to the north and
west of us is, I think, safe for the present. I suppose I must go
and see what my father wants or I shall be held to have neglected

my duty to my affectionate parent."
" Capital fellow, Augustus Scarborough," said Jones as soon as

their host had left them.
I was at Cambridge with him, and he was popular there."

*^ He'll be more popular now that he's the heir to Tretton. I

don't know any fellow that I can get along better with than Scar-

borough. I think you were a little hard upon him about his father,

you know."
" In his position he ought to hold his tongue."
" It's the strangest thing that has turned up in the whole course

of my experience. You see, if he didn't talk about it people wouldn't
quite understand what it was that his father has done. It's only
matter of report now, and the creditors, no doubt, do believe that

when old Scarborough goes off the hooks they will be able to walk
in and take possession. Augustus has got to make the world think

that he is the heir, and that will go a long way. You may be sure

he doesn't talk as he does without having a reason for it. He's the

last man I know to do anything without a reason."

The evening dragged along very slowly while Jones continued
to tell all that he knew of his friend's character. But Augustus
Scarborough did not return, and soon after ten o'clock, when Harry
Annesley could smoke no more cigars, and declared that he had no
wish to begin upon brandy and water after his wine, he went to his

bed.

CHAPTER VIII.

HARRY ANNESLEY TAKES A WALK.

" There was the deuce to pay with my father last night after I

went to him," said Scarborough to Harry next morning. ** He now
and then suffers agonies of pain, and it is the most difficult thing in
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the world to get him right again. But anything equal to his courage
I never before met."

" How is he this morning ?

"

"Very weak, and unable to exert himself. But I cannot say
that he is otherwise much the worse. You won't see him this

morning ; but to-morrow you will, or next day. Don't you be shy
about going to him when he sends for you. He likes to show the
world that he can bear his sufferings with a light heart, and is ready
to die tomorrow without a pang or a regret. Who was the fellow

who sent for a fellow to let him see how a Christian could die ? I

can fancy my father doing the same thing, only there would be
nothing about Christianity in the message. He will bid you corne

and see a pagan depart in peace, and would be very unhappy if he
thought that your dinner would be disturbed by the ceremony.
Now come down to breakfast, and then we'll go out shooting."

For three days Harry remained at Tretton, and ate and drank,
and shot and rode always in young Scarborough's company.
During this time he did not see the old squire, and understood
from Miss Scarborough's absence that he was still suffering from
his late attack. The visit was to be prolonged for one other day,

and he was told that on that day the squire would send for him.
"I'm sick of these eternal partridges," said Augustus. "No

man should ever shoot partridges two days running. Jones can go
out by himself. He won't have to tip the gamekeeper any more
for an additional day, and so it will be all gain to him. You'll see

my father in the afternoon after lunch, and we will go and take a
walk now."

Harry started for his walk, and his companion immediately
began again about the property. " I'm beginning to think," said

he, " that it's nearly all up with the governor. These attacks come
upon him worse and worse, and always leave him absolutely pros-

trate. Then he will do nothing to prevent them. To assure him-
self a week of Hfe, he will not endure an hour of discomfort. It is

plucky, you know."
" He is in all respects as brave a man as I have known."
" He sets God and man at absolute defiance, and always does it

with the most profound courtesy. He was very much troubled
about you yesterday."

" What has he to say of me ?

"

" Nothing in the least uncivil ; but he has an idea in his head
which nothing on earth will put out of it, and in which, but for

your own word, I should be inclined to agree." Harry when this

was said stood still on the mountain-side, and looked full into his

companion's face. He felt at the moment that the idea had some
reference to Mountjoy Scarborough and his disappearance. They
were together on the heathy, unenclosed ground of Cannock
Chase, and had already walked some ten or twelve miles. " He
thinks you know where Mountjoy is."

"Why should I know?"
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" Or at any rate that you have seen him since any of us. He
professes not to care a straw for Mountjoy or his whereabouts, and
declares himself under obligation to those who have contrived his

departure. Nevertheless he is curious."

"What have I to do with Mountjoy Scarborough?"
" That's just the question. What have you to do with him ?

He suggests that there have been words between you as to Florence,

which have caused Mountjoy to vanish. I don't profess to explain

anything beyond that—nor indeed do I profess to agree with mv
father. But the odd thing is that Prodgers, the policeman, has the
same thing running in his head."

"Because I have shown some anxiety about your brother in

Scotland Yard."
" No doubt ;

Prodgers says that you've shown more anxiety

than was to be expected from a mere acquaintance. I quite

acknowledge that Prodgers is as thick-headed an idiot as you shall

catch on a summer's day ; but that's his opinion. For myself I

know your word too well to doubt it." Harry walked on in silence

thinking, or trying to think, what at the spur of the moment, he
had better do. He was minded to speak out the whole truth, and
declare to himself that it was nothing to him what Augustus Scar-

borough might say or think. And there was present to him a
feeling that his companion was dealing unfairly with him, and was
endeavouring in some way to trap him and lead him into a difficulty.

But he had made up his mind, as it were, not to know anything of

Mountjoy Scarborough, and to let those five minutes in the street

be as though they had never been. He had been brutally attacked,

and had thought it best to say nothing on the subject. He would
not allow his secret, such as it was, to be wormed out of him.
Scarborough was endeavouring to extort from him that which he
had resolved to conceal ; and he determined at last that he would
not become a puppet in his hands, " I don't see why you should
care a straw about it," said Scarborough.

" Nor do I."

" At any rate you repeat your denial. It will be well that I

should let my father know that he is mistaken, and also that ass

Prodgers. Of course with my father it is sheer curiosity. Indeed
if he thought you were keeping Mountjoy under lock and key, he
would only admire your dexterity in so preserving him. Any bold
line of action that is contrary to the law recommends itself to his

approbation. But Prodgers has a lurking idea that he should like

to arrest you.''

"What for?"
"Simply because he thinks you know something he doesn't

know. As he's a detective, that, in his mind, is quite enough for

arresting any man. I may as well give him my assurance then
that he is mistaken."

" Why should your assurance go for more than mine ? Give
him nothing of the kind."
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*'
I may give him at any rate my assurance that I believe your

word."
" If you do believe it you can do so."
" But you repeat your assertion that you saw nothing of Mount-

joy just before his disappearance ?

"

This is an amount of cross-questioning which I do not take

in good part, and to which I will not submit.'' Here Scarborough
affected to laugh loudly. " I know nothing of your brother, and
care almost as little. He has professed to admire a young lady to

whom I am not indifferent, and has, I believe, expressed a wish to

make her his wife. He is also her cousin, and the lady in question

has no doubt been much interested about him. It is natural that

she should be so."
" Quite natural,—seeing that she has been engaged to him for

twelve months."
" Of that 1 know nothing. But my interest about your brother

has been because of her. You can explain all this about your
brother if you please, or can let it alone. But for myself I decline

to answer any more questions. If Prodgers thinks he can arrest

me, let him come and try."

The idea of you flying into a passion because I have endeavoured
to explain it all to you ! At any rate 1 have your absolute denial, and
that will enable me to deal both with my father and with Prodgers.'^

To this Harry made no answer, and the two young men walked
back to Tretton together without any more words between them.

When Harry had been in the house about half-an-hour, and
had already eaten his lunch somewhat sulkily, a message came to

him from Miss Scarborough requiring his presence. He went to

her, and was told by her that Mr. Scarborough would now see him.
He was aware that Mr. Scarborough never saw Septimus Jones,
and that there was something peculiar in the sending of this

message to him. Why should the man who was supposed to have
but a few weeks to live be so anxious to see one who was compara-
tively a stranger to him ?

" I am so glad you have come in before dinner, Mr. Annesley,
because my brother is so anxious to see you, and I'm afraid you'll

go too early in the morning.'' Then he followed her, and again
found Mr. Scarborough on a couch in the same room to which he
had been first introduced.

I've had a sharp bout of it since I saw you," said the sick

man.
So we heard, sir."

" There is no saying how many or rather how few bouts of this

kind it will take to poUsh me off. But I think I am entitled to

some little respite now. The apothecary from Tretton was here
this morning, and I believe has done me just as much good as Sir

William Brodrick. His charge will be ten shillings, while Sir

William demanded three hundred pounds. But it would be mean
to go out with no one but the Tretton apothecary to look after one."
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I suppose Sir William's knowledge has been of some service.''

" His dexterity with his knife has been of more. So you and
Augustus have been quarrelling about Mountjoy ?

^*

" Not that I know of"
He says so ; and I believe his word on such a subject sooner

than yours. You are likely to quarrel without knowing it, and he
is not. He thinks that you know what has become of Mountjoy."

" Does he ? Why should he think so when I have told him that

I know nothing ? I tell you that I know absolutely nothing. I am
ignorant whether he is dead or alive.'*

He is not dead," said the father.
*^ I suppose not ; but I know nothing about him. Why your

second son
"

" You mean my eldest according to law—or rather my only son.''

"Why Augustus Scarborough," continued Harry Annesley,
" should take upon himself to suspect that I know aught of his

brother I cannot say. He has some cock-and-bull story about a
policeman whom he professes to believe to be ignorant of his own
business. This policeman, he says, is anxious to arrest me."

** To make you give evidence before a magistrate," said the
squire.

"He did not dare to tell me that he suspected me himself."
** There— I knew you had quarrelled."

I deny it altogether. I have not quarrelled with Augustus
Scarborough. He is welcome to his suspicions if he chooses to

entertain them. I should have liked him better if he had not
brought me down to Tretton, so as to extract from me whatever
he can. I shall be more guarded in future in speaking of Mountjoy
Scarborough ; but to you I give my positive assurance, which I do
not doubt you will believe, that I know nothing respecting him "

An honest indignation gleamed in his eyes as he spoke; but still

there were the signs of that vacillation about his mouth which
Florence had been able to read, but not to interpret.

Yes," said the squire after a pause, " I believe you. You
haven't that kind of ingenuity which enables a man to tell a lie and
stick to it. I have. It's a very great gift, if a man be enabled to

restrain his appetite for lying." Harry could only smile when he
heard the squire's confession. " Only think how I have lied about
Mountjoy; and how successful my lies might have been, but for his

own folly."

" People do judge you a little harshly now," said Harry.
"What's the odds? I care nothing for their judgment. I

endeavoured to do justice to my own child, and very nearly did it.

I was very nearly successful in rectifying the gross injustice of the

world. Why should a little delay in a ceremony in which he had
no voice have robbed him of his possessions ? I determined that

he should have Tretton, and I determined also to make it up to

Augustus by denying myself the use of my own wealth. Things
have gone wrongly, not by my own folly. I could not prevent the
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mad career which Mountjoy has run ; but do you think that I am
ashamed, because the world knows what I have done? Do you
suppose that my deathbed will be embittered by the remembranee
that I have been a liar? Not in the least. I have done the best I

could for my two sons ; and in doing it have denied myself many
advantages. How many a man would have spent his money on
himself, thinking nothing of his boys, and then have gone to his

grave with all the dignity of a steady Christian father ! Of the two
men I prefer myself ; but I know that I have been a liar."

What was Harry Annesley to say in answer to such an address
as this ? There was the man stretched on his bed before him,
haggard, unshaved, pale, and grizzly, with a fire in his eyes, but
weakness in his voice—bold, defiant, self-satisfied, and yet not selfish.

He had lived through his life with the one strong resolution of

setting the law at defiance in reference to the distribution of his

property ; but chiefly because he had thought the law to be unjust.

Then, when the accident of his eldest son's extravagance had fallen

upon him, he had endeavoured to save his second son, and had
thought, without the slightest remorse, of the loss which was to fall

on the creditors. He had done all this in such a manner, that, as

far as Harry knew, the law could not touch him, though all the

world was aware of his iniquity. And now he lay boasting of what
he had done. It was necessary that Harry should say something
as he rose from his seat, and he lamely expressed a wish that Mr.
Scarborough might quickly recover. No, my dear fellow," said

the squire ;
" men do not recover when they are brought to such

straits as I am in. Nor do I wish it. Were I to live, Augustus
would feel the second injustice to be quite intolerable. His mind
is lost in amazement at what I had contemplated. And he feels

that the matter can only be set right between him and Fortune by
my dying at once. If he were to understand that I were going to

live ten years longer, I think that he would either commit a murder
or lose his senses."

" But there is enough for both of you," said Harry.
" There is no such word in the language as enough. An estate

can have but one owner here. I do not blame him in the least.

Why should he desire to spare a father's rights, when that father

showed himself so willing to sacrifice his ? Good-bye, Annesley, I

am sorry you are going, for I like to have some honest fellow to

talk to. You are not to suppose that because I have done this

thing I am indifferent of what men shall say of me. I wish them
to think me good, though I have chosen to run counter to the
prejudices of the world."

Then Harry escaped from the room, and spent the remaining
evening with Augustus Scarborough and Septimus Jones. The
conversation was devoted chiefly to the partridges and horses ; and
was carried on by Septimus with severity towards Harry, and by
Scarborough with an extreme civility which was the more galling of

the two.

£
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CHAPTER IX.

AUGUSTUS HAS HIS OWN DOUBTS.

"THAT^S an impertinent young puppy," said Septimus Jones, as

soon as the fly which was to carry Harry Annesley to the station

had left the hall-door on the following morning. It may be
presumed that Mr. Jones would not thus have expressed himself,

unless his friend Augustus Scarborough had dropped certain words
in conversation in regard to Harry to the same effect. And it may
be presumed also that Augustus would not have dropped such
words without a purpose of letting his friend know that Harry was
to be abused. Augustus Scarborough had made up his mind, look-

ing at the matter all round, that more was to be got by abusing
Harry than by praising him.

" The young man has a good opinion of himself, certainly."
" He thinks himself to be a deal better than anybody else," con-

tinued Jones, " whereas I for one don't see it. And he has a way with
him of pretending to be quite equal to his companions, let them be
who they may, which to me is odious. He was down upon you and
down upon your father. Of course your father has made a most
fraudulent attempt ; but what is it to him ? " The other young man
made no answer, but only smiled. The opinion expressed by Mr.
Jones as to Harr>^ Annesley had only been a reflex of that felt by
Augustus Scarborough. But the reflex, as is always the case when
the looking-glass is true, was correct.

Scarborough had known Harry Annesley for a long time, as time
is counted in early youth, and had by degrees learned to hate him
thoroughly. He was a little the elder, and had at first thought to

domineer over his friend. But the friend had resisted, and had
struggled manfully to achieve what he considered an equality in

friendship. " Now, Scarborough, you may as well take it once for

all that I am not going to be talked down. If you want to talk a
fellow down you can go to Walker, or Brown, or Green. Then
when you are tired of the occupation you can come back to me."
It was thus that Annesley had been wont to address his friend.

But his friend had been anxious to talk down this special young
man for special purposes, and had been conscious of some weak-
ness in the other's character which he thought entitled him to do
so. But the weakness was not of that nature, and he had failed.

Then had come the rivalry between Mountjoy and Harry, which
had seemed to Augustus to be the extreme of impudence. From
of old he had been taught to regard his brother Mountjoy as the

first of young men, among commoners ; the first in prospects and
the first in rank ; and to him Florence Mountjoy had been allotted

as a bride. How he had himself learned first to envy and then to

covet this allotted bride need not here be told. But by degrees it

had come to pass that Augustus had determined that his spend-
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thrift brother should fall under his own power, and that the bride

should be the reward. How it was that two brothers, so different

in characters, and yet so ahke in their selfishness, should have
come to love the same girl with a true intensity of purpose, and
that Harry Annesley, whose character was essentially different, and
who was in no degree selfish, should have loved her also, must be
left to explain itself as the girl's character shall be developed.

But Florence Mountjoy had now for many months been the cause
of bitter dislike against poor Harry in the mind of Augustus
Scarborough. He understood, much more clearly than his brother

had done, who it was that the girl really preferred. He was ever

conscious, too, of his own superiority—falsely conscious—and did
feel that if Harry's character were really known, no girl would in

truth prefer him. He could not quite see Harry with Florence's

eyes, nor could he see himself with any other eyes but his own.
Then had come the meeting between Mountjoy and Harry Annesley
in the street, of which he had only such garbled account as Mountjoy
himself had given him within half-an-hour afterwards. From that

story, told in the words of a drunken man—a man drunk, and
bruised, and bloody, who clearly did not understand in one minute
the words spoken in the last—Augustus did learn that there had
been some great row between his brother and Harry Annesley.
Then Mountjoy had disappeared—had disappeared, as the reader
will have understood, with his brother's co-operation—and Harry
had not come forward when inquiries were made, to declare what
he knew of the occurrences of that night. Augustus had narrowly
watched his conduct, in order at first that he might learn in what
condition his brother had ^een left in the street, but afterwards

with the purpose of ascertammg why it was that Harry had been so

reticent. Then he had allured Harry on to a direct lie, and soon
perceived that he could afterwards use the secret for his own
purpose.

" 1 think we shall have to see what that young raan^s about, you
know," he said afterwards to Septimus Jones.

" Yes, yes, certainly," said Septimus ; but Septimus did not
quite understand why it was that they should have to see what the

young man was about.
" Between you and me, I think he means to interfere with me,

and I do not mean to stand his interference."
" I should think not."
" He must go back to Buston among the Bustonians, or he and

I will have a stand-up fight of it. I rather like a stand-up fight."
** Just so. When a fellow's so bumptious as that he ought to be

licked."
** He has lied about Mountjoy," said Augustus. Then Jones

waited to be told how it was that Harry had lied. He was aware
that there was some secret unknown to him, and was anxious to be
informed. Was Harry aware of Mountjoy's hiding-place, and if

so, how had he learned it ? Why was it that Harry should be
£ 2
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acquainted with that which was dark to all the world besides?
Jones was of opinion that the squire knew all about it, and thought
it not improbable that the squire and Augustus had the secret in

their joint keeping. But if so, how should Harry Annesley know
anything about it ? " He has lied like the very deuce/' continued
Augustus after a pause.

'^Has he, now?"
" And I don't mean to spare him.'*
" I should think not." Then there was a pause, at the end of

which Jones found himself driven to ask a question :
" How has he

lied " Augustus smiled and shook his head, from which the other
man gathered that he was not now to be told the nature of the lie

in question. "A fellow that lies like that," said Jones, "is not to

be endured."
I do not mean to endure him. You have heard of a young

lady named Miss Mountjoy, a cousin of ours."

Mountjoy's Miss Mountjoy.?" suggested Jones.
"Yes; Mountjoy's Miss Mountjoy. That of course is over.

Mountjoy has brought himself to such a pass that he is not entitled

to have a Miss Mountjoy any longer. It seems the proper thing that

she shall pass with the rest of the family property to the true heir."
" You marry her !

"

**We need not talk about that just at present. I don't know
that I've made up my mind. At any rate I do not intend that

Harry Annesley shall have her."
" I should think not."
" He's a pestilential cur, who has got himself introduced into

the family, and the sooner we get quit of him the better. I should
think the young lady would hardly face him, when she knows that he
has lied with the object of getting her former lover out of the way."

By Jove, no, I should think not !

"

" And when the world comes to understand that Harry Annesley,
in the midst of all these inquiries, knows all about poor Mountjoy
—w^as the last to see him in London—and has never come forward
to say a word about him, then I think the world will be a little hard
upon the immaculate Harry Annesley. His own uncle has quarrelled

with him already."

*^What uncle?"
"The gewitleman down in Hertfordshire, on the strength of

whose acres Master Harry is flaunting it about in idleness. I have
my eyes open and can see as well as another. When Harry
lectures me about my father and my father about me, one would sup-

pose that there's not a hole in his own coat. I think he'll find that

the garment is not altogether water-tight." Then Augustus, finding

that he had told as much as was needful to Septimns Jones, left his

friend and went about his family business.

On the next morning Septimus Jones took his departure, and on
the day following Augustus followed him. " So you're off," his

lather said to him when he came to make his adieux.
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" Well, yes ; I suppose so. A man has got so many things to

look after which he can't attend to down here."
" I don't know what they are, but you understand it all. I'm

not going to ask you to stay. Does it ever occur to you that you
may never see me again ?"

"What a question !

'*

" It's one that requires an answer, at any rate."

" It does occur to me, but not at all as probable."

"Why not probable?"
"Because there's a telegraph wire from Tretton to London, and

because the journey down here is very short. It also occurs to me
to think so from what has been said by Sir William Brodrick. Of
course any man may die suddenly."

" Especially when the surgeons have been at him."

"You have your sister with you, sir, and she will be of more
comfort to you than I can. Your condition is in some respects an
advantage to you. These creditors of Mountjoy can't force their

way in upon you.'*
" You are wrong there."
" They have not done so.''

" Nor should they, though I were as strong as you. What are

Mountjoy's creditors to me? They have not a scrap of my hand-
writing in their possession. There is not one who can say that he
has even a verbal promise from me. They never came to me when
they wanted to lend him money at fifty per cent. Did they ever

hear me say that he was my heir ?

"

" Perhaps not."
" Not one has ever heard it. It was not to them I lied, but to

you and Grey. The creditors ! What do I care for them, though
they be all ruined ?

"

" Not in the least."

" Why do you talk to me about the creditors ? You, at any rate,

know the truth."

Then Augustus quitted the room, leaving his father in a passion.

But, as a fact, he was by no means assured as to the truth. He
supposed that he was the heir, but might it not be possible that

his father had contrived all this so as to save the property from
Mountjoy and that greedy pack of money-lenders ? Grey must
surely know the truth. But why should not Grey be deceived on
the second event as well as on the first ? There was no limit,

Augustus sometimes thought, to his father's cleverness. This idea

had occurred to him within the last week, and his mind was
tormented with reflecting what might yet be his condition. But of

one thing he was sure, that his father and Mountjoy were not in

league together. Mountjoy at any rate believed himself to have
been disinherited. Mountjoy conceived that his only chance of

obtaining money arose from his brother. The circumstances of

Mountjoy's absence were at any rate unknown to his father.
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CHAPTER X.

SIR MAGNUS MOUNTJOY.

It was the peculiarity of Florence Mountjoy that she did not expect
other people to be as good as herself. It was not that she erected
for herself a high standard, and had then told herself that she had
no right to demand from others one so exalted. She had erected
nothing. Nor did she know that she attempted to live by grand
rules. She had no idea that she was better than anybody else ; but
it came to her naturally, as the result of what had gone before, to

be unselfish, generous, trusting, and pure. These may be regarded
as feminine virtues, and may be said to be sometimes tarnished by
faults which are equally feminine. Unselfishness may become want
of character; generosity essentially unjust; confidence may be
weak, and purity insipid. Here it was that the strength of Florence
Mountjoy asserted itself. She kjiew well what was due to herself,

though she would not claim it. She could trust to another, but in

silence be quite sure of herself. Though pure herself, she was
rarely shocked by the ways of others. And she was as true as a
man pretends to be.

In figure, form, and face she never demanded immediate homage
by the sudden flash of her beauty. But when her spell had once
fallen on a man's spirit it was not often that he could escape from
it quickly. When she spoke a peculiar melody struck the hearer's

ears. Her voice was soft and low and sweet, and full at all times

of harmonious words ; but when she laughed it was like soft winds
playing among countless silver bells. There was something in her

touch which to men was almost divine. Of this she was all

unconscious, but was as chary with her fingers as though it seemed
that she could ill spare her divinity.

In height she was a little above the common, but it was by the

grace of her movements that the world was compelled to observe

her figure. There are women whose grace is so remarkable as to

demand the attention of all. But then it is known of them, and
momentarily seen, that their grace is peculiar. They have studied

their graces, and the result is there only too evident. But Florence

seemed to have studied nothing. The beholder felt that she must
have been as graceful when playing with her doll in the nursery.

And it was the same with her beauty. There was no peculiarity of

chiselled features. Had you taken her face and measured it by
certain rules, you would have found that her mouth was too large

and her nose irregular. Of her teeth she showed but little, and in

her complexion there was none of that pellucid clearness in which
men ordinarily delight. But her eyes were more than ordinarily

bright, and when she laughed there seemed to stream from them
some heavenly delight. When she did laugh it was as though some
spring had been opened from which ran for the time a stream of
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sweetest intimacy. For the time you would then fancy that you
had been let into the inner life of this girl, and would be proud of

yourself that so much should have been granted you. You would
feel that there was something also in yourself in that this should
have been permitted. Her hair and eyebrows were dark brown, of

the hue most common to men and women, and had in them nothftig

that was peculiar ; but her hair was soft and smooth, and ever well

dressed, and never redolent of peculiar odours. It was simply
Florence Mountjoy's hair, and that made it perfect in the eyes of

her male friends generally.
" She's not such a wonderful beauty, after all," once said of her

a gentleman, to whom it may be presumed that she had not taken
the trouble to be peculiarly attractive. " No," said another ; "no.
But, by George! I shouldn't like to have the altering of her." It was
thus that men generally felt in regard to Florence Mountjoy. When
they came to reckon her up they did not see how any change was
to be made for the better.

To Florence, as to most other girls, the question of her future

life had been a great trouble. Whom should she marry And
whom should she decline to marry ! To a girl, when it is proposed
to her suddenly to change everything in life, to go altogether away
and place herself under the custody of a new master, to find for

herself a new home, new pursuits, new aspirations, and a strange
companion, the change must be so complete as almost to frighten

her by its awfulness. And yet it has to be always thought of, and
generally done. But this change had been presented to Florence
in a manner more than ordinarily burdensome. Early in life, when
naturally she would not have begun to think seriously of marriage,
she had been told rather than asked to give herself to her cousin
Mountjoy. She was too firm of character to accede at once,—to

deliver herself over body and soul to the tender mercies of one in

truth unknown. But she had been unable to interpose any reason
that was valid, and had contented herself by demanding time.

Since that there had been moments in which she had almost
yielded. Mountjoy Scarborough had been so represented to her
that she had considered it to be almost a duty to yield. More than
once the word had been all but spoken ; but the word had been
never spoken. She had been subjected to what might be called

cruel pressure. In season and out of season her mother had
represented as a duty this marriage with her cousin. W^hy should
she not marry her cousin? It must be understood that these
questions had been asked before any of the terrible facts of Captain
Scarborough's life had been made known to her. Because, it may
be said, she did not love him. But in these days she had loved no
man, and was inclined to think so little of herself as to make her
want of love no necessary bar to the accomplishment of the wish of
others. By degrees she was spoken of among their acquaintances
as the promised bride of Mountjoy Scarborough, and though she
ever denied the imputation, there came over her girl's heart the
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feeling—very sad and very solemn, but still all but accepted—that
so it must be. Then Harry Annesley had crossed her path, and
the question had been at last nearly answered, and the doubts
nearly decided. She did not quite know at first that she loved
Harry Annesley, but was almost sure that it was impossible for her
to become the wife of Mountjoy Scarborough.

Then there came nearly twelve months of most painful uncer-

tainty in her life. It is very hard for a young girl to have to be firm

-with her mother in declining a proposed marriage, when all the cir-

cumstances of the connection are recommended to her as being
peculiarly alluring. And there was nothing in the personal manners
ofher cousin which seemed to justify her in declaring her abhorrence.
He was a dark, handsome, military-looking man, whose chief sin it

was in the eyes of his cousin that he seemed to demand from her
affection, worship, and obedience. She did not analyse his character,

but she felt it. And when it came to pass that tidings of his debts
at last reached her, she felt that she was glad of an excuse, though
she knew that the excuse would not have prevailed with her had she
liked him. Then came his debts, and with the knowledge of them
a keener perception of his imperiousness. She could consent to

become the wife of the man who had squandered his property and
wasted his estate ; but not of one who before his marriage demanded
of her that submission which, as she thought, should be given by
her freely after her marriage. Harry Annesley glided into her heart

after a manner very different from this. She knew that he adored
her, but yet he did not hasten to tell her so. She knew that she
loved him, but she doubted whether a time would ever come in

which she could confess it. It was not till he had come to acknow-
ledge the trouble to which Mountjoy had subjected him that he had
ever ventured to speak plainly of his own passion, and even then he
had not asked for a reply. She was still free as she thought of all

this, but she did at last tell herself that, let her mother say what
she would, she certainly never would stand at the altar with her
cousin Mountjoy.

Even now, when the captain had been declared not to be his

father's heir, and when all the world knew that he had disappeared
from the face of the earth, Mrs. Mountjoy did not altogether give

him up. She partly disbelieved her brother, and partly thought
that circumstances could not be as bad as they were described.

To her feminine mind—to her, living not in the world of London,
but in the very moderate fashion of Cheltenham—it seemed to be
impossible that an entail should be thus blighted in the bud. Why
was an entail called an entail unless it were ineradicable,—

a

decision of fate rather than of man and of law.'* And to her

eyes Mountjoy Scarborough was so commanding that all things

must at last be compelled to go as he would have them. And to

tell the truth, there had lately come to Mrs. Mountjoy a word
of comfort, which might be necessary if the world should be
absolutely upset in accordance with the wicked skill of her brother^
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which even in that case might make crooked things smooth.
Augustus, whom she had regarded always as quite a Mountjoy,
because of his talent, and appearance, and habit of command, had
whispered to her a word. Why should not P^lorence be transferred

with the remainder of the property ? There was something to

Mrs. Mountjoy's feelings base in the idea at the first blush of it.

She did not like to be untrue to her gallant nephew. But as she
came to turn it in her mind, there were certain circumstances which
recommended the change to her—should the change be necessary.

Florence certainly had expressed an unintelligible objection to the

elder brother. Why should not the younger be more successful ?

Mrs. Mountjoy's heart had begun to droop within her, as she had
thought that her girl would prove deaf to the voice of the charmer.
Another charmer had come, most objectionable in her sight, but to

him no word of absolute encouragement had, as she thought, been
yet spoken. Augustus had already obtained for himself among his

friends the character of an eloquent young lawyer. Let him come
and try his eloquence on his cousin,— only let it first be ascertained,

as an assured fact, and beyond the possibility of all retrogression,

that the squire's villainy was certain.
" I think, my love," she said to her daughter one day, that

under the immediate circumstances of the family, we should retire

for a while into private life." This occurred on the very day on
which Septimus Jones had been vaguely informed of the iniquitous

falsehood of Harry Annesley.
" Good gracious, mamma ! is not our life always private ? " She

had understood it all—that the private life was intended altogether

to exclude Harry, but was to be made open to the manoeuvres of

her cousin, such as they might be.
" Not in the sense in which I mean. Your poor uncle is

dying."

We hear that Sir William says that he is better."
" I fear nevertheless that he is dying,—though it may perhaps

take a long time. And then poor Mountjoy has disappeared. I

think that we should see no one till the mystery about Mountjoy
has been cleared up. And then the story is so very discreditable."

" I do not see that this is an affair of ours," said Florence, who
had no desire to be shut up just at the present moment.

" We cannot help ourselves. This making his eldest son out to

be—oh, something so very different!— is too horrible to be thought
of. I am told that nobody knows the truth."

** We at any rate are not implicated in that."
" But we are. He at any rate is my brother, and Mountjoy is

my nephew,—or at any rate was. Poor Augustus is thrown into

terrible difficulties."

" I am told that he is greatly pleased at finding that Tretton is

to belong to him."
" Who tells you that ? You have no right to believe anything

about such near relatives from anyone. Whoever told you so has
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been very wicked." Mrs. Mountjoy no doubt thought that this

wicked communication had been made by Harry Annesley.
Augustus has always proved himself to be affectionate and re-

spectful to his elder brother, that is, to his brother who is— is older
than himself," added Mrs. Mountjoy, feeling that there was a
difficulty in expressing herself as to the presumed condition of the
two Scarboroughs. Of course he would rather be owner of

Tretton than let anyone else have it, if you mean that. The honour
of the family is very much to him."

I do not know that the family can have any honour left," said

Florence severely.
" My dear, you have no right to say that. The Scarboroughs

have always held their heads very high in Staffordshire, and more
so of late than ever. I don't mean quite of late, but since Tretton
became of so much importance. Now, Pll tell you what I think
we had better do. We'll go and spend six weeks with your uncle
at Brussels. He has always been pressing us to come."

Oh, mamma, he does not want us."
" How can you say that ? How do you know ?

"

" I am sure Sir Magnus will not care for our coming now.
Besides, how could that be retiring into private life ? Sir Magnus,
as ambassador, has his house always full of company."

" My dear, he is not ambassador. He is minister plenipotentiary.

It is not quite the same thing. And then he is our nearest relative

—our nearest, at least, since my own brother has made this great
separation, of course. We cannot go to him to be out of the way
of himself."

" Why do you want to go anywhere, mamma ? Why not stay

at home?" But Florence pleaded in vain, as her mother had
already made up her mind. Before that day was over she suc-

ceeded in making her daughter understand that she was to be
taken to Brussels as soon as an answer could be received from Sir

Magnus and the necessary additions could be made to their joint

wardrobe.
Sir Magnus Mountjoy, the late general's elder brother, had

been for the last four or five years the English Minister at Brussels.

He had been minister somewhere for a very long time, so that the

memory of man hardly ran back beyond it, and was said to have
gained for himself very extensive popularity. It had always been
a point with successive governments to see that poor Sir Magnus
got something, and Sir Magnus had never been left altogether in

the cold. He was not a man who would have been left out in the

cold in silence, and perhaps the feeling that such was the case had
been as efficacious on his behalf as his well-attested popularity.

At any rate poor Sir Magnus had always been well-placed, and was
now working out his last year or two before the blessed achieve-

ment of his pursuit should have been reached. Sir Magnus had a
wife, of whom it was said at home that she was almost as popular

as her husband ; but the opinion of the world at Brussels on this
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subject was a good deal divided. There were those who declared

that Lady Mountjoy was of all women the most overbearing and
impertinent. But they were generally English residents at Brussels,

who had come to live there as a place at which education for their

children would be cheaper than at home. Of these Lady Mountjoy
had been heard to declare that she saw no reason why, because she

was the minister's wife, she should be expected to entertain all the

second-class world of London. This of course must be understood
with a good deal of allowance, as the English world at Brussels

was much too large to expect to be so received ; but there were
certain ladies living on the confines of high society who thought
that they had a right to be admitted, and who grievously resented

their exclusion. It cannot therefore be said that Lady Mountjoy
was popular ; but she was large in figure, and painted well, and
wore her diamonds with an air which her peculiar favourites declared

to be majestic. You could not see her going along the boulevards
in her carriage without being aware that a special personage was
passing. Upon the whole it may be said that she performed well

her special role in life. Of Sir Magnus it was hinted that he was
afraid of his wife ; but in truth he desired it to be understood that

all the disagreeable things done at the Embassy were done by
Lady Mountjoy and not by him. He did not refuse leave to the

ladies to drop their cards at his hall-door. He could ask a few
men to his table without referring the matter to his wife ; but
everyone would understand that the asking of ladies was based on
a different footing. He knew well that as a rule it was not fitting

that he should ask a married man without his wife ; but there are

occasions on which an excuse can be given, and upon the whole
the men liked it. He was a stout, tall, portly old gentleman, sixty

years of age, but looking somewhat older, whom it was a difficulty

to place on horseback, but who, when there, looked remarkably
well. He rarely rose to a trot during his two hours of exercise, which,

to the two attaches who were told off for the duty of accompanying
him, was the hardest part of their allotted work. But other gentle-

men would lay themselves out to meet Sir Magnus and to ride with

him, and in this way he achieved that character for popularity

which had been a better aid to him in hfe than all the diplomatic
skill which he possessed.

"What do you think?" said he, walking off with Mrs. Mount-
joy's letter into his wife's room.

" I don't think anything, my dear."

"You never do." Lady Mountjoy, who had not yet undergone
her painting, looked cross and ill-natured. " At any rate Sarah and
her daughter are proposing to come here."

" Good gracious ! At once ?

"

" Yes, at once. Of course, I've asked them over and over again,

and something was said about this autumn, when we had come
back from Pimperingen.

" Why did you not tell me ?
"
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" Bother ! I did tell you. This kind of thing always turns up
at last. She's a very good kind of woman, and the daughter is all

that she ought to be."

Of course she'll be flirting with Anderson." Anderson was one
of the two mounted attaches.

"Anderson will know how to look after himself," said Sir

Magnus. '^At any rate they must come. They have never
troubled us before, and we ought to put up with them once."

" But, my dear, what is all this about her brother ?"

She won't bring her brother with her."
" How can you be sure of that 1 " said the anxious lady.

He is dying, and can't be moved."
" But that son of his,—Mountjoy. It's altogether a most dis-

tressing story. He turns out to be nobody a^ter all, and now he
has disappeared, and the papers for an entire month were full

of him. What would you do if he were to turn up here? The
girl was engaged to him, you know, and has only thrown him
off since his own father declared that he was not legitimate.

There never was such a mess about anything since London first

began."
Then Sir Magnus declared that, let Mountjoy Scarborough and

his father have misbehaved as they might, Mr. Scarborough's sister

must be received at Brussels. There was a little family difificulty.

Sir Magnus had borrowed three thousand pounds from the general
which had been settled on the general's widow, and the interest

was not always paid with extreme punctuality. To give Mrs.
Mountjoy her due, it must be said that this had not entered into

her consideration when she had written to her brother-in-law ; but
it was a burden to Sir Magnus, and had always tended to produce
from him a reiteration of those invitations, which Mrs. Mountjoy
had taken as an expression of brotherly love. Her own income
was always sufficient for her wants, and the hundred and fifty pounds
coming from Sir Magnus had not troubled her much. " Well, my
dear, if it must be it must,—only what I'm to do with her I do not
know."

" Take her about in the carriage," said Sir Magnus, who was
beginning to be a little angry with this interference.

"And the daughter? Daughters are twice more troublesome
than their mothers."

" Pass her over to Miss Abbott. And for goodness sake don't

make so much trouble about things which need not be trouble-

some." Then Sir Magnus left his wife to ring for her chamber-
maid and go on with her painting, while he himself undertook the
unwonted task of writing an affectionate letter to his sister-in-law.

It should be here explained that Sir Magnus had no children of
his own, and that Miss Abbott was the lady who was bound to

smile and say pretty things on all occasions to Lady Mountjoy
f(}r the moderate remuneration of two hundred a year and her
maintenance.
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The letter which Sir Magnus wrote was as follows :

*'My dear Sarah,
" Lady Mountjoy bids me say that we shall be delighted to

receive you and my niece at the British Ministry on the first of
October, and hope that you will stay with us till the end of the
month.— Believe me, most affectionately yours,

"Magnus Mountjoy."

" I have a most kind letter from Sir Magnus," said Mrs.
Mountjoy to her daughter.

" What does he say ?
"

"That he will be delighted to receive us on the first of October.
I did say that we should be ready to start in about a week's time,

because I know that he gets home from his autumn holiday by the
middle of September. But I have no doubt he has his house full

till the time he has named."
" Do you know her, mamma ? " asked Florence.
" I did see her once ; but I cannot say that I know her. She

used to be a very handsome woman, and looks to be quite good-
natured ; but Sir Magnus has always lived abroad, and except
when he came home about your poor father's death I have seen
very little of him."

" I never saw him but that once," said Florence.
And so it was settled that she and her mother were to apen \ a

month at Brussels.

CHAPTER XI.

MONTE CARLO.

Towards the end of September, while the weather was so hot as

to keep away from the south of France all but very determined
travellers, an English gentleman, not very beautiful in his outward
appearance, was sauntering about the great hail of the gambling-
house at Monte Carlo, in the kingdom or principality of Monaco,
the only gambling-house now left in Europe in which idle men of a

speculative nature may yet solace their hours with some excite-

ment. Nor is the amusement denied to idle ladies, as might be
seen by two or three highly-dressed habitudes, who at this moment
were depositing their shawls and parasols with the porters. The
clock was on the stroke of eleven, when the gambling-room would
be open, and the amusement was too rich in its nature to allow of

the loss of even a few minutes. But this gentleman was not an
habitu^, nor was he known even by name to any of the small

crowd that was then assembled. But it was known to many of

them that he had had a great " turn of luck " on the preceding
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day, and had walked off from the " rouge-et-noir " table with four

or five hundred pounds.
The weather was still so hot that but few Englishmen were

there, and the play had not as yet begun to run high. There
were only two or three,—men who cannot keep their hands from
ruin when ruin is open to them. To them heat and coW, the dog-
star or twenty degrees below zero, make no difference while the
croupier is there with his rouleaux before him, capable of turning

up the card. They know that the chance is against them—one in

twenty, let us say—and that in the long run one in twenty is as

good as two to one to effect their ruin. For a day they may stand
against one in twenty, as this man had done. For two or three

days, for a week, they may possibly do so ; but they know that the

doom must come at last,—as it does come invariably,—and they go
on. But our friend, the Englishman who had won the money, was
not such a one as these, at any rate in regard to Monaco. Yester-

day had been his first appearance, and he had broken ground there

with great success. He was an ill-looking person, poorly clad

—

what, in common parlance, we call seedy. He had not a scrap of

beard on his face, and though swarthy and dark as to his coun-
tenance, was light as to his hair, which hung in quantities down
his back. He was dressed from head to foot in a suit of cross-

barred light-coloured tweed, of which he wore the coat buttoned
tight over his chest, as though to hide some deficiency of hnen.
The gentleman was altogether a disreputable-looking personage,
and they who had seen him win his money—Frenchmen and
Italians for the most part— had declared among themselves that

his luck had been most miraculous. It was observed that he had
a companion with him, who stuck close to his elbow, and it was
asserted that his companion continually urged him to leave the

room. But as long as the croupier remained at the table he
remained, and continued to play through the day with almost
invariable luck. It was surmised among the gamblers there that

he had not entered the room with above twenty or thirty pieces in

his pocket, and that he had taken away with him, when the place
was closed, six hundred napoleons. " Look there ; he has come
again to give it all back to Madame Blanc, with interest,'' said a
Frenchman to an Italian.

" Yes ; and he will end by blowing his brains out within a week.
He is just the man to do it."

" These Englishmen always rush at their fate like mad bulls,*'

said the Frenchman. " They get less distraction for their money
than anyone.**

" Che va piano va sano," said the Italian, jingling the four
napoleons in his pocket which had been six on yesterday morning.
Then they sauntered up to the Englishman, and both of them
touched their hats to him. The Englishman just acknowledged
the compliment, and walked off with his companion, who was still

whispering something into his ear.
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" It is a gendarme who is with him, I think," said the French-
man, " only the man does not walk erect."

Who does not know the outside hall of the magnificent gam-
bling-house at Monte Carlo, with all the golden splendour of its

music-room within ? Who does not know the lofty roof and loung-

ing seats, with all its luxuries of liveried servants, its wealth of

newspapers, and every appanage of costly comfort which can be
added to it? And its music within—who does not know that

there are to be heard sounds in a greater perfection of orchestral

melody than are to be procured by money and trouble combined
in the great capitals of Europe ? Think of the trouble endured by
those unhappy fathers of families who indulge their wives and
daughters at the Philharmonic and St. James's Hall ! Think of

the horrors of our theatres, with their hot gas, and narrow pas-

sages, and difficulties of entrance, and almost impossibility of

escape ! And, for all this money has to be paid—high prices—and
the day has to be fixed long beforehand, so that the tickets may be
secured, and the daily feast—papa's too often solitary enjoyment

—

has to be turned into a painful early fast. And when at last the

thing has been done, and the torment endured, the sounds heard
have not always been good of their kind, for the money has not

sufficed to purchase the aid of a crowd of the best musicians. But
at Monte Carlo you walk in with your wife in her morning costume,
and seating yourself luxuriously in one of those soft stalls which
are there prepared for you, you give yourself up with perfect ease

to absolute enjoyment. For two hours the concert lasts, and all

around is perfection and gilding. There is nothing to annoy the

most fastidious taste. You have not heated yourself with fighting

your way up crowded stairs ; no box-keeper has asked you for a
shilling ; no linkboy has dunned you because he has stood useless

for a moment at the door of your carriage ; no panic has seized

you and still oppresses you because of the narrow dimensions in

which you have to seat yourself for the next three hours. There
are no twenty minutes during which you are doomed to sit in

miserable expectation. Exactly at the hour named the music
begins, and for two hours it is your own fault if you be not happy.
A railway carriage has brought you to steps leading up to the

garden in which these princely halls are built, and when the music
is over will again take you home. Nothing can be more perfect

than the concert-room at Monte Carlo, and nothing more charm-
ing ; and for all this there is nothing whatever to pay.

But by whom—out of whose pocket are all these good things

provided .'^ They tell you at Monte Carlo that from time to time
are to be seen men walking off" in the dark of the night, or the
gloom of the evening, or for the matter of that in the broad light of

day, if the stern necessity of the hour require it, with a burden
among them, to be deposited where it may not be seen or heard of

any more. They are carrying away "all that mortal remains" of

one of the gentlemen who have paid for your musical entertain-
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ment. He has given his all for the purpose, and has then—blown
his brains out. It is one of the disagreeable incidents to which
the otherwise extremely pleasant money-making operations of the

establishment are liable. Such accidents will happen. A gam-
bling-house, the keeper of which is able to maintain the royal

expense of the neighbouring court out of his winnings, and also to

keep open for those who are not ashamed to accept it—gratis, all

for love—a concert-room brilliant with gold, filled with the best
performers whom the world can furnish, and comfortable beyond
all opera-houses known to men, must be liable to a few such mis-

fortunes. Who is not ashamed to accept it, I have said, having
lately been there and thoroughly enjoyed myself ! But I did not

put myself in the way of having to cut my throat, on which
account I felt, as I came out, that I had been somewhat shabby.
I was ashamed in that I had not put a few napoleons down on the

table. Conscience had prevented me, and a wish to keep my
money ! But should not conscience have kept me away from all

that happiness for which I had not paid ? I had not thought of it

before I went to Monte Carlo, but I am inclined now to advise

others to stay away, or else to put down half-a-napoleon at any
rate as the price of a ticket. The place is not overcrowded, because
the conscience of many is keener than was mine.

We ought to be grateful to the august sovereign of Monaco in

that he enabled an enterprising individual to keep open for us in

so brilliant a fashion the last public gambling-house in Europe.
The principality is but large enough to contain the court of the

sovereign which is held in the little town of Monaco, and the

estabhshment of the last of legitimate gamblers which is main-
tained at Monte Carlo. If the report of the world does not malign
the prince he lives, as does the gambler, out of the spoil taken
from the gamblers. He is to be seen in his royal carriage going
forth with his royal consort,—and very royal he looks ! His little

teacup of a kingdom, or rather a roll of French bread, for it is

crusty and picturesque,—is now surrounded by France, There is

Nice away to the west, and Mentone to the east, and the whole
kingdom lies within the compass of a walk. Mentone, in France,
at any rate is within five miles of the monarch's residence. How
happy it is that there should be so blessed a spot left in tranquillity

on the earth's surface !

But on the present occasion Monte Carlo was not in all its

grandeur, because of the heat of the weather. Another month,
and English lords, and English Members of Parliament, and
English barristers would be there,—all men for instance who
could afford to be indifferent as to their character for a month,

—

and the place would be quite alive with music, cards, and dice.

At present men of business only flocked to its halls, eagerly intent

on making money, though, alas ! almost all doomed to lose it.

But our one friend with the long light locks was impatient for the

fray. The gambling-room had now been opened, and the servants



MONTE CARLO. 6r.

of the table, less impatient than he, were slowly arranging their

money and their cards. Our friend had taken his seat, and was
already resolving, with his eyes fixed on the table, where he would
make his first plunge. In his right hand was a bag of gold, and
under his left hand were hidden the twelve napoleons with which
he intended to commence. Yesterday he had gone through his

day's work by twelve, though on one or two occasions he had
plunged deeply. It had seemed to this man as though a new
heaven had been open to him, as of late he had seen little of luck
in this world. The surmises made as to the low state of his funds
when he had entered the room had been partly true ; but time had
been when he was able to gamble in a more costly fashion even
than here, and to play among those who had taken his winnings
and losings simply as a matter of course.

And now the game had begun, and the twelve napoleons were
duly deposited. Again he won his stake, an omen for the day, and
was exultant. A second twelve, and a third was put down, and on
each occasion he won. In the silly imagination of his heart he
declared to himself that the calculation of all chances was as
nothing against his run of luck. Here was the spot on which it

was destined that he should redeem all the injury which fortune
had done him. And in truth this man had been misused by fortune.

His companion whispered in his ear, but he heard not a word of
it. He increased the twelve to fifteen, and again won. As he
looked round there was a halo of triumph which seemed to illumine
his face. He had chained Chance to his chariot-wheel, and would
persevere now that the good time had come. What did he care
for the creature at his elbow ? He thought of all the good things
which money could again purchase for him as he carefully fingered

the gold for the next stake. He had been rich, though he was now
poor ;

though how could a man be accounted poor who had an
endless sum of six hundred napoleons in his pocket, a sum which
was, in truth, endless, while it could be so rapidly recruited in this

fashion? The next stake he also won, but as he raked all the
pieces which the croupier pushed towards him, his mind had be-

come intent on another sphere and on other persons. Let him win
what he might, his old haunts were now closed against him. What
good would money do him, living such a life as he must now be
compelled to pass ? As he thought of this the five-and-twenty

napoleons on the table were taken away from him almost without
consciousness on his part.

At that moment there came a voice in his ear, not the voice of
his attending friend, but one of which he accurately knew the lisp-

ing fiendish sound, "Ah, Captain Scarborough, I thought it vas
posshible you might be here. Dis ish a very nice place." Our
friend looked round and glared at the man, and felt that it was im-
possible that his occupation should be continued under his eyes.
" Yesh ; it was likely. How do you like Monte Carlo ? You have
plenty of money—plenty !

" The man was small, and oily, and
V
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black-haired, and beaky-nosed, with a perpetual smile on his face,

unless when on special occasions he would be moved to the ex-

pression of deep anger. Of the modern Hebrews a most complete
Hebrew ; but a man of purpose who never did things by halves,

who could count upon good courage within, and who never allowed
himself to be foiled by misadventure. He was one who, beginning
with nothing, was determined to die a rich man, and was likely to

achieve his purpose. Now there was no gleam of anger on his

face, but a look of invincible good humour, which was not, however,
quite good humour when you came to examine it closely.

"Oh ! that is you, is it, Mr. Hart 1''

" Yesh ; it is me. I have followed you. Oh, I have had quite

a pleasant tour following you. But ven I got my noshe once on to

the schent, then I was sure it was Monte Carlo. And it is Monte
Carlo; eh! Captain Scarborough?"

" Yes ; of course it is Monte Carlo. That is to say, Monte Carlo
is the place where we are now. I don't know what you mean by
running on in that way." Then he drew back from the table, Mr.
Hart following close behind him, and his attendant at a further

distance behind him. As he went he remembered that he had
slightly increased the six hundred napoleons of yesterday, and that

the money was still in his own possession. Not all the Jews in

London could touch the money while he kept it in his pocket.

"Who ish dat man there?" asked Mr. Hart.
" What can that be to you ?"

"He seems to follow you pretty close."
" Not so close as you do, by George ; and perhaps he has some-

thing to get by it, which you haven't."
" Come, come, come ! If he have more to get than I, he mush

be pretty deep. There is Mishter Tyrrwhit. No one have more
to get than I, only Mishter Tyrrwhit. Vy, Captain Scarborough,
the little game you wash playing there, which wash a very pretty

little game, is as nothing to my little game wish you. When you
see the money down, on the table there, it seems to be mush,
because the gold glitters ; but it is as noting to my little game
where the gold does not glitter, because it is pen and ink. A pen
and ink soon writes ten thousand pounds. But you think mush of

it when you win two hundred pounds at roulette."
" I think nothing of it," said our friend Captain Scarborough.
" And it goes into your pocket to give champagne to the ladies

instead of paying your debts to the poor fellows who have supplied
you for so long with all de money."

All this occurred in the gambling-house at a distance from the
table, but within hearing of that attendant who still followed the
player. These moments were moments of misery to the captain in

spite of the bank-notes for six hundred napoleons which were still

in his breast-coat pocket. And they were not made lighter by the

fact that all the words spoken by the Jew were overheard by the

man who was supposed to be there in the capacity of his servant.
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But the man, as it seemed, had a mission to fulfil, and was the
captain's master as well as servant. " Mr. Hart," said Captain
Scarborough, repressing the loudness of his words as far as his rage
would admit him ; but still speaking so as to attract the attention
of some of those round him, I do not know what good you propose
to yourself by following me in this manner. You have my bonds,
which are not even payable till my father's death."

"Ah! there you are very much mistaken."
"And are then only payable out of the property to which I

beheved myself to be heir when the money was borrowed."
"You are still de heir—de heir to Tretton. There is not a

shadow of a doubt as to that."
" I hope when the time comes," said the captain, " you'll be able

to prove your words.''
" Of course we shall prove dem. Why not ? Your father and

your brother are very clever shentlemen, I think, but they will not
be more clever than Mishter Samuel Hart. Mr. Tyrrwhit also is a
clever man. Perhaps he understands your father's way of doing
business. Perhaps it is all right with Mr. Tyrrwhit. It shall be
all right with me too, I swear it. When will you come back to

London, Captain Scarborough ?"

Then there came an angry dispute in the gambling-room, during
which Mr. Hart by no means strove to repress his voice. Captain
Scarborough asserted his rights as a free agent, declaring himself
capable, as far as the law was concerned, of going wherever he
pleased without reference to Mr. Hart; and told that gentleman
that any interference on his part would be regarded as an
impertinence.

" But my money—my money, which you must pay this minute,
if I please to demand it."

" You did not lend me five-and-twenty thousand pounds without
security."

" It is forty-five—now, at this moment."
" Take it, get it ; go and put it in your pocket. You have a lot

of writings ; turn them into cash at once. Take them to any other

Jew in London and sell them. See if you can get your five-and-

twenty thousand pounds for them—or twenty-five thousand shillings.

You certainly cannot get five-and-twenty pence for them here,

though you had all the police of this royal kingdom to sup-
port you. My father says that the bonds I gave you are not worth
the paper on which they were written. If you are cheated, so have
I been. If he has robbed you, so has he me. But I have not
robbed you, and you can do nothing to me."

" I vill stick to you like beesvax," said Mr. Hart, while the look
of good humour left his countenance for a moment. " Like bees-
vax ! You shall not escape me again."

" You will have to follow me to Constantinople, then."
** I vill follow you to the devil."
" You are likely to go before me there. But for the preseaf !
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am off to Constantinople, from whence I intend to make an extended
tour to Mount Caucasus, and then into Thibet. I shall be very
glad of your company, but cannot offer to pay the bill. When you
and your companions have settled yourselves comfortably at

Tretton, I shall be happy to come and see you there. You will have
to settle the matter first with my younger brother, if I may make
bold to call that well-born gentleman my brother at all. I wish
you a good morning, Mr. Hart." Upon that he walked out into

the hall and thence down the steps into the garden in front of the
establishment, his own attendant following him.

Mr. Hart also followed him, but did not immediately seek to

renew the conversation. If he meant to show any sign of keeping
his threat and of sticking to the captain like beeswax, he must
show his purpose at once. The captain for a time walked round
the little enclosure in earnest conversation with the attendant, and
Mr. Hart stood on the steps watching them. Play was over, at

any rate for that day, as far as the captain was concerned.
" Now, Captain Scarborough, don't vou think you've been very

rash?"
" I think I've got six hundred and fifty napoleons in my pocket,

instead of waiting to get them in driblets from my brother."
" But if he knew that you had come here, he would withdraw

them altogether. Of course, he will know now. That man will be
sure to tell him. He will let all London know. Of course, it

would be so when you came to a place of such common resort as
Monte Carlo."

" Common resort ! Do you believe he came here as to a place
of common resort ? Do you think that he had not tracked me out,

and would not have done so whether I had gone to Melbourne, or

New York, or St. Petersburg ? But the wonder is that he should
spend his money in such a vain pursuit."

" Ah, captain, you do not know what is vain and what is not.

It is your brother's pleasure that you should be kept in the dark for

a time."
" Hang my brother's pleasure ! Why am I to follow my brother's

pleasure ?
"

" Because he will allow you an income. He will keep a coat on
your back and a hat on your head, and supply meat and wine for

your needs." Here Captain Scarborough jingled the loose napo-
leons in his trousers' pocket. Oh, yes, that is all very well, but it

will not last for ever. Indeed, it will not last for a week unless you
leave Monte Carlo."

I shall leave it this afternoon by the train for Genoa."
" And where shall you go then ?

"

"You heard me suggest to Mr. Hart to the devil—or else to

Constantinople, and after that to Thibet. I suppose I shall stiU

enjoy the pleasure of your company !

"

" Mr. Augustus wishes that I should remain with you, and, as

you yourself say, perhaps it will be best."
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CHAPTER XII.

HARRY ANNESLEY'S SUCCESS.

Harry Annesley, a day or two after he had left Tretton, went
down to Cheltenham ; for he had received an invitation to a dance
there, and with the invitation an intimation that Florence Mountjoy
was to be at the dance. If I were to declare that the dance had
been given and Florence asked to it merely as an act of friendship

to Harry, it would perhaps be thought that modern friendship is

seldom carried to so great a length. But it was undoubtedly the

fact that Mrs. Armitage, who gave the dance, was a great friend

and admirer of Harry's, and that Mr. Armitage was an especial

chum. Let not, however, any reader suppose that Florence was in

the secret. Mrs. Armitage had thought it best to keep her in the

dark as to the person asked to meet her. " As to my going to

Montpellier Place," Harry had once said to Mrs. Armitage, " I

might as well knock at a prison-door." Mrs. Mountjoy lived in

Montpellier Place.
" I think we could perhaps manage that for you," Mrs. Armitage

had replied, and she had managed it.

Is she coming ?" Harry said to Mrs. Armitage in an anxious
whisper as he entered the room.

" She has been here this half-hour— if you had taken the trouble

to leave your cigars and come and meet her."

"She has not gone?" said Harry, almost awe-struck at the

idea.
" No ; she is sitting like Patience on a monument, smiling at

grief, in the room inside. She has got horrible news to tell you."

Oh, heavens ! What news ?

"

" I suppose she will tell you, though she has not been communi-
cative to me in regard to your Royal Highness. The news is

simply that her mother is going to take her to Brussels, and that

she is to live for a while amidst the ambassadorial splendours with
Sir Magnus and his wife."

By retiring from the world Mrs. Mountjoy had not intended to

include such slight social relaxations as Mrs. Armitage's party, for

Harry, on turning round, encountered her talking to another
Cheltenham lady. He greeted her with his pleasantest smile, to

which Mrs. Mountjoy did not respond quite so sweetly. She had
ever greatly feared Harry Annesley, and had today heard a story

very much, as she thought, to his discredit. "Is your daughter
here?" asked Harry, with well-trained hypocrisy. Mrs. Mountjoy
could not but acknowledge that her daughter was in the room, and
then Harry passed on in pursuit of his quarry,

" Oh ! Mr. Annesley, when did you come to Cheltenham ?

"As soon as I heard that Mrs. Armitage was going to have a
party, I began to think of coming immediately." Then an idea for
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the first time shot through Florence's mind, that her friend Mrs.
Armitage was a woman fond of intrigue. " What dance have you
disengaged ? I have something that I must tell you to-night. You
don't mean to say that you will not give me one dance ? " This
v/as merely a lover's anxious doubt on his part, because Florence
had not at once replied to him. " I am told that you are going
away to Brussels."

" Mamma is going on a visit to her brother-in-law."
" And you with her }

"

" Of course I shall go with mamma."
All this had been said apart, while a fair-haired lackadaisical

young gentleman was standing twiddling his thumbs waiting to

dance with Florence. At last the little book from her waist was
brought forth, and Harry's name was duly inscribed. The next

dance was a quadrille, and he saw that the space after that was also

vacant ; so he boldly wrote down his name for both. I almost
think that Florence must have suspected that Harry Annesley was
to be there that night, or why should the two places have been
kept vacant ?

"And now what is this," he began, "about your going to

Brussels ?

"

" Mamma's brother is minister there, and we are just going on
a visit."

" But why now ? I am sure there is some especial cause."

Florence would not say that there was no especial cause, so she
could only repeat her assertion that they certainly were going to

Brussels. She herself was well aware that she was to be taken out

of Harry's way, and that something was expected to occur during
this short month of her absence which might be detrimental to him
—and to her also. But this she could not tell, nor did she like to

say that the plea given by her mother was the general state of the

Scarborough affairs. She did not wish to declare to this lover that

that other lover was as nothing to her. "And how long are you to

be away 1 " asked Harry.
" We shall be a month with Sir Magnus ; but mamma is talking

of going on afterwards to the Italian lakes."
" Good Heavens ! you will not be back, I suppose, till ever so

much after Christmas ?
"

" I cannot tell. Nothing as yet has been settled. I do not
know that I ought to tell you anything about it." Harry at this

moment looked up and caught the eye of Mrs. Mountjoy, as she
was standing in the doorway opposite. Mrs. Mountjoy certainly

looked as though no special communication as to Florence's future

movements ought to be made to Harry Annesley.
Then, however, it came to his turn to dance, and he had a

moment allowed him to collect his thoughts. By nothing that he
could do or say could he prevent her going, and he could only use
the present moment to the best purpose in his power. He bethought
himself then that he had never received from her a word of
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encouragement, and that such word, if ever it be spoken, should be
forthcoming that night. What might not happen to a girl who was
passing the balmy Christmas months amidst the sweet shadows of

an Italian lake? Harry's ideas of an Italian lake were in truth at

present somewhat vague. But future months were, to his thinking,

interminable ; the present moment only was his own. The dance
was now finished. " Come and take a walk," said Harry.

" I think I will go to mamma." Florence had seen her mother's

eye fixed upon her.
" Oh ! come, that won't do at all," said Harry, who had already

got her hand within his arm. *' A fellow is always entitled to five

minutes, and then I am down for the next waltz."
" Oh no !

"

" But I am, and you can't get out of it now. Oh ! Florence,

will you answer me a question—one question } I asked it you
before, and you did not vouchsafe me any answer."

" You asked me no question," said Florence, who remembered
to the last syllable every word that had been said to her on that

occasion.
" Did I not? I am sure you knew what it was that I intended

to ask." Florence could not but think that this was quite another
thing. "Oh ! Florence, can you love me?" Had she given her
ears for it, she could not have told him the truth then, on the spur
of the moment. Her mother's eye was, she knew, watching her
through the doorway, all the way across from the other room.
And yet, had her mother asked her, she would have answered
boldly that she did love Harry Annesley, and intended to love him
for ever and ever with all her heart. And she would have gone
further if cross-questioned, and have declared that she regarded
him already as her lord and master. But now she had not a word
to say to him. All she knew was that he had now pledged himself

to her, and that she intended to keep him to his pledge. " May I

not have one word," he said ;
" one word ?

"

What could he want with a word more? thought Florence.

Her silence now was as good as any speech. But as he did want
more, she would, after her own way, reply to him. So there came
upon his arm the slightest possible sense of pressure from those

sweet fingers, and Harry Annesley was on a sudden carried up
among azure-tinted clouds into the furthest heaven of happiness.

After a moment he stood still, and passed his fingers through his

hair and waved his head as a god might do. She had now made
to him a solemn promise than which no words could be more bind-
ing. " Oh ! Florence," he exclaimed, " I must have you alone with
me for one moment." For what could he want her alone for any
moment ? thought Florence. There was her mother still looking
at them ; but for her Harry did not care one straw. Nor did he
hate those bright Italian lakes with nearly so strong a feeling of

abhorrence. " Florence, you are now all my own." Then came
another slightest pressure ; slight, but so eloquent from those fingers.



72 MR, SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY,

I hate dancing. How is a fellow to dance now ? I shall run
against even^body. I can see no one. I should be sure to make a
fool of myself. No, I don't want to dance even with you. No,
certainly not ! Let you dance with somebody else, and you engaged
to me ! Well, if I must, of course I must. I declare, Florence,

you have not spoken a single word to me, though there is so much
that you must have to say. What have you got to say ? What a
question to ask ! You must tell me. Oh, you know what you have
got to tell me ! The sound of it will be the sweetest ^music that a
man can possibly hear.'*

"You know it all, Harry," she whispered.
" But I want to hear it. Oh ! Florence, Florence. I do not

think you can understand how completely I am beyond myself
with joy. I cannot dance again, and will not. Oh ! my wife, my
wife."

" Hush ! " said Florence, afraid that the very walls might hear
the sound of Harry's words.

" What does it signify though all the world knew it ?
"

*^0h yes !"

" That I should have been so fortunate ! That is what I cannot
understand. Poor Mountjoy ! I do feel for him. That he should
have had the start of me so long, and have done nothing 1

"

" Nothing," whispered Florence.
" And I have done everything. I am so proud of myself that I

think I must look almost like a hero."

They had now got to the extremity of the room near an open
window, and Florence found that she was able to say one word.
*' You are my hero." The sound of this nearly drove him mad with
joy. He forgot all his troubles—Prodgers, the policeman, Augustus
Scarborough, and that fellow whom he hated so much, Septimus
Jones. What were they all to him now ! He had set his mind
upon one thing of value, and he had got it. Florence had promised
to be his, and he was sure that she would never break her word to

him. But he felt that for the full enjoyment of his triumph he
must be alone somewhere with Florence for five minutes. He had
not actually explained to himself why, but he knew that he wished
to be alone with her. At present there was no prospect of any
such five minutes ; but he must say something in preparation of

some future five minutes at a time to come. Perhaps it might be
tomorrow, though he did not at present see how that might be
possible, for Mrs. Mountjoy, he knew, would shut her door against

him. And Mrs. Mountjoy was already prowling round the room
after her daughter. Harry saw her as he got Florence to an
opposite door, and there for the moment escaped with her. *'And
now," he said, " how am I to manage to see you before you go to

Brussels?"
I do not know that you can see me."
Do you mean that you are to be shut up, and that I am not to

be allowed to approach you ?

"
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" I do mean it. Mamma is, of course, attached to her nephew."
" What ! after all that has passed ?"

"Why not? Is he to blame for what his father has done?
Harry felt that he could not press the case against Captain Scar-

borough without some want of generosity. And though he had
told Florence once about that dreadful midnight meeting, he could

say nothing further on that subject. Of course mamma thinks

that I am foolish."

"But why?" he asked.

Because she doesn't see with my eyes, Harry. We need not

say anything more about it at present. It is so ; and therefore I

am to go to Brussels. You have made this opportunity for yourself

before I start. Perhaps I have been foolish to be taken off my
guard."

Don't say that, Florence."
I shall think so, unless you can be discreet. Harry, you will

have to wait. You will remember that we must wait ; but I shall

not change."
" Nor I ; nor I."

" I think not, because I trust you. Here is mamma, and now I

must leave you. But I shall tell mamma everything before I go
to bed."

Then Mrs. Mountjoy came up, and took Florence away with a
few words of most disdainful greeting to Harry Annesley.

When Florence had gone Harry felt that as the sun and the

moon and the stars had all set, and as absolute darkness reigned
through the rooms, he might as well escape into the street, where
there was no one but the police to watch him, as he threw his hat
up into the air in his exultation. But before he did so he had to

pass by Mrs. Armitage and thank her for all her kindness ; for

he was aware how much she had done for him in his present
circumstances.

" Oh ! Mrs. Armitage, I am so obliged to you ; no fellow was
ever so obliged to a friend before."

" How has it gone off? For Mrs. Mountjoy has taken Florence
home."

"Oh ! yes, she has taken her away. But she hasn't shut the
stable-door till the steed has been stolen."

" Oh ! the steed has been stolen ?"

" Yes, I think so ; I do think so."
" And that poor man who has disappeared is nowhere."
" Men who disappear never are anywhere. But I do flatter

myself that if he had held his ground and kept his property, the
result would have been the same."

" I dare say."
" Don't suppose, Mrs. Armitage, that I am taking any pride to

myself. Why on earth Florence should have taken a fancy to such
a fellow as I am, I cannot imagine."

Oh ! no ; not in the least."
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"It's all very well for you to laugh, Mrs. Armitage, but as I

have thought of it all, I have sometimes been in despair."
" But now you are not in despair."
" No, indeed ; just now I am triumphant. " I have thought so

often that I was a fool to love her, because everything was so much
against me."

** I have wondered that you continued. It always seemed to

me that there wasn't a ghost of a chance for you. Mr. Armitage
bade me give it all up, because he was sure you would never do
any good.''

" I don't care how much you laugh at me, Mrs. Armitage. Let
those laugh who win."

Then he rushed out into the Paragon, and absolutely did throw
his hat up in the air in his triumph.

CHAPTER XIII.

MRS. MOUNTJOY'S ANGER.

Florence, as she went home in the fly with her mother after the

party at which Harry had spoken to her so openly, did not find the

little journey very happy. Mrs. Mountjoy was a woman endowed
with a strong power of wishing rather than of willing, of desiring

rather than of contriving ; but she was one who could make herself

very unpleasant when she was thwarted. Her daughter was now
at last fully determined that if she ever married anybody, that

person should be Harry Annesley. Having once pressed his arm
in token of assent, she had as it were given herself away to him, so

that no reasoning, no expostulations could, she thought, change
her purpose ; and she had much more power of bringing about her
purposed design than had her mother. But her mother could be
obstinate and self-willed, and would for the time make herself dis-

agreeable. Florence had assured her lover that everything
should be told her mother that night before she went to bed. But
Mrs. Mountjoy did not wait to be simply told. No sooner were
they seated in the fly together than she began to make her inquiries.

What has that man been saying to you ?" she demanded.
Florence was at once oflended by hearing her lover so spoken

of, and could not tell the story of Harry's successful courtship, as

she had intended. " Mamma," she said, " why do you speak of him
like that .^*"

" Because he is a scamp."
" No, he is no scamp. It is very unkind of you to speak in such

terms of one who you know is very dear to me."
" I do not know it. He ought not to be dear to you at all. You

have been for years intended for another purpose." This was
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Intolerable to Florence,—this idea that she should have been con-

sidered as capable of being intended for the purposes of other

people. And a resolution at once was formed in her mind that she

would let her mother know that such intentions were futile. But
for the moment she sat silent. A journey home at twelve o'clock

at night in a fly was not the time for the expression of her resolu-

tion. " I say he's a scamp," said Mrs. Mountjoy. " During all

these inquiries that have been made after your cousin, he has
known all about it."

" He has not known all about it," said Florence.

"You contradict me in a very impertinent manner, and cannot
be acquainted with the circumstances. The last person who saw
your cousin in London was Mr. Henry Annesley, and yet he has
not said a word about it, while search was being made on all sides.

And he saw him under circumstances most suspicious in their

nature ; so suspicious as to have made the police arrest him if they

were aware of them. He had at that moment grossly ill-treated

Captain Scarborough."
" No, mamma

;
no, it was not so."

" How do you know ? How can you tell }
"

" I do know ; and I can tell. The ill-usage had come from
the other side."

" Then you, too, have known the secret, and have said nothing
about it ? You, too, have been aware of the violence which took
place at that midnight meeting ? You have been aware of what
befell your cousin, the man to whom you were all but engaged ?

And you have held your tongue at the instigation, no doubt, of Mr.
Henry Annesley. Oh ! Florence, you also will find yourself in the

hands of the poHceman." At this moment the fly drew up at the
door of the house in Montpellier Place, and the two ladies had to

get out and walk up the steps into the hall, v/here they were
congratulated on their early return from the party by the lady's-

maid.
" Mamma, I will go to bed," said Florence as soon as she

reached her mother's room.
" I think you had better, my dear, though Heaven knows what

disturbances there may be during the night." By this Mrs. Mount-
joy had intended to imply that Prodgers, the policeman, might
probably lose not a moment more before he would at once proceed
to arrest Miss Mountjoy for the steps she had taken in regard to

the disappearance of Captain Scarborough. She had heard from
Harry Annesley the fact that he had been brutally attacked by the
captain in the middle of the night in the streets of London ; and
for this, in accordance with her mother's theory, she was to be
dragged out of bed by a constable, and that probably before the
next morning should have come. There was something in this so
ludicrous as regarded the truth of the story, and yet so cruel as
coming from her mother, that Florence hardly knew whether to

cry or laugh as she laid her head upon the pillow.
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But in the morning, as she was thinking that the facts of her
own position had still to be explained to her mother—that it would
be necessary that she should declare her purpose and the impos-
sibility of change now that she had once pledged herself to her
lover—Mrs. Mountjoy came into the room, and stood at her bed-
side with that appearance of ghostly displeasure which always
belongs to an angry old lady in a night-cap.

" Well, mamma."
" Florence, there must be an understanding between us."
*^ I hope so. I thought there always had been. I am sure,

mamma, you have known that I have never liked Captain Scar-

borough so as to become his wife, and I think you have known
that I have liked Harry Annesley."

" Likings are all fiddlesticks."
" No, mamma ; or if you object to the word, I will say love.

You have known that I have not loved my cousin, and that I have
loved this other man. That is not nonsense ; that at any rate is a
stern reality, if there be anything real in the world."

" Stern ! You may well call it stern."
" I mean unbending, strong, not to be overcome by outside

circumstances. If Mr. Anresley had not spoken to me as he did

last night— could never have so spoken to me— I should have been
a miserable girl, but my love for him would have been just as stern.

I should have remained and thought of it, and have been unhappy
through my whole life. But he has spoken and I am exultant.

That is what I mean by stern. All that is most important, at any
rate to me."

I am here now to tell you that it is impossible."
" Very well, mamma. Then things must go on, and we must

bide our time."

"It is proper that I should tell you that he has disgraced
himself"

" Never ! I will not admit it. You do not know the circum-
stances," exclaimed Florence.

"It is most impertinent in you to pretend that you know them
better than I do," said her mother indignantly."

" The story was told to me by himself."^
" Yes ; and therefore told untruly."

I grieve that you should think so of him, mamma ; but I

cannot help it. Where you have got your information from I

cannot tell. But that mine has been accurately told to me I feel

certain."
" At any rate my duty is to look after you, and to keep you

from harm. I can only do my duty to the best of my ability.

Mr. Annesley is to my thinking a most objectionable young man,
and he will, I beheve, be in the hands of the police before long.

Evidence will have to be given in which your name will unfortu-

nately be mentioned."
" Why my name ?

"
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" It is not probable that he will keep it secret when cross-

questioned as to his having divulged the story to someone. He
will declare that he has told it to you. When that time shall

come, it will be well that we should be out of the country. I

propose to start from here this day week."
" Uncle Magnus will not be able to have us then."
" We must loiter away our time on the road. I look upon it as

quite imperative that we shall both be out of England within eight

days' time of this."

But where will you go ?
"

" Never mind. I do not know that I have as yet quite made
up my mind. But you may understand that we shall start from
Cheltenham this day week. Baker will go with us, and I shall

leave the other two servants in charge of the house. I cannot tell

you anything further as yet—except that I will never consent to

your marriage with Mr. Henry Annesley. You had better know
that for certain, and then there will be less cause for unhappiness
between us." So saying, the angry ghost with the nightcap on
stalked out of the room.

It need hardly be explained that Mrs. Mountjoy's information

respecting the scene in London had come to her from Augustus
Scarborough. When he told her that Annesley had been the last

in London to see his brother Mountjoy, and had described the

nature of the scene that had occurred between them, he had no
doubt forgotten that he himself had subsequently seen his brother.

In the story, as he had told it, there was no need to mention himself

—no necessity for such a character in making up the tragedy of

that night. No doubt, according to his idea, the two had been
alone together. Harry had struck the blow by which his brother

had been injured, and had then left him in the street. Mountjoy
had subsequently disappeared, and Harry had told to no one
that such an encounter had taken place. This had been the

meaning of Augustus Scarborough when he informed his aunt that

Harry had been the last who had seen Mountjoy before his

disappearance. To Mrs. Mountjoy the fact had been most injurious

to Harry's character. Harry had wilfully kept the secret while all

the world was at work looking for Mountjoy Scarborough
;
and, as

far as Mrs. Mountjoy could understand, it might well be that Harry
had struck the fatal blow that had sent her nephew to his long

account. All the impossibilities in the case had not dawned upon
her. It had not occurred to her that Mountjoy could not have been
killed and his body made away without some great effort, in the
performance of which the " scamp " would hardly have risked his

life or his character. But the scamp was certainly a scamp, even
though he might not be a murderer, or he would have revealed

the secret. In fact Mrs. Mountjoy believed in the matter exactly

what Augustus had intended, and so believing had resolved that

her daughter should suffer any purgatory rather than become Harry's

wife.
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But her daughter made her resolutions exactly in the contrary
direction. She in truth did know what had been done that night,

while her mother was in ignorance. The extent _of her mother's
ignorance she understood, but she did not at all know where her
mother had got her information. She felt that Harry's secret was
in hands other than he had intended ; and that someone must have
spoken of the scene. It occurred to Florence at the moment that

this must come from Mountjoy himself, whom she believed—and
rightly believed—to have been the only second person present on the

occasion. And if he had told it to anyone, then must that "anyone"
know where and how he had disappeared. And the information
must have been given to her mother solely with the view of

damaging Harry's character, and of preventing Harry's marriage.
Thinking of all this, Florence felt that a premeditated and foul

attempt,—for as she turned it in her mind the attempt seemed
to be very foul,—was being made to injure Harry. A false

accusation was brought against him, and was grounded on a mis-

representation of the truth in such a manner as to subvert it

altogether, to Harry's injury. It should have no effect upon her.

To this determination she came at once, and declared to herself

solemnly that she would be true to it. An attempt was made to

undermine him in her estimation ; but they who made it had not
known her character. She was sure of herself now, within her
own bosom, that she was bound in a peculiar way to be more than
ordinarily true to Harry Annesley. In such an emergency she
ought to do for Harry Annesley more than a girl in common
circumstances would be justified in doing for her lover. Harry was
maligned, ill-used, and slandered. Her mother had been induced
to call him a scamp, and to give as her reason for doing so an
account of a transaction which was altogether false, though she no
doubt had believed it to be true. As she thought of all this, she
resolved that it was her duty to write to her lover, and tell him the

story as she had heard it. It might be most necessary that he
should know the truth. She would write her letter and post it,—so

that it should be altogether beyond her mother's control,—and then
would tell her mother that she had written it. She at first thought
that she could keep a copy of the letter and show it to her mother.
But when it was written,—those first words intended for a lover's

eyes which had ever been produced by her pen,— she found that

she could not subject those very words to her mother's hard
judgment.

Her letter was as follows :

" Dear Harry,—You will be much surprised at receiving a
letter from me so soon after our meeting last night. But I warn
you that you must not take it amiss. I should not write

now were it not that I think it may be for your interest that I should
do so. I do not write to say a word about my love, of which I think
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you may be assured without any letter. I told mamma last night

what had occurred between us, and she of course was very angry.

You will understand that, knowing how anxious she has been on
behalf of my cousin Mountjoy. She has always taken his part, and
I think it does mamma great honour not to throw him over now
that he is in trouble. I should never have thrown him over in his

trouble, had I ever cared for him in that way. I tell you that

fairly, Master Harry.
^*But mamma, in speaking against you, which she was bound to

do in supporting poor Mountjoy, declared that you were the last

person who had seen my cousin before his disappearance, and she
knew that there had been some violent struggle between you.

Indeed, she knew all the truth as to that night, except that the

attack had been made by Mountjoy on you. She turned the story

all round, declaring that you attacked him—which, as you perceive,

gives a totally different appearance to the whole matter. Somebody
had told her, though who it may have been I cannot guess ; but
somebody has been endeavouring to do you all the mischief he can
in the matter, and has made mamma think evil of you. She says
that after attacking him, and brutally ill-using him, you left him in the

street, and had subsequently denied all knowledge of having seen
him. You will perceive that somebody has been at work inventing

a story to do you a mischief, and I think it right that I should tell

you.
" But you must never believe that I shall believe anything to

your discredit. It would be to my discredit now. I know that
you are good, and true, and noble, and that you would not do any-
thing so foul as this. It is because I know this that I have loved
you, and shall always love you. Let mamma and others say what
they will, you are now to me all the world. Oh ! Harry, Harry,
when I think of it, how serious it seems to me, and yet how joyful

!

I exult in you, and will do so, let them say what they may against
you. You will be sure of that always. Will you not be sure of it ?

" But you must not write me a line in answer, not even to give
me your assurance. That must come when we shall meet at length,

—say after a dozen years or so. I shall tell mamma of this letter,

which circumstances seem to demand, and shall assure her that you
will write no answer to it.

Oh ! Harry, you will understand all that I might say of my
feelings, in regard to you.—Your own, " Florence."

This letter, when she had written it and copied it fair and posted
the copy in the pillar-box close by, she found that she could not in
anyway show absolutely to her mother. In spite of all her efforts

it had become a love-letter. And what genuine love-letter can
a girl show even to her mother .J* But she at once told her of
what she had done. " Mamma, I have written a letter to Harry
Annesley."

"You have?"
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" Yes, mamma ; I have thought it right to tell him what you had
heard about that night."

"And you have done this without my permission,—without even
telling me what you were going to do ?

If I had asked you, you would have told me not."
" Of course I should have told you not. Good gracious ! has it

come to this, that you correspond with a young gentleman without
my leave, and when you know that I would not have given it ?

"

" Mamma, in this instance it was necessary.'*
" Who was to judge of that ?

"

If he is to be my husband "

" But he is not to be your husband. You are never to speak to

him again. You shall never be allowed to meet him
; you shall be

taken abroad, and there you shall remain, and he shall hear
nothing about you. If he attempts to correspond with you "

" He will not."
" How do you know ?

"

" I have told him not to write."
" Told him, indeed ! Much he will mind such telling ! I shall

give your Uncle Magnus a full account of it all, and ask for his

advice. He is a man in a high position, and perhaps you may think

fit to obey him, although you utterly refuse to be guided in any way
by your mother." Then the conversation for the moment came to

an end. But Florence, as she left her mother, assured herself that

she could not promise any close obedience in any such matters to

Sir Magnus.

CHAPTER XIV.

THEY ARRIVE IN BRUSSELS.

For some weeks after the party at Mrs. Armitage*s house, and the
subsequent explanations with her mother, Florence was made to

suffer many things. First came the one week before they started,

which was, perhaps, the worst of all. This was specially embittered
by the fact that Mrs. Mountjoy absolutely refused to divulge her
plans as they were made. There was still a fortnight before she
could be received at Brussels, and as to that fortnight she would
Veil nothing. Her knowledge of human nature probably went so far

as to teach her that she could thus most torment her daughter. It was
not that she wished to torment her in a revengeful spirit. She was
quite sure within her own bosom that she did all in love. She was
devoted to her daughter. But she was thwarted ; and therefore

told herself that she could best further the girl's interests by
tormenting her. It was not meditated revenge ; but that revenge
which springs up without any meditation, and is often therefore

the most bitter. " I must bring her nose to the grindstone," was
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the manner in which she would have probably expressed her

thoughts to herself. Consequently Florence's nose was brought to

the grindstone ; and the operation made her miserable. She would
not, however, complain when she had discovered what her mother
was doing. She asked such questions as appeared to be natural,

and put up with replies which purposely withheld all information.

"Mamma, have you not settled on what day we shall start?"
" No, my dear." Mamma, where are we going ? " "I cannot tell

you as yet ; I am by no means sure myself." I shall be glad to

know, mamma, what I am to pack up for use on the journey."

"Just the same as you would do on any journey." Then Florence
held her tongue, and consoled herself with thinking of Harry
Annesley.

At last the day came, and she knew that she was to be taken to

Boulogne. Before this time she had received one letter from
Harry, full of love, full of thanks, just what a lover's letter ought to

have been ; but yet she was disturbed by it. It had been delivered

to herself in the usual way, and she might have concealed the

receipt of it from her mother, because the servants in the house
were all on her side. But this would not be in accordance with the

conduct which she had arranged for herself, and she told her
mother. "It is just an acknowledgment of mine to him. It was
to have been expected, but I regret it."

" I do not ask to see it," said Mrs. Mountjoy angrily.
" I could not show it you, mamma, though I think it right to

tell you of it."

"I do not ask to see it, I tell you. I never wish to hear his

name again from your tongue. But I knew how it would be,—of

course. I cannot allow this kind of thing to go on. It must be
prevented."

" It will not go on, mamma.'*
" But it has gone on. You tell me that he has already written.

Do you think it proper that you should correspond with a young
man of whom I do not approve ? " Florence endeavoured to reflect

whether she did think it proper or not. She thought it quite

proper that she should love Harry Annesley with all her heart

;

but was not quite sure as to the correspondence. " At any rate, you
must understand," continued Mrs. Mountjoy, " that I will not per-
mit it. All letters, while we are abroad, must be brought me

;

and if any come from him they shall be sent back to him. I do
not wish to open his letters ; but you cannot be allowed to receive
them. When we are at Brussels, I shall consult your uncle upon
the subject. I am very sorry, Florence, that there should be this

cause of quarrel between us ; but it is your doing.''
" Oh ! mamma, why should you be so hard ?

"

" I am hard because I will not allow you to accept a young
man, who has, I believe, behaved very badly, and who has got
nothing of his own."

" He is his uncle's heir.'*

G
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" We know what that may come to. Mountjoy was his father's

heir ; and nothing could be entailed more strictly than Tretton.

We know what entails have come to there. Mr. Prosper will

find some way of escaping from it. Entails go for nothing now ;

and I hear that he thinks so badly of his nephew that he has
already quarrelled with him. And he is quite a young man himself.

I cannot think how you can be so foolish
;
you, who declare that

you are throwing your cousin over because he is no longer to have
all his father's property."

" Oh ! mamma, that is not true."
" Very well, my dear."
" I never allowed it to be said in my name, that I was engaged

to my cousin Mountjoy."
" Very well ; I will never allow it to be said in my name, that

with my consent you are engaged to Mr. Henry Annesley."
Six or seven days after this they were settled together most un-

comfortably in an hotel at Boulogne. Mrs. Mountjoy had gone
there because there was no other retreat to which she could take
her daughter, and because she had resolved to remove her from
beyond the sphere of Harry Annesley's presence. She had at

first thought of Ostend ; but it had seemed to her that Ostend was
within the kingdom reigned over by Sir Magnus ; and that there

would be some impropriety in removing from thence to the capital

in which Sir Magnus was reigning. It was as though you were to

sojourn for three days at the park-gates before you were entertained

at the mansion. Therefore they stayed at Boulogne, and Mrs.
Mountjoy tried the bathing, cold as the water was with equinoctial

gales, in order that there might be the appearance of a reason for

her being at Boulogne. And for company's sake, in the hope of

maintaining some fellowship with her mother, Florence bathed also.

"Mamma, he has not written again," said Florence, coming up
one day from the strand.

" I suppose that you are impatient."

**Why should there be a quarrel between us? I am not im-
patient. If you would only believe me, it would be so much more
happy for both of us. You always used to believe me."

" That was before you knew Mr. Henry Annesley."
There was something in this very aggravating,—something

specially intended to excite angry feelings ; but Florence deter-

mined to forbear. " I think you may believe me, mamma. I am
your own daughter, and I shall not deceive you. I do consider
myself engaged to Mr. Annesley."

**You need not tell me that."
" But while I am living with you I will promise not to receive

letters from him without your leave. If any should come I will

bring it to you unopened, so that you may deal with it as though it

had been delivered to yourself. I care nothing about my uncle as

to this affair. What he may say cannot affect me ; but what you
say does affect me very much. I will promise neither to write nor
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to hear from Mr. Annesley for three months. Will not that satisfy

you?" Mrs. Mountjoy would not say that it did satisfy her ; but
she somewhat mitigated her treatment of her daughter, till they
arrived together at Sir Magnus's mansion.

They were shown through a great hall by three lacqueys into an
inner vestibule, where they encountered the great man himself
He was just then preparing to be put on to his horse, and Lady
Mountjoy had already gone forth in her carriage for her daily

airing, with the object, in truth, of avoiding the new-comers.
*' My dear Sarah/' said Sir Magnus, " I hope I have the

pleasure of seeing you and my niece very well. Let me see, your
name is

"

" My name is Florence," said the young lady so interrogated.

"Ah ! yes ; to be sure. I shall forget my own name soon. If

anyone was to call me Magnus without the Sir, I shouldn't know
whom they meant.'' Then he looked his niece in the face, and it

occurred to him that Anderson might not improbably desire to

flirt with her. Anderson was the riding attach^, who always ac-

companied him on horseback, and of whom Lady Mountjoy had
predicted that he would be sure to flirt with the minister's niece.

At that moment Anderson himself came in, and some ceremony of

introduction took place. Anderson was a fair-haired, good-looking
young man, with that thorough look of self-satisfaction and conceit

which attaches are much more wont to exhibit than to deserve.

For the work of an attach^ at Brussels is not of a nature to bring
forth the highest order of intellect ; but the occupations are of a
nature to make a young man feel that he is not like other young
men.

" I am so sorry that Lady Mountjoy has just gone out. She did
not expect you till the later train. You have been staying at
Boulogne. What on earth made you stay at Boulogne 1

"

" Bathing," said Mrs. Mountjoy in a low voice.

"Ah ! yes ; I suppose so. Why did you not come to Ostend ?

There is better bathing there, and I could have done something
for you. What ! The horses ready, are they 1 I must go out and
show myself or otherwise they'll all think that I am dead. If I

were absent from the boulevard at this time of day, I should be
put into the newspapers. Where is Mrs. Richards ? " Then the
two guests with their own special Baker were made over to the
ministerial housekeeper, and Sir Magnus went forth upon his ride.

" She's a pretty girl, that niece of mine," said Sir Magnus.
" Uncommonly pretty," said the attache.
" But I believe she is engaged to someone. I quite forget who

;

but I know there is some aspirant. Therefore you had better keep
your toe in your pump, young man."

" I don't know that I shall keep my toe in my pump because
there is another aspirant," said Anderson. "You rather whet my
ardour, sir, to new axploits. In such circumstances, one is inclined

to think that the aspirant must look after himself. Not that I

G 2
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conceive for a moment that Miss Mountjoy should ever look after

me."
When Mrs. Mountjoy came down to the drawing-room there

seemed to be quite "a party" collected to enjoy the hospitality of

Sir Magnus, but there were not in truth many more than the usual

number at the board. There were Lady Mountjoy and Miss
Abbott, and Mr. Anderson, and Mr. Montgomery Arbuthnot, the

two attaches. Mr. Montgomery Arbuthnot was especially proud
of his name, but was otherwise rather a humble young man as an
attach^, having as yet been only three months with Sir Magnus,
and desirous of perfecting himself in Foreign Office manners under
the tuition of Mr. Anderson. Mr. Blow, the Secretary of Legation,

was not there. He was a married man of austere manners, who, to

tell the truth, looked down from a considerable height as regarded
Foreign Office knowledge upon his chief. It was Mr. Blow who
did the "grinding" on behalf of the Belgian Legation, and who
sometimes did not hesitate to let it be known that such was the

fact. Neither he nor Mrs. Blow were popular at the embassy ; or

it may perhaps be said with more truth that the embassy was not

popular with Mr. and Mrs. Blow. It may be stated also that there

was a clerk attached to the establishment, Mr. Bunderdown, who
had been there for some years, and who was good-naturedly re-

garded by the English inhabitants as a third attach^ Mr. Mont-
gomery Arbuthnot did his best to let it be understood that this was
a mistake. In the small affairs of the legation, which no doubt did

not go beyond the legation, Mr. Bunderdown generally sided with
Mr. Blow. Mr. Montgomery Arbuthnot was recognised as a second
mounted attach^, though his attendance on the boulevard was not
as constant as that of Mr. Anderson, in consequence probably
of the fact that he had not a horse of his own. But there were
others also present. There was Sir Thomas Tresham, with his

wife, who had been sent over to inquire into the iron trade of

Belgium. He was a learned free-trader, who could not be got

to agree with the old familiar views of Sir Magnus,—who thought
that the more iron that was produced in Belgium the less would be
forthcoming from England. But Sir Thomas knew better ; and as

Sir Magnus was quite unable to hold his own with the political

economist, he gave him many dinners, and was civil to his wife.

Sir Thomas no doubt felt that in doing so Sir Magnus did all that

could be expected from him. Lady Tresham was a quiet little

woman, who could endure to be patronised by Lady Mountjoy
without annoyance. And there v/as M. Grascour, from the Belgian
Foreign Office, who spoke English so much better than the other

gentlemen present, that a stranger might have supposed him to be
a schoolmaster, whose mission it was to instruct the English
Embassy in their own language.

" Oh ! Mrs. Mountjoy, I am so ashamed of myself! " said Lady
Mountjoy, as she waddled into the room two minutes after

the guests had been assembled. She had a way of waddling
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that was quite her own, and which they who knew her besit

declared that she had adopted in lieu of other graces of manner.
She puffed a little also, and did contrive to attract peculiar at-

tention. " But I have to be in my carriage every day at the

same hour. I don't know what would be thought of us if we were
absent." Then she turned with a puff and a waddle to Miss
Abbott. " Dear Lady Tresham was with us." Mrs. Mountjoy
murmured something as to her satisfaction at not having delayed
the carriage-party, and bethought herself how exactly similar had
been the excuse made by Sir Magnus himself. Then Lady Mount-
joy gave another little puff, and assured Florence that she hoped
she would find Brussels sufficiently gay,—" not that we pretend at

all to equal Paris."
" We live at Cheltenham," said Florence, " and that is not at all

like Paris. Indeed, I never slept but two nights at Paris in my life.''

Then we shall do very well at Brussels."

After this she waddled off again, and was stopped in her
waddling by Sir Magnus, who sternly desired her to prepare for

the august ceremony of going in to dinner. The one period of real

importance at the English Embassy was, no doubt, the daily dinner-

hour.

Florence found herself seated between Mr. Anderson, who had
taken her in, and M. Grascour, who had performed the same cere-

mony for her ladyship. " I am sure you will like this little capital

very much," said M. Grascour. " It is as much nicer than Paris,

as it is smaller and less pretentious." Florence could only assent.
" You will soon be able to learn something of us ; but in Paris you
must be to the manner born, or half a lifetime will not suffice."

"We'll put you up to the time of day," said Mr. Anderson, who
did not choose, as he said afterwards, that this tid-bit should be
taken out of his mouth.

I dare say that all that I shall want will come naturally with-

out any putting up."

"You won't find it amiss to know a little of what's what. You
have not got a riding-horse here ?

"

" Oh no !
" said Florence.

" I was going on to say that I can manage to secure one for

you. Billibong has got an excellent horse, that carried the Princess
of Styria last year." Mr. Anderson was supposed to be peculiarly

i^p to everything concerning horses.

"But I have not got a habit. That is a much more serious

affair."

"Well, yes. Billibong does not keep habits. I wish he did.

But we can manage that too. There does live a habit-maker in

Brussels."
" Ladies' habits certainly are made in Brussels,^' said M. Gras-

cour. "But if Miss Mountjoy does not choose to trust herself to a
Belgian tailor, there is the railway open to her. An English habit

can be sent."
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" Dear Lady Centaur had one sent to her only last year when
she was staying here," said Lady Mountjoy across her neighbour,

with two little puffs.
" I shall not at all want the habit,'* said Florence, " not having

the horse, and indeed, never being accustomed to ride at all."

" Do tell me what it is that you do do," said Mr. Anderson with

a convenient whisper when he found that M. Grascour had fallen

into conversation with her ladyship. " Lawn-tennis ?
"

I do play at lawn-tennis, though I am not wedded to it."

" Billiards ? I know you play billiards."
" I never struck a ball in my life."

" Goodness gracious, how odd ! Don't you ever amuse yourself

at all ? Are they so very devotional down at Cheltenham ?

"

" I suppose we are stupid. I don't know that I ever do es-

pecially amuse myself."
" We must teach you,—we really must teach you. I think I

may boast of myself that I am a good instructor in that line. Will
you promise to put yourself into my hands ?

"

*^ You would find me a most unpromising pupil.'*

Not in the least. I will undertake that when you leave this

you shall be aufait in everything. Leap-frog is not too heavy for

me and spilikins not too light. I am up to them all, from back-
gammon to a cotillon—not but what I prefer the cotillon for my
own taste."

" Or leap-frog, perhaps," suggested Florence.
" Well, yes

;
leap-frog used to be a good game at Gother School,

and I don't see why we shouldn't have it back again. Ladies of

course must have a costume on purpose. But I am fond of any-
thing that requires a costume. Don't you like everything out of

the common way ? I do." Florence assured him that their tastes

were wholly dissimilar, as she liked everything in the common way.
** That's what I call an uncommonly pretty girl," he said afterwards

to M. Grascour, while Sir Magnus was talking to Sir Thomas.
" What an eye !

"

Yes, indeed ; she is very lovely."
" My word, you may say that ! And such a turn of the

shoulders ! I don't say which are best-looking as a rule, English
or Belgians, but there are very few of either to come up to her."

"Anderson, can you tell us how many tons of steel rails they
turn out at Li^ge every week ? Sir Thomas asks me just as though
it were the simplest question in the world."

" Forty million," said Anderson,—''more or less."

Twenty thousand would perhaps be nearer the mark," said

M. Grascour ; "but I will send him the exact amount tomorrow."
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CHAPTER XV.

MR. ANDERSON'S LOVE.

Lady Mountjoy had certainly prophesied the truth when she

said that Mr. Anderson would devote himself to Florence. The
first week in Brussels passed by quietly enough. A young man
can hardly declare his passion within a week, and Mr. Anderson's
ways in that particular were well known. A certain amount of

license was usually given to him, both by Sir Magnus and Lady
Mountjoy, and when he would become remarkable by the rapidity

of his changes, the only adverse criticism would come generally

from Mr. Blow. Another peerless Bird of Paradise," Mr. Blow
would say. "If the birds were less numerous, Anderson might perhaps
do something.'' But at the end of the week, on this occasion, even
Sir Magnus perceived that Anderson was about to make himself

pecuHar. By George !
" he said one morning, when Sir Magnus

had just left the outer office, which he had entered with the object

of giving some instruction as to the day's ride, take her altogether,

I never saw a girl so fit as Miss Mountjoy." There was something
very remarkable in this speech, as, according to his usual habit of

life, Anderson would certainly have called her Florence, whereas
his present appellation showed an unwonted respect.

"What do you mean when you say a young lady is fit.^^" said

Mr. Blow.
" I mean that she is right all round ; which is a great deal more

than can be said of most of them."
"The divine Florence " began Mr. Montgomery Arbuthnot,

struggling to say something funny.
" Young man, you had better hold your tongue, and not talk of

young ladies in that language."

"I do believe that he is going to fall in love," said Mr. Blow.
I say that Miss Mountjoy is the fittest girl I have seen for

many a day ; and when a young puppy calls her the divine Florence
he does not know what he is about."

" Why didn't you blow Mr. Blow up when he called her a Bird
of Paradise?" said Montgomery Arbuthnot. "Divine Florence is

not half so disrespectful of a young lady as Bird of Paradise.

Divine Florence means divine Florence, but Bird of Paradise is

chaff-."

" Mr. Blow, as a married man," said Anderson, " has a certain

freedom allowed him. If he uses it in bad taste, the evil falls back
upon his own head. Now, if you please, we'll change the con-
versation."

From this it will be seen that Mr. Anderson had really fallen in

love with Miss Mountjoy.
But though the week had passed in a harmless way to Sir

Magnus and Lady Mountjoy,—in a harmless way to them as
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regarded their niece and their attach^,—a certain amount ot annoy-
ance had no doubt been felt by Florence herself. Though Mr.
Anderson's expressions of admiration had been more subdued than
usual, though he had endeavoured to whisper his love rather than
to talk it out loud, still the admiration had been both visible and
audible ; and especially so to Florence herself. It was nothing to

Sir Magnus with whom his attache flirted. Anderson was the
younger son of a baronet, who had a sickly elder brother, and some
fortune of his own. If he chose to marry the girl, that would be
well for her, and if not, it would be quite well that the young people
should amuse themselves. He expected Anderson to help to put
him on his horse, and to ride with him at the appointed hour. He,
in return, gave Anderson his dinner and as much wine as he chose
to drink. They were both satisfied with each other, and Sir

Magnus did not choose to interfere with the young man's amuse-
ments. But Florence did not like being the subject of a young
man's love-making, and complained to her mother.

Now it had come to pass that not a word had been said as

to Harry Annesley since the mother and daughter had reached
Brussels. Mrs. Mountjoy had declared that she would consult

her brother-in-law in that difficulty, but no such consultation had
as yet taken place. Indeed, Florence would not have found
her sojourn at Brussels to be unpleasant were it not for Mr.
Anderson's unpalatable httle whispers. She had taken them as

jokes as long as she had been able to do so, but was now at last

driven to perceive that other people would not do so. Mamma,"
she said, don't you think that Mr. Anderson is an odious young
man ?

"

" No, my dear
;
by no means. What is there odious about

him ? He is very lively ; he is the second son of Sir Gregory
Anderson, and has very comfortable means of his own."

" Oh ! mamma, what does that signify 1
"

"Well, my dear, it does signify. In the first place, he is a
gentleman ; and in the next, has a right to make himself attentive

to any young lady in your position. I don't say anything more. I

am not particularly wedded to Mr. Anderson. If he were to come
to me, and ask for my permission to address you, I should simply
refer him to yourself, by which I should mean to imply that if he
could contrive to recommend himself to you I should not refuse

my sanction."

Then the subject for that moment dropped, but Florence was
astonished to find that her mother could talk about it, not only

without reference to Harry Annesley, but also without an apparent
thought of Mountjoy Scarborough ; and it was distressing to her to

think that her mother should pretend to feel that she, her own
daughter, should be free to receive the advances of another suitor.

As she reflected, it came across her mind that Harry was so odious

that her mother would have been willing to accept on her behalf

any suitor who presented himself, even though her daughter, in



MR. ANDERSON'S LOVE. 89

accepting him, should have proved herself to be heartless. Any
alternative would have been better to her mother than that choice

to which Florence had determined to devote her whole life.

" Mamma," she said, going back to the subject on the next day,
" if I am to stay here for three weeks longer "

" Yes, my dear, you are to stay here for three weeks longer.*'

" Then somebody must say something to Mr. Anderson."
" I do not see who can say it but you yourself. As far as I can

see, he has not misbehaved."
" I wish you would speak to my uncle."

"What am I to tell him.?"
"That I am engaged.'*
" He would ask me to whom, and I cannot tell him. I should

then be driven to put the whole case in his hands, and to ask his

advice. You do not suppose that I am going to say that you are

engaged to marry that odious young man. All the world knows
how atrociously badly he has behaved to your own cousin. He left

him lying for dead in the street, by a blow from his own hand, and
though from that day to this nothing has been heard of Mountjoy,
nothing is known to the police of what may have been his fate ;

—

even stranger, he may have perished under the usage which he
received, yet Mr. Annesley has not thought it right to say a word
of what had occurred. He has not dared even to tell an inspector

of police the events of that night. And the young man was your
own cousin, to whom you were known to have been promised for

the last two years."

No, no ! " said Florence.
" I say that it was so. You were promised to your cousin,

Mountjoy Scarborough."
" Not with my own consent."
" All your friends,—your natural friends,—knew that it was to

be so. And now you expect me to take by the hand this young
man who has almost been his murderer."

" No, mamma, it is not true. You do not know the circum-
stances, and you assert things which are directly at variance with

the truth."
" From whom do you get your information ? From the young

man himself. Is that likely to be true? What would Sir Magnus
say as to that were I to tell him ?

"

" I do not know what he would say, but I do know what is the

truth. And can you think it possible that I should now be willing

to accept this foolish young man in order thus to put an end to my
embarrassments?" Then she left her mother's room, and, re-

treating to her own, sat for a couple of hours thinking, partly in

anger and partly in grief, of the troubles of her situation. Her
mother had now in truth frightened her as to Harry's position.

She did begin to see what men might say of him, and the way
in which they might speak of his silence, though she was resolved

to be as true to him in hei faith as ever. Some exertion of spirit
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would indeed be necessary. She was beginning to understand in

what way the outside world might talk of Harry Annesley, of the
man to whom she had given herself and her whole heart. Then
her mother was right. And as she thought of it, she began to

justify her mother. It was natural that her mother should believe
the story which had been told to her, let it have come from where
it might. There was in her mind some suspicion of the truth.

She acknowledged a great animosity to her cousin Augustus, and
regarded him as one of the causes of her unhappiness. But she
knew nothing of the real facts ; she did not even suspect that

Augustus had seen his brother after Harry had dealt with him,
or that he was responsible for his brother's absence. But she
knew that she disliked him, and in some way she connected his

name with Harry's misfortune.

Of one thing she was quite certain. Let them— the Mountjoys,
and Prospers, and the rest of the world—think and say what they
would of Harry, she would be true to him. She could understand
that his character might be made to suffer, but should not suffer in

her estimation. Or rather let it suffer so, that should not affect

her love and her truth. She did not say this to herself. By saying
it even to herself she would have committed some default of truth.

She did not whisper it even to her own heart. But within her
heart there was a feeling that, let Harry be right or wrong in what
he had done, even let it be proved, to the satisfaction of all the
world, that he had sinned grievously when he had left the man
stunned and bleeding on the pavement,—for to such details her
mother's story had gone,—still to her he should be braver, more
noble, more manly, more worthy of being loved, than was any
other man. She, perceiving the difficulties that were in store for

her, and looking forward to the misfortune under which Harry
might be placed, declared to herself that he should at least have
one friend who would be true to him.

" Miss Mountjoy, I have come to you with a message from your
aunt." This was said, three or four days after the conversation
between Florence and her mother, by Mr. Anderson, who had
contrived to follow the young lady into a small drawing-room after

luncheon. What was the nature of the message it was not
necessary for us to know. We may be sure that it had been
manufactured by Mr. Anderson for the occasion. He had looked
about and spied, and had discovered that Miss Mountjoy was
alone in the little room. And in thus spying we consider him
to have been perfectly justified. His business at the moment
was that of making love, a business which is allowed to over-

ride all other considerations. Even the making an office copy
of a report made by Mr. Blow for the signature of Sir Magnus,
might, according to our view of life, have been properly laid aside

for such a purpose. When a young man has it in him to make
love to a young lady, and is earnest in his intention, no duty,

however paramount, should be held as a restraint. Such was
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Mr. Anderson's intention at the present moment, and therefore we
think that he was justified in concocting a message from Lady
Mountjoy. The business of love-making warrants any concoction

to which the lover may resort. "But oh! Miss Mountjoy, I am
so glad to have a moment in which I can find you alone." It must
be understood that the amorous young gentleman had not yet

been acquainted with the young lady for quite a fortnight.
" I was just about to go upstairs to my mother," said Florence,

rising to leave the room.
" Oh, bother your mother ! I beg her pardon and yours. I

really didn't mean it. There is such a lot of chaff going on in

that outer room, that a fellow falls into the way of it whether
he likes it or no."

" My mother won't mind it at all ; but I really must go."
" Oh no ! I am sure you can wait for five minutes. I don't

want to keep you for more than five minutes. But it is so hard for a
fellow to get an opportunity to say a few words."

*'What words can you want to say to me, Mr. Anderson?"
This she said with a look of great surprise, as though utterly unable
to imagine what was to follow.

" Well, I did hope that you might have some idea of what my
feelings are."

"Not in the least."
" Haven't you, now ? I suppose I am bound to believe you,

though I doubt whether I quite do. Pray excuse me for saying
this, but it is best to be open." Florence felt that he ought to be
excused for doubting her, as she did know very well what was
coming. "I— I Come, then ; I love you. If I were to go on
beating about the bush for twelve months, I could only come to the

same conclusion."
" Perhaps you might then have considered it better."
" Not in the least. Fancy considering such a thing as that for

twelve months before you speak of it,—not for twelve days."
" So I perceive, Mr. Anderson."
" Well, isn't it best to speak the truth when you're quite sure of

it ? If I were to remain dumb for three months, how should I know
but what someone else might come in the way ?

"

" But you can't expect that I should be so sudden ?"

"That's just where it is. Of course I don't. And yet girls

have to be sudden too."

"Have they?"
" They're expected to be ready with their answer as soon as

they're asked. I don't say this by way of impertinence, but merely
to show that I have some justification. Of course if you like to say
that you must take a week to think of it, I am prepared for that.

Only let me tell my own story first."

" You shall tell your own story, Mr. Anderson ; but I am afraid

it can be to no purpose."
^* Don't say that,—pray don't say that —but do let me tell it."
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Then he paused, but as she remained silent, after a moment he
resumed the eloquence of his appeal. " By George, Miss Mountjoy,
I have been so s'truck of a heap that I do not know whether I am
standing on my head or on my heels. You have knocked me so

completely off my pins that I am not at all like the same person.

Sir Magnus himself says he never saw such a difference. I only
say that to show that I am quite in earnest. Now I am not quite

like a fellow that has no business to fall in love with a girl. I have
four hundred a year besides my place in the Foreign Office. And
then, of course, there are chances.'' In this he alluded to his

brother's failing health, of which he could not explain the details to

Miss Mountjoy on the present occasion. I don't mean to say that

this is very splendid, or that it is half what I should like to lay at

your feet. But a competence is comfortable.''
" Money has nothing to do with it, Mr. Anderson."
" What then ? Perhaps it is that you don't like a fellow. What

girls generally do like is devotion, and, by George ! you'd have
that. The very ground that you tread upon is sweet to me. For
beauty— I don't know how it is, but to my taste there is no one I

ever saw at all like you. You fit me—well, as though you were
made for me. I know that another fellow might say it a deal better,

but no one more truly. Miss Mountjoy, I love you with all my
heart, and I want you to be my wife. Now you've got it."

He had not pleaded his cause badly, and so Florence felt.

That he had pleaded it hopelessly was a matter of course. But he
had given rise to feelings of gentle regard rather than of anger.

He had been honest, and had contrived to make her believe him.
He did not come up to her ideal of what a lover should be, but he
was nearer to it than Mountjoy Scarborough. He had touched her

so closely that she determined at once to tell him the truth, thinking

that she might best in this way put an end to his passion for ever.
" Mr. Anderson," she said, " though I have known it to be vain, I

have thought it best to listen to you, because you asked it."

" I am sure I am awfully obliged to you."

"And I ought to thank you for the kind feeling you have ex-

pressed to me. Indeed, I do thank you. I believe every word you
have said. It is better to show my confidence in your truth than
to pretend to the humility of thinking you untrue."

" It is true ; it is true,—every word of it."

But I am engaged." Then it was sad to see the thorough
change which came over the young man's face. " Of course a girl

does not talk of her own little affairs to strangers, or I would let

you have known this before, so as to have prevented it. But in

truth I am engaged."
"Does Sir Magnus know it, or Lady Mountjoy?"
"I should think not."
" Does your mother ?

"

" Now you are taking advantage of my confidence and pressing

your questions too closely. But my mother does know of it. 1
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will tell you more,—she does not approve of it. But it is fixed in

heaven itself. It may well be that I shall never be able to marry
the gentleman to whom I allude, but most certainly I shall marry
no one else. I have told you this because it seems to be necessary
to your welfare, so that you may get over this passing feeling."

" It is no passing feeling/' said Anderson with some tragic

grandeur.
At any rate, you have now my story, and remember, that it is

tnisted to you as a gentleman. I have told it you for a purpose.'*

Then she walked out of the room, leaving the poor young man in

temporary despair.

CHAPTER XVI.

MR. AND MISS GREY.

It was now the middle of October, and it may be said that from
the time in which old Mr. Scarborough had declared his intention

of showing that the elder of his two sons had no right to the pro-

Eerty, Mr. Grey, the lawyer, had been so occupied with the Scar-

orough affairs as to have had left him hardly a moment for other

considerations. He had a partner, who, during these four months,
had in fact carried on the business. One difficulty had grown out

of another till Mr. Grey's whole time had been occupied, and all

his thoughts had been filled with Mr. Scarborough, which is a

matter of much greater moment to a man than the loss of his time.

The question of Mountjoy Scarborough's position had been first

submitted to him in June. October had now been reached, and
Mr. Grey had been out of town only for a fortnight, during which
fortnight he had been occupied entirely in unravelling the mystery.

He had at first refused altogether to have anything to do with the

unravelling, and had desired that some other lawyer might be em-
ployed. But it had gradually come to pass that he had entered
heart and soul into the case, and, with many execrations on his

own part against Mr. Scarborough, could find a real interest in

nothing else. He had begun his investigations with a thorough
wish to discover that Mountjoy Scarborough was in truth the heir.

Though he had never loved the young man, and, as he went on
with his investigations, became aware that the whole property
would go to the creditors should he succeed in proving that

Mountjoy was the heir, yet for the sake of abstract honesty he was
most anxious that it should be so. And he could not bear to think
that he and other la"\yyers had been taken in by the wily craft of

such a man as the squire of Tretton. It went thoroughly against

the grain with him to have to acknowledge that the estate would
become the property of Augustus. But it was so, and he did
acknowledge it. It was proved to him that, in spite of all the

i
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evidence which he had hitherto seen in the matter, the squire had
not married his wife until after the birth of his eldest son. He did
acknowledge it, and he said bravely that it must be so. Then
there came down upon him a crowd of enemies in the guise of

baffled creditors, all of whom believed, or professed to believe, that

he, Mr. Grey, was in league with the squire to rob them of their

rights. If it could be proved that Mountjoy had no claim to the
property, then would it go nominally to Augustus, who, according
to their own showing, was also one of the confederates, and the

property could thus, they said, be divided. Very shortly the squire

would be dead, and then the confederates would get everything,

to the utter exclusion of poor Mr. Tyrrwhit, and poor Mr. Samuel
Hart, and all the other poor creditors who would thus be denuded,
defrauded, and robbed by a lawyer's trick. It was in this spirit

that Mr. Grey was attacked by Mr. Tyrrwhit and the others ; and
Mr. Grey found it very hard to bear.

And then there was another matter which was also very grievous
to him. If it were as he now stated ; if the squire had been guilty

of this fraud ; to what punishment would he be subjected ? Mount-
joy was declared to have been innocent. Mr. Tyrrwhit, as he put
the case to his own lawyers, laughed bitterly as he made this

suggestion. And Augustus was, of course, innocent. Then there

was renewed laughter. And Mr. Grey ! Mr. Grey had, of course,

been innocent. Then the laughter was very loud. Was it to be
believed that anybody could be taken in by such a story as this 1

There was he, Mr. Tyrrwhit ; he had ever been known as a sharp
fellow ; and Mr. Samuel Hart, who was now away on his travels

;

and the others,—they were all of them sharp fellows. Was it to

be believed, that such a set of gentlemen, so keenly alive to their

own interest, should be made the victims of such a trick as this ?

Not if they knew it ! Not if Mr. Tyrrwhit knew it

!

It was in this shape that the matter reached Mr. Grey's ears
;

and then it was asked, if it were so, what would be the punishment
to which they would be subjected who had defrauded Mr. Tyrrwhit
of his just claim ? Mr. Tyrrwhit, who on one occasion made his

way into Mr. Grey's presence, wished to get an answer to that

question from Mr. Grey. "The man is dying," said Mr. Grey
solemnly.

" Dying ! He is not more likely to die than you are, from all I

hear." At this time rumours of Mr. Scarborough's improved
health had reached the creditors in London. Mr. Tyrrwhit had
begun to believe that Mr. Scarborough's dangerous condition had
been part of the hoax ; that there had been no surgeon's knives,

no terrible operations, no moment of almost certain death. I

don't believe he's been ill at all,'' said Mr. Tyrrwhit.
" I cannot help your belief," said Mr. Grey.

"But because a man doesn't die and recovers, is he on that

account to be allowed to cheat people as he has cheated me, with

impunity ?

"
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" I am not going to defend Mr. Scarborough ; but he has not

in fact cheated you."
" Who has ? Come ; do you mean to tell me that if this goes

on I shall not have been defrauded of a hundred thousand pounds ?

"

Did you ever see Mr. Scarborough on this matter "

" No ; it was not necessary."
" Or have you got his writing to any document ? Have you

anything to show that he knew what his son was doing when he
borrowed money of you Is it not perfectly clear that he knew
nothing about it ?

"

" Of course he knew nothing about it,—then ; at that time. It

was afterwards that his fraud began. When he found that the

estate was in jeopardy, then the falsehood was concocted."
" Ah, there, Mr. Tyrrwhit, I can only say that I disagree with

you. I must express my opinion that if you endeavour to recover

your money on that plea you will be beaten. If you can prove
fraud of that kind, no doubt you can punish those who have been
guilty of it,—me among the number."

^'I say nothing of that," said Mr. Tyrrwhit.
" But if you have been led into your present difficulty by an

illegal attempt on the part of my client to prove an illegitimate son
to have been legitimate, and then to have changed his mind for

certain purposes, I do not see how you are to punish him. The
act will have been attempted and not completed. And it will have
been an act concerning his son, and not concerning you."

" Not concerning me ? " shrieked Mr. Tyrrwhit.
" Certainly not, legally. You are not in a position to prove

that he knew that his son was borrowing money from you on the
credit of the estate. As a fact, he certainly did not know it."

"We shall see about that," said Mr. Tyrrwhit.
" Then you must see about it, but not with my aid. As a fact,

I am telling you all that I know about it. If I could I would prove
Mountjoy Scarborough to be his father's heir tomorrow. Indeed,
I am altogether on your side in the matter,—if you would believe

it." Here Mr. Tyrrwhit again laughed. " But you will not believe

it, and I do not ask you to do so. As it is, we must be opposed to

each other."
" Where is the young man ? " asked Mr. Tyrrwhit.
" Ah ! that is a question I am not bound to answer, even if I

Knew. It is a matter on which I say nothing. You have lent him
money at an exorbitant rate of interest."

" It is not true."
" At any rate it seems so to me ; and it is out of the question

that I should assist you in recovering it. You did it at your own
peril, and not on my advice. Good-morning, Mr. Tyrrwhit."
Then Mr. Tyrrwhit went on his way, not without sundry threats
as to the whole Scarborough family.

It was very hard upon Mr. Grey, because he certainly was an
honest man, and had taken up the matter simply with a view of
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learning the truth. It had been whispered to him within the last

day or two that Mountjoy Scarborough had lately been seen alive,

and gambhng with reckless prodigality at Monte Carlo. It had
only been told to him as probably true ; but he certainly believed

it. But he knew nothing of the details of his disappearance, and
had not been much surprised, as he had never believed that the

young man had been murdered or had made away with himself.

But he had heard before that of the quarrel in the street between
him and Harry Annesley. And the story had been told to him so

as to fall with great discredit on Harry Annesley's head. According
to that story, Henry Annesley had struck his foe during the night,

and left him for dead upon the pavement. Then Mountjoy Scar-

borough had been missing, and Henry Annesley had told no one
of the quarrel. There had been some girl in question. So much
and no more Mr. Grey had heard, and was, of course, inclined to

think that Harry Annesley must have behaved very badly. But of

the mode of Mountjoy's subsequent escape he had heard nothing.

Mr. Grey at this time was living down at Fulham in a small
old-fashioned house which overlooked the river, and was called the
Manor House. He would have said that it was his custom to go
home every day by an omnibus, but he did in truth almost always
remain at his office so late as to make it necessary that he should
return by a cab. He was a man fairly well to do in the world, as

he had no one depending on him but one daughter ;—no one, that

is to say, whom he was obliged to support. But he had a married
sister with a scapegrace husband and six daughters, whom, in fact,

he did support. Mrs. Carroll, with the kindest intentions in the

world, had come and lived near him. She had taken a genteel new
house in Bolsover Terrace, on the Fulham Road, about a quarter
of a mile from her brother. Mr. Grey lived in the old Manor House,
a small uncomfortable place, which had a nook of its own, close

upon the water, and with a lovely little lawn. It was certainly

most uncomfortable as a gentleman's residence, but no consideration

would induce Mr. Grey to sell it. There were but two sitting-rooms

in it, and one was for the most part uninhabited. The upstairs

drawing-room was furnished, but anyone with half an eye could see
that it was never used. A stray " caller " might be shown up there,

but callers of that class were very uncommon in Mr. Grey's estab-

lishment. With his own domestic arrangements Mr. Grey would
have been quite contented, had it not been for Mrs. Carroll. It was
now some years since he had declared that though Mr. Carroll,

—

or Captain Carroll as he had then been called,—was an improvident,
worthless, drunken Irishman, he would never see his sister want.
The consequence was that Carroll had come with his wife and six

daughters, and taken a house close to him. There are such whips
and scorns " in the world to which a man shall be so subject as to

have the whole tenor of his life changed by them. The hero bears
them heroically, making no complaints to those around him. The
common man shrinks, and squeals, and cringes, so that he is known
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to those around him as one specially persecuted. In this respect

Mr. Grey was a grand hero. When he spoke to his friends of

Mrs. Carroll, his friends were taught to believe that his outside

arrangements with his sister were perfectly comfortable. No
doubt there did creep out among those who were most intimate

with him a knowledge that Mr. Carroll,—for the captain had in

truth never been more than a lieutenant, and had now long
since sold out, — was impecunious, and a trouble rather than
otherwise. But I doubt whether there was a single inhabitant ot

the neighbourhood of Fulham who was aware that Mrs. Carroll

and the Misses Carroll cost Mr. Grey on an average above six

hundred a year.

There was one in Mr. Grey's family to whom he was so attached
that he would, to oblige her, have thrown over the whole Carroll

family ; but of this that one person would not hear. She hated the

whole Carroll family with an almost unholy hatred, of which she
herself was endeavouring to repent daily, but in vain. She could
not do other than hate them ; but she could do other than allow

her father to withdraw his fostering protection,—for this one person
was Mr. Grey's only daughter and his one close domestic associate.

Miss Dorothy Grey was known well to all the neighbourhood, and
was both feared and revered. As we shall have much to do with
her in the telling of our story, it may be well to make her stand
plainly before the reader's eyes. In the first place it must be under-
stood that she was motherless, brotherless, and sisterless. She had
been Mr. Grey's only child, and her mother had been dead for

fifteen or sixteen years. She was now about thirty years of age,

but was generally regarded as ranging somewhere between forty

and fifty. If she isn't nearer fifty than forty, I'll eat my old

shoes," said a lady in the neighbourhood to a gentleman. "I've
known her these twenty years, and she's not altered in the least."

As Dolly Grey had been only ten twenty years ago, the lady must
have been wrong. But it is singular how a person's memory of

things may be created out of their present appearances. Dorothy
herself had apparently no desire to set right this erroneous
opinion which the neighbourhood entertained respecting her. She
did not seem to care whether she was supposed to be thirty, or

forty, or fifty. Of youth, as a means of getting lovers^, she enter-

tained a profound contempt. That no lover would ever come she
was assured, and would not at all have known what to do with one
had he come. The only man for whom she had ever felt the

slightest regard was her father. For some women about she did
entertain a passionless, well-regulated affection, but they were
generally the poor, the afflicted, or the aged. It was, however,
always necessary that the person so signalised should be submissive.

Now Mrs. Carroll, Mr. Grey's sister, had long since shown that she
was not submissive enough, nor were the girls, the eldest of whom
was a pert, ugly, well-grown minx, now about eighteen years old.

Th<^ second sister, who was seventeen, was supposed to be a beauty
;

H
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but which of the two was the more odious in the eyes of thelf

cousin it would be impossible to say.

Miss Dorothy Grey was Dolly only to her father. Had anyone
else so ventured to call her, she would have started up at once, the

outraged aged female of fifty. Even her aunt, who was trouble

enough to her, felt that it could not be so. Her uncle tried it once,

and she declined to come into his presence for a month ; letting it

be fully understood that she had been insulted.

And yet she was not, according to my idea, by any means an
ill-favoured young woman. It is true that she wore spectacles

;

and, as she always desired to have her eyes about with her, she
never put them off when out of bed. But how many German girls

do the like, and are not accounted for that reason to be plain ?

She was tall and well made, we may almost say robust. She had
the full use of all her limbs, and was never ashamed of using

them. I think she was wrong when she would be seen to wheel the

barrow about the garden, and that her hands must have suffered

in her attempts to live down the conventional absurdities of the

world. It is true that she did wear gloves during her gardening,
but she wore them only in obedience to her father's request. She
had bright eyes, somewhat far apart, and well-made, wholesome,
regular features. Her nose was large, and her mouth was large

;

but they were singularly intelligent, and full of humour when she
was pleased in conversation. As to her hair, she was too indifferent

to enable one to say that it was attractive ; but it was smoothed
twice a day, was very copious, and always very clean. Indeed, for

cleanliness from head to foot she was a model. " She is very clean,

but then it's second to nothing to her," had said a sarcastic old

lady, who had meant to imply that Miss Dorothy Grey was not
constant at church. But the sarcastic old lady had known nothing
about it. Dorothy Grey never stayed away from morning church
unless her presence were desired by her father, and for once or

twice that she might do so, she would take her father with her
three or four times—against the grain with him, it must be
acknowledged.

But the most singular attribute of the lady's appearance has
still to be mentioned. She always wore a slouch hat, which from
motives of propriety she called her bonnet, which gave her a
singular appearance, as though it had been put on to thatch her
entirely from the weather. It was made generally of black straw,

and was round, equal at all points of the circle, and was fastened
with broad brown ribbons. It was supposed in the neighbourhood
to be completely weather-tight. The unimaginative nature of Fulham
did not allow the Fulham mind to gather in the fact that, at the
same time, she might possess two or three such hats. But they
were undoubtedly precisely similar, and she would wear them in

London with exactly the same indifference as in the comparatively
rural neighbourhood of her own residence. She would in truth go
up and down in the omnibus, and would do so alone without the
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slightest regard to the opinion of any of her neighbours. The
Carroll girls would laugh at her behind her back, but no Carroll

girl had been seen ever to smile before her face, instigated to do so

by their cousin's vagaries.

But I have not yet mentioned that attribute of Miss Grey's

which is perhaps the most essential in her character. It is

necessary at any rate that they should know it who wish to under-

stand her nature. When it had once been brought home to her

that duty required her to do this thing or the other, or to say this

word or another, the thing would be done or the word said let the

result be what it might. Even to the displeasure of her father, the

word was said or the thing was done. Such a one was Dolly
Grey.

CHAPTER XVII.

MR. GREY DINES AT HOME.

Mr. Grey returned home in a cab on the day of Mr. Tyrrwhit's

visit, not in the happiest humour. Though he had got the best of

Mr. Tyrrwhit in the conversation, still, the meeting, which had been
protracted, had annoyed him. Mr. Tyrrwhit had made accusations

against himself personally which he knew to be false, but which,
having been covered up, and not expressed exactly, he had been
unable to refute. A man shall tell you you are a thief and a
scoundrel in such a manner as to make it impossible for you to

take him by the throat. " You, of course, are not a thief and a
scoundrel," he shall say to you, but shall say it in such a tone of

voice as to make you understand that he conceives you to be both.

We all know the parliamentary mode of giving an opponent the lie

so as to make it impossible that the Speaker shall interfere. Mr.
Tyrrwhit had treated Mr. Grey in the same fashion, and as Mr.
Grey was irritable, thin-skinned, and irascible, and as he would
brood over things of which it was quite unnecessary that a lawyer
should take any cognisance, he went back home an unhappy man.
Indeed, the whole Scarborough affair had been from first to last a
great trouble to him. The work which he was now performing
could not, he imagined, be put into his bill. To that he was
supremely indifferent, but his younger partner thought it a little

hard that all the other work of the firm should be thrown on his

shoulders during the period which naturally would have been his

holidays, and he did make his feelings intelligible to Mr. Grey.
Mr. Grey, who was essentially a just man, saw that his partner was
right, and made offers, but he would not accede to the only pro-

position which his partner made. " Let him go and look for a
lawyer elsewhere," said his partner. They both of them knew that

Mr. Scarborough had been thoroughly dishonest, but he had been
H 2
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an old client. His father before him had been a client of Mr. Grey's
father. It was not in accordance with Mr. Grey's theory to treat

the old man after this fashion. And he had taken intense interest in

the matter. He had, first of all, been sure that Mountjoy Scar-
borough was the heir, and though Mountjoy Scarborough was not
at all to his taste, he had been prepared to fight for him. He had
now assured himself, after most laborious enquiry, that Augustus
Scarborough was the heir, and although in the course of the business

he had come to hate the cautious money-loving Augustus twice
worse than the gambling spendthrift Mountjoy, still, in the cause
of honesty, and truth, and justice, he fought for Augustus against

the world at large, and against even the band of creditors, till the
world at large and the band of creditors began to think that he was
leagued with Augustus,—so as to be one of those who would make
large sums of money out of the irregularity of the affair. This made
him cross, and put him into a very bad humour as he went back to

Fulham.
One thing must be told of Mr. Grey which was very much to

his discredit, and which, if generally known, would have caused his

clients to think him to be unfit to be the recipient of their family
secrets. He told all the secrets to Dolly. He was a man who
could not possibly be induced to leave his business behind him at

his office. It made the chief subject of conversation when he was
at home. He would even call Dolly into his bed-room late at night,

bringing her out of bed for the occasion, to discuss with her some
point of legal strategy,—of legal but still honest strategy which had
just occurred to him. Maybe he had not quite seen his way as to

the honesty, and wanted Dolly's opinion on the subject. Dolly
would come in in her dressing-gown, and, sitting on his bed, would
discuss the matter with him as advocate against the devil. Some-
times she would be convinced ; more frequently she would hold
her own. But the points which were discussed in that way, and
the strength of argumentation which was used on either side, would
have surprised the clients, and the partner, and the clerks, and the

eloquent barrister who was occasionally employed to support this

side or the other. The eloquent barrister, or it might be the client

himself, startled sometimes at the amount of enthusiasm which
Mr. Grey would throw into his argument, would little dream that

the very words had come from the young lady in her dressing-

gown. To tell the truth. Miss Grey thoroughly liked these dis-

cussions, whether held on the lawn, or in the dining-room armchairs,

or during the silent hours of the night. They formed, indeed, the
very salt of her life. She felt herself to be the Conscience of

the firiTj. Her father was the Reason. And the partner, in her
own phraseology, was the—Devil. For it must be understood that

Dolly Grey had a spice of fun about her of which her father had the

full advantage. She would not have called her father's partner the

Devil" to any other ear but her father's. And that her father

knew, understanding also the spirit in which the sobriquet had
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been applied. He did not think that his partner was worse than
another man, nor did he think that his daughter so thought. The
partner, whose name was Barry, was a man of average honesty,

who would occasionally be surprised at the searching justness with

which Mr. Grey would look into a matter after it had been already

debated for a day or two in the office. But Mr. Barry, though he
had the pleasure of Miss Grey's acquaintance, had no idea of the

nature of the duties which she performed in the firm.

" I'm nearly broken-hearted about this abominable business,''

said Mr. Grey, as he went upstairs to his dressing-room. The
normal hour for dinner was half-past six. He had arrived on this

occasion at half-past seven, and had paid a shilling extra to the

cabman to drive him quick. The man, having a lame horse, had
come very slowly, fidgeting Mr. Grey into additional temporary
discomfort. He had got his additional shilling, and Mr. Grey had
only got the additional discomfort. I declare I think he is the

wickedest old man the world ever produced." This he said as
Dolly followed him upstairs ; but Dolly, wiser than her father,

would say nothing about the wicked old man in the servants'

hearing.

In five minutes Mr. Grey came down "dressed,"—by the use of

which word was implied the fact that he had shaken his neckcloth,

washed his hands and face, and put on his slippers. It was under-

stood in the household that though half-past six was the hour
named for dinner, half-past seven was * much more probable time.

Mr. Grey pertinaciously refused to have it changed. " Stare super
vias antiquas^' he had stoutly said when the proposition had been
made to him,—by which he had intended to imply that as during
the last twenty years he had been compelled to dine at half-past

six instead of six, he did not mean to be driven any further in the

same direction. Consequently his cook was compelled to pre-

pare his dinner in such a manner that it might be eaten at one
hour or the other, as chance would have it.

The dinner passed without much conversation other than that

incidental to Mr. Grey's wants and comforts. His daughter knew
that he had been at the office for eight hours, and knew also that

he was not a young man. Every kind of little cosseting was there-

fore applied to him. There was a pheasant for dinner, and it was
essentially necessary in Dolly's opinion that he should have first

the wing quite hot and then the leg, also hot, and that the bread-
sauce should be quite hot on the two occasions. For herself, if

she had had an old crow for dinner it would have been the same
thing. Tea and bread-and-butter were her luxuries, and her tea
and bread-and-butter had been enjoyed three hours ago.

" I declare I think that after all the leg is the better joint of
the two."

** Then why don't you have the two legs ?

"

" There would be a savour of greediness in that, though I know
that the leg will go down, and I shouldn't then be able to draw
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the comparison. I like to have them both, and I like always to be
able to assert my opinion that the leg is the better joint. Now,
how about the apple-pudding ? You said I should have an apple-

pudding." From which it appeared that Mr. Grey was not superior

to having dinner discussed in his presence at the breakfast-table.

The apple-pudding came and was apparently enjoyed. A large

portion of it was put between two plates. " That's for Mrs.
Grimes," suggested Mr. Grey. " I am not quite sure that Mrs.
Grimes is worthy of it." " If you knew what it was to be left

without a shilling of your husband's wages you'd think yourself

worthy.'*

When the conversation about the pudding was over Mr. Grey
ate his cheese, and then sat quite still in his armchair over the fire

while the things were being taken away.
I declare I think he is the wickedest man the world has ever

produced," said Mr. Grey as soon as the door was sliut, thus
showing by the repetition of the words he had before used that his

mind had been intent on Mr. Scarborough rather than on the-

pheasant.
" Why don't you have done with them?"
" That's all very well ; but you wouldn't have done with them

if you had known them all your life."

" I wouldn't spend my time and energies in white-washing any
rascal," said Dolly with vigour.

"You don't know what you'd do. And a man isn't to be left

in the lurch altogether because he's a rascal. Would you have a
murderer hanged without someone to stand up for him?"

Yes, I would," said Dolly thoughtlessly.
" And he mightn't have been a murderer after all ; or not

legally so, which, as far as the law goes, is the same thing."

But this special question had been often discussed between
them, and Mr. Grey and Dolly did not intend to be carried away
by it on the present occasion. " I know all about that," she said ;

but this isn't a case of life and death. The old man is only
anxious to save his property, and throws upon you all the burden
of doing it. He never agrees with you as to anything you say."

As to legal points he does."
" But he always keeps you in hot water, and puts forward so

much villainy that I would have nothing further to do with him.

He has been so crafty that you hardly know now which is in truth

the heir."
" Oh ! yes, I do," said the lawyer. " I know very well, and am

very sorry that it should be so. And I cannot but feel for the

rascal because the dishonest effort was made on behalf of his own
son."

" Why was it necessary ? " said Dolly, with sparks flying from
her eye. " Throughout from the beginning he has been bad,

W'hy was the woman not his wife?

"

"Ah! why indeed? But had his sin consisted only in that, I
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should not have dreamed of refusing my assistance as a family

lawyer. All that v/ould have gone for nothing then."
" When evil creeps in," said Dolly sententiously, ** you cannot

put it right afterwards."
" Never mind about that. We shall never get to the end if you

go back to Adam and Eve."
" People don't go back often enough."
" Bother !

" said Mr. Grey, finishing his second and last glass

of port-wine. " Do keep yourself in some degree to the question

in dispute. In advising an attorney of today as to how he is to

treat a client, you can't do any good by going back to Adam and
Eve. Augustus is the heir, and I am bound to protect the pro-

perty for him from these money-lending harpies. The moment
the breath is out of the old man's body, they will settle down upon
it if we leave them an inch of ground on which to stand. Every
detail of his marriage must be made clear as daylight ; and that

must be done in the teeth of former false statements."

"As far as I can see the money-lending harpies are the

honestest lot of people concerned."

"The law is not on their side. They have got no right. The
estate, as a fact, will belong to Augustus the moment his father

dies. Mr. Scarborough endeavoured to do what he could for him
whom he regarded as his eldest son. It was very wicked. He
was adding a second and worse crime to the first. He was flying

in the face of the laws of his country. But he was successful ; and
he threw dust into my eyes, because he wanted to save the pro-

perty for the boy. And he endeavoured to make it up to his

second son, by saving for him a second properly. He was not
selfish ; and I cannot but feel for him."

" But you say he is the wickedest man the world ever produced."
" Because he boasts of it all, and cannot be got in any way to

repent. He gives me my instructions as though from first to last

he had been a highly honourable man, and only laughs at me when
I object. And yet he must know that he may die any day. He
only wishes to have this matter set straight so that he may die. I

could forgive him altogether if he would but once say that he was
sorry for what he'd done. But he has completely the air of the

fine old head of a family who thinks he is to be put into marble
the moment the breath is out of his body, and that he richly

deserves the marble he is put into."

"That is a question between him and his God,'' said Dolly.
" He hasn't got a God. He believes only in his own reason,

—

and is content to do so, lying there on the very brink of eternity.

He is quite content with himself, because he thinks that he has not
been selfish. He cares nothing that he has robbed everyone all

round. He has no reverence for property and the laws which
govern it. He was born only with the life-interest ; and he has
determined to treat it as though the fee-simple had belonged to

him. It is his utter disregard for law,—for what the law has
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decided, which makes me declare him to have been the wickedest
man the world ever produced/'

" It is his disregard for truth which makes you think so."

He cares nothing for truth. He scorns it, and laughs at it.

And yet about the little things of the world he expects his word to

be taken as certainly as that of any other gentleman."
I would not take it."

" Yes, you would, and would be right too. If he would say he'd
pay me a hundred pounds tomorrow, or a thousand, I would have
his word as soon as any other man's bond. And yet he has utterly

got the better of me, and made me believe that a marriage took
place, when there was no marriage. I think I'll have a cup of tea.'*

" You won't go to sleep, papa ?
"

" Oh ! yes, I shall. When I've been so troubled as that I must
have a cup of tea."

Mr. Grey was often troubled, and as a consequence Dolly was
called up for consultation in the middle of the night.

At about one o'clock there came the well-known knock at

Dolly's door, and the usual invitation. Would she come into her
father's room for a few minutes Then her father trotted back to

his bed, and Dolly of course followed him as soon as she had
clothed herself decently. The fact is, my dear, he wants me to

go down to Tretton at once."
" Why didn't you tell me ?

"

" I thought I had made up my mind not to go ; or I thought
rather that I should be able to make up my mind not to go. But
it is possible that down there I may have some effect for good."

" What does he want of you ?

"

" There is a long question about raising money with which
Augustus desires to buy the silence of the creditors."

" Could he get the money ? " asked Dolly.
" Yes, I think he could. The property at present is altogether

unembarrassed. To give Mr. Scarborough his due he has never
put his name to a scrap of paper. Nor has he had occasion to do
so. The Tretton pottery people want more land, or rather more
water, and a large sum of money will be forthcoming. But he
doesn't see the necessity of giving Mr. Tyrrwhit a penny-piece, or

certainly Mr. Hart. He would send them away howling without a
scruple. Now Augustus is anxious to settle with them, for some
reason which I do not clearly understand. But he wishes to do
so without any interference on his father's part. In fact, he and
his father have very different ideas as to the property. The squire

regards it as his, but Augustus thinks that any day may make it

his own. In fact, they are on the very verge of quarrelling." Then
after a long debate Dolly consented that her father should go
down to Tretton, and act if possible the part of peace-maker.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

THE CARROLL FAMILY.

*' Aunt Carroll is coming to dinner today,** said Dolly the next

day with a serious face.

" I know she is. Have a nice dinner for her. I don't think she

ever has a nice dinner at home."
" And the three eldest girls are coming."
''Three!"
You asked them yourself on Sunday."

" Very well. They said their papa would be away on business."

It was understood that Mr. Carroll was never asked to the Manor
House.

" Business ! There is a club he belongs to where he dines and
gets drunk once a month. It's the only thing he does regularly."

"They must have their dinner, at any rate/' said Mr. Grey. I

don't think they should suffer because he drinks." This had been
a subject much discussed between them, but on the present occasion

Miss Grey would not renew it. She despatched her father in a cab,

the cab having been procured because he was supposed to be a
quarter of an hour late, and then went to work to order dinner.

It has been said that Miss Grey hated the Carrolls ; but she
hated the daughters worse than the mother, and of all the people
she hated in the world she hated Amelia Carroll the worst. Amelia,
the eldest, entertained an idea that she was more of a personage in

the world's eyes than her cousin—that she went to more parties,

which certainly was true if she went to any—that she wore finer

clothes, which was also true, and that she had a lover, whereas
Dolly Grey—as she called her cousin behind her back—had none.
This lover had something to do with horses, and had only been
heard of, had never been seen at the Manor House. Sophy was a
good deal hated also, being a forward, flirting, tricky girl of seven-

teen, who had just left the school at which Uncle John had paid for

her education. Georgina, the third, was still at school under similar

circumstances, and was pardoned her egregious noisiness and romp-
ing propensities under the score of youth. She was sixteen, and
was possessed of terrible vitality. " I am sure they take after their

father altogether," Mr. Grey had once said when the three left the
Manor House together.

At half-past six punctually they came. Dolly heard a great
clatter of four people leaving their clogs and cloaks in the hall, and
would not move out of the unused drawing-room, in which for the
moment she was seated. Betsey had to prepare the dinner-table
downstairs, and would have been sadly discomfited had she been
driven to do it in the presence of three Carroll girls. For it must
be understood that Betsey had no greater respect for the Carroll
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girls than her mistress. " Well ! Aunt Carroll, how does the world
use you ?

"

" Very badly. You haven't been up to see me for ten days."
" I haven't counted ; but when I do come I don't often do any

good. How are Minna, and Brenda, and Potsey?"
" Poor Potsey has got a nasty boil under her arm."

It comes from eating too much toffy," said Georgina. " I told

her it would."
How very nasty you are !

" said Miss Carroll. Do leave the

child and her ailments alone,"
*^ Poor papa isn't very well either," said Sophy, who was supposed

to be her father's pet.
" I hope his state of health will not debar him from dining with

his friends tonight," said Miss Grey.
" You have always something ill-natured to say about papa,"

said Sophy.
" Nothing will ever keep him back when conviviality demands

his presence." This came from his afflicted wife, who, in spite of

all his misfortunes, would ever speak with some respect of her hus-
band's employments. " He wasn't at all in a fit state to go tonight,

but he had promised and that was enough."
When they had waited three-quarters of an hour Amelia began

to complain,—certainly not without reason. " I wonder why Uncle
John always keeps us waiting in this way

" Papa has, unfortunately, something to do with his time which
is not altogether his own." There was not much in these words,
but the tone in which they were uttered would have crushed anyone
more susceptible than Amelia Carroll. But at that moment the

cab arrived, and Dolly went down to meet her father.
" Have they come ?" he asked.
" Come !

" she answered, taking his gloves and comforter from
him, and giving him a kiss as she did so. " That girl upstairs is

nearly famished."
" I won't be half a moment," said the repentant father, hastening

upstairs to go through the ordinary dressing arrangement.
*' I wouldn't hurry for her," said Dolly ;

" but of course you'll

hurry. You always do ; don't you, papa 1 " Then they sat down
to dinner.

" Well ! girls, what is your news ?

"

" We were out today on the Brompton Road," said the
eldest, "and there came up Prince Chitakov's drag with four

roans."
" Prince Chitakov ! I didn't know there was such a prince."
" Oh ! dear yes ; with very stiff moustachios, turned up high at

the corners, and pink cheeks, and a very sharp, nobby-looking hat,

with a light-coloured grey coat, and light gloves. You must know
the prince."

" Upon my word I never heard of him, my dear. What did the
prince do 1

"
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'* He was tooling his own drag, and he had a lady with him on
the box. I never saw anything more tasty than her dress,—dark
red silk with little fluffy fur ornaments all over it. I wonder who
she was ?

"

" Mrs. Chitakov, probably," said the attorney.
" I don't think the prince is a married man," said Sophy.
" They never are, for the most part," said Amelia ;

" and she

wouldn't be Mrs. Chitakov, Uncle John."
^* Wouldn't she now What would she be } Can either

of you tell me what the wife of a Prince Chitakov would call

herself.?"

Princess of Chitakov, of course," said Sophy. " It's the

Princess of Wales."
**But it isn't the Princess of Christian, nor yet the Princess of

Teck, nor the Princess of England. I don't see why the lady

shouldn't be Mrs. Chitakov, if there is such a lady."
" Papa, don't bamboozle her," said his daughter.
" But," continued the attorney, " why shouldn't the lady

have been his wife .? Don't married ladies wear little fluffy fur

ornaments ?
"

I wish, John, you wouldn't talk to the girls in that strain," said

their mother. It really isn't becoming."
" To suggest that the lady was the gentleman's wife ?

"

" But I was going to say," continued Amelia, "that as the prince

drove by he kissed his hand—he did, indeed. And Sophy and I

were walking along as demurely as possible, I never w^as so knocked
of a heap in all my life."

" He did," said Sophy. " It's the most impertinent thing I ever
heard. If my father had seen it he'd have had the prince off the

box of the coach in no time."
** Then, my dear," said the attorney, ** I am very glad that your

father did not see it." Poor Dolly, during this conversation about
the prince, sat angry and silent, thinking to herself in despair of

what extremes of vulgarity even a first cousin of her own could be
guilty. That she should be sitting at a table with a girl who could
boast that a reprobate foreigner had kissed his hand to her from
the box of a fashionable four-horsed coach ! For it was in that

light that Miss Grey regarded it. " And did you have any further

adventures besides this memorable encounter with the prince?

"

" Nothing nearly so interesting," said Sophy.
That was hardly to be expected," said the attorney. " Jane,

will you have a glass of port wine ? Girls, you must have a glass

of port wine to support you after your disappointment with the

prince."
" We were not disappointed in the least," said Amelia.
" Pray, pray let the subject drop," said Dolly.

"That is because the prince did not kiss his hand to you,"

said Sophy. Then Miss Grey sank again into silence, crushed
beneath this last blow.
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In the evening, when the dinner things had been taken away,
a matter of business came up, and took the place of the prince
and his moustachios. Mrs. Carroll was most anxious to know
whether her brother could " lend " her a small sum of twenty
pounds. It came out in conversation that the small sum was
needed to satisfy some imperious demand made upon Mr. Carroll

by a tailor. " He must have clothes, you know," said the poor
woman, wailing. " He doesn't have many, but he must have some."
There had been other appeals on the same subject made not very
long since, and to tell the truth, Mr. Grey did require to have the
subject argued in fear of the subsequent remarks which would be
made to him afterwards by his daughter if he gave the money too
easily. The loan had to be arranged in full conclave, as otherwise
Mrs. Carroll would have found it difficult to obtain access to her
brother's ear. But the one auditor whom she feared was her niece.

On the present occasion Miss Grey simply took up her book to

show that the subject was one which had no interest for her ; but
she did undoubtedly listen to all that was said on the subject.

*' There was never anything settled about poor Patrick's clothes,"

said Mrs. Carroll in a half whisper. She did not care how much
her own children heard, and she knew how vain it was to attempt
so to speak that Dolly should not hear.

" I dare say something ought to be done at some time," said

Mr. Grey, who knew that he would be told, when the evening was
over, that he would give away all his substance to that man if he
were asked.

"Papa has not had a new pair of trousers this year," said

Sophy.
" Except those green ones he wore at the races," said Georgina.
" Hold your tongue, miss," said her mother. " That was a pair

that I made up for him and sent them to the man to get pressed."
*' When the hundred a year was arranged for all our dresses,"

said Amelia, " not a word was said about papa. Of course, papa
is a trouble."

" I don't see that he is more of a trouble than anyone else,"

said Sophy. " Uncle John would not like not to have any clothes."
" No, I should not, my dear."

"And his own income is all given up to the house uses." Here
Sophy touched imprudently on a sore subject. His " own " income
consisted of what had been saved out of his wife's fortune, and
was thus named as in opposition to the larger sum paid to Mrs.
Carroll by Mr. Grey. There was one hundred and fifty pounds a
year coming from settled property, which had been preserved by the

lawyer's care, and which was regarded in the family as papa's own."
It certainly is essential for respectability that something should

be set apart from a man's income for his wearing apparel ; and
though the money was, perhaps, improperly so designated, Dolly
would not have objected had she not thought that it had already

gone to the racecourse, in company with the green trousers. She
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had her own means of obtaining information as to the Carroll

family. It was very necessary that she should do so, if the family

was to be kept on its legs at all. " I don't think any good can
Qome from discussing what my uncle does with the money." This

was Dolly's first speech. " If he is to have it, let him have it, but

let him have as little as possible."
" I never heard anybody so cross as you always are to papa,"

said Sophy.
** Your cousin Dorothy is very fortunate," said Mrs. Carroll.

"She does not know what it is to want for anything.'*
** She never spends anything—on herself," said her father. " It

is Dolly's only fault that she won't."
" Because she has it all done for her," said Amelia.
Dolly had gone back to her book, and disdained to make any

further reply. Her father felt that quite enough had been said

about it, and was prepared to give the twenty pounds, under the

idea that he might be thought to have made a stout fight upon the

subject. " He does want them very badly—for decency's sake,"

said the poor wife, thus winding up her plea. Then Mr. Grey got

out his cheque book and wrote the cheque for twenty pounds.
But he made it payable, not to Mr., but to Mrs. Carroll.

" I suppose, papa, nothing can be done about Mr. Carroll."

This was said by Dolly as soon as the family had withdrawn.
" In what way * done,' my dear ?

"

"As to settling some further sum for himself."
" He'd only spend it, my dear."

That would be intended," said Dolly.
" And then he would come back just the same."
" But in that case he should have nothing more. Though they

were to declare that he hadn't a pair of trousers in which to appear
at a racecourse, he shouldn't have it."

My dear," said Mr. Grey, " you cannot get rid of the gnats of

the world. They will buzz and sting and be a nuisance. Poor
Jane suffers worse from this gnat than you or I. Put up with it

;

and understand in your own mind that when he comes for another
twenty pounds he must have it. You needn't tell him, but so it

must be.''

If I had my way," said Dolly after ten minutes' silence, " I

would punish him. He is an evil thing, and should be made to

reap the proper reward- It is not that I wish to avoid my share of

the world's burdens ; but that justice should be done. I don't

know which I hate the worst,—Uncle Carroll or Mr. Scarborough."
The next day was Sunday, and Dolly was very anxious before

breakfast to induce her father to say that he would go to church
with her ; but he was inclined to be obstinate, and fell back upon
his usual excuse, saying that there were Scarborough oapers which
it would be necessary that he should read before he started for

Tretton on the following day. " Papa, I think it would do you good
if you came."
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" Well, yes ; I suppose it would. That is the intention, but
somehow it fails with me sometimes."

"Do you think that you hate people when you go to church, as

much as when you don't ?
"

" I am not sure that I hate anybody very much.''
" I do."

That seems an argument for your going."
But if you don't hate them it is because you won't take the

trouble, and that again is not right. If you would come to church
you would be better for it all round. You'd hate Uncle Carroll's

idleness and abominable self-indulgence worse than you do."
" I don't love him as it is, my dear."
" And I should hate him less. I felt last night as though I

could rise from my bed, and go and murder him."
" Then you certainly ought to go to church."
And you had passed him off just as though he were a gnat

from which you were to receive as little annoyance as possible,

forgetting the influence he must have on those six unfortunate
children. Don't you know that you gave her that twenty pounds
simply to be rid of a disagreeable subject ?

"

*' I should have given it ever so much sooner, only that you
were looking at me."

" I know you would, you dear, sweet, kind-hearted, but most
unchristian father. You must come to church in order that some
idea of what Christianity demands of you may make its way into

your heart. It is not what the clergyman may say of you, but that

your mind will get away for two hours from that other reptile and
his concerns." Then Mr. Grey, with a loud .long sigh, allowed his

boots, and his gloves, and his church-going hat, and his church-
going umbrella to be brought to him. It was, in fact, his aversion
to these articles that Dolly had to encounter.

It may be doubted whether the church services of that day did

Mr. Grey much good ; but they seemed to have had some effect

upon his daughter, from the fact that in the afternoon she wrote a
letter in kindly words to her aunt. " Papa is going to Tretton, and
I will come up to you on Tuesday. I have got a frock which I will

bring with me as a present for Potsey ; and I will make her sew on
the buttons for herself. Tell Minna I will lend her that book I

spoke of. About those boots, I will go with Georgina to the boot-

maker." But as to Amelia and Sophy she could not bring herself

to say a good-natured word, so deep in her heart had sunk that sin

of which they had been guilty with reference to Prince Chitakov.
On that night she had a long discussion with her father re-

specting the affairs of the Scarborough family. The discussion was
held in the dining-room, and may, therefore, be supposed to have
been premeditated. Those at night in Mr. Grey's own bed-room
were generally the result of sudden thought. *^

I should lay down
the law to him," began Dolly.

The law is the law/' said her father.
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** I don't mean the law in that sense. I should tell him firmly

what I advised, and should then make him understand that if he
did not follow my advice I must withdraw. If his son is willing

to pay these money-lenders what sums they have actually advanced,
and if by any effort on his part the money can be raised, let it be
done. There seems to be some justice in repaying out of the pro-

perty that which was lent to the property, when by Mr. Scarborough's
own doing the property was supposed to go into the eldest son's

hands. Though the eldest son and the money-lenders be spend-
thrifts and profligates alike, there will in that be something of

fairness. Go there prepared with your opinion. But if either

father or son will not accept it, then depart, and shake the dust

from your feet."

" You propose it all, as though it were the easiest thing in the

world."
" Easy or difficult, I would not discuss anything of which the

justice may hereafter be disputed."
What was the result of the consultation on Mr. Grey's mind

he did not declare ; but he resolved to take his daughters advice
in all that she said to him.

CHAPTER XIX.

MR. GREY GOES TO TRETTOrf.

Mr. Grey went down to Tretton with a great bag of papers. In

fact, though he told his daughter that he had to examine them all

before he started, and had taken them to Fulham for that purpose,

he had not looked at them. And, as another fact, the bag was not

opened till he got home again. They had been read,—at any rate,

what was necessary. He knew his subject. The old squire knew
it well. Mr. Grey was going down to Tretton not to convey facts

or to explain the law, but in order that he might take the side

either of the father or of the son. Mr. Scarborough had sent foi

the lawyer to support his view of the case ; and the son had con-

sented to meet him in order that he might the more easily get the

better of his father.

Mr. Grey had of late learned one thing which had before been
dark to him, had seen one phase of this complicated farrago of dis-

honesty which had not before been visible to him. Augustus sus-

pected his father of some further treachery. That he should be
angry at having been debarred from his birthright so long

—

debarred from the knowledge of his birthright—was, Mr. Grey
thought, natural. A great wrong had been done him by his own
father, or had been, at least, intended; and that such a man should
resent it was to have been expected. But of late Mr. Grey had
discovered that it was not in that way that the son's mind worked.
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It was not anger but suspicion that he showed ; and he used his

father^s former treatment of him as a justification for the condem-
nation implied in his thoughts. There is no knowing what an old
man may do who has aheady acted as he had done. It was thus
that he expressed himself both by his words and deeds, and did so
openly in his father's presence. Mr. Grey had not seen them
together, but knew from the letters of both of them that such was
the case. Old Mr. Scarborough scorned his son's suspicions, and
disregarded altogether any words that might be said as to his own
past conduct. He was willing, or half willing, that Mountjoy's
debts should be^ not paid, but settled. But he was willing to do
nothing towards such a step except in his own way. While the
breath was in his body the property was his, and he chose to be
treated as its only master. If Augustus desired to do anything by
"post obits," let him ruin himself after his own fashion. "It is

not very likely that Augustus can raise money by post-obits,

circumstanced as the property is," he had written to Mr. Grey with

a conveyed sneer and chuckle as to the success of his own villainy.

It was as though he had declared that the money-lenders had been
too well instructed as to what tricks Mr. Scarborough could play
with his property to risk a second venture.

Augustus had in truth been awaiting his father's death with
great impatience. It was unreasonable that a man should live who
had acted in such a way and who had been so cut about by the
doctors. His father's demise had in truth been promised to him,
and to all the world. It was an understood thing, in all circles

which knew anything, that old Mr. Scarborough could not live

another month. It had been understood some time, and was under-
stood at the present moment ; and yet Mr. Scarborough went on
living—no doubt as an invalid in the last stage of probable disso-

lution, but still with the full command of his intellect and mental
powers for mischief. Augustus, suspecting him as he did, had
begun to fear that he might live too long. His brother had disap-

peared, and he was the heir. If his father would die,—such had
been his first thought,—he could settle with the creditors im-
mediately, before any tidings should be heard of his brother. But
tidings had come. His brother had been seen by Mr. Hart at

Monte Carlo, and though Mr. Hart had not yet sent home the news
to the other creditors, the news had been sent at once to Augustus
Scarborough by his own paid attendant upon his brother. Of
Mr. Hart's " little game " he did not yet know the particulars. But
he was confident that there was some game.

Augustus by no means gave his mother credit for the disgraceful

conduct imputed to her in the story as now told by her surviving

husband. It was not that he believed in the honesty of his mother,
whom he had never known, and for whose memory he cared little ;

but that he believed so fully in the dishonesty of his father. His
father, when he had thoroughly understood that Mountjoy had
enveloped the property in debt, so that nothing but a skeleton.would
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remain when the bonds were paid, had set to work, and by the

ingenuity of his brain had resolved to redeem, as far as the

Scarboroughs were concerned, their estate from its unfortunate

condition. It was so that Augustus beheved. This was the theory

existing in his mind. That his father should have been so clever,

and Mr. Grey so blind, and even Mr. Hart and Mr. Tyrrvvhit so

easily hoodwinked, was remarkable. But so it was,— or might
probably be so. He felt no assurance, but there was ever present

to him the feeling of great danger. But the state of things as

arranged by his father might be established by himself. If he
could get these creditors to give up their bonds while his father's

falsehood was still believed, it would be a great thing. He had
learned by degrees how small a proportion of the money claimed
had in fact been advanced to Mountjoy,and had resolved to confine

himself to paying that. That might now probably be accepted
with gratitude. The increasing value of the estate might bear that

without being crushed. But it should be done at once, while

Mountjoy was still absent, and before Mr. Tyrrwhit at any rate

knew that Mountjoy had not been killed. Then had happened
that accidental meeting with Mr. Hart at Monte Carlo. That idiot

of a keeper of his had been unable to keep Mountjoy from the
gambling-house. But Mr. Hart had as yet told nothing. Mr. Hart
was playing some game of his own, in which he would assuredly be
foiled. The strong hold which Augustus had was in the great

infirmity of his father, and the blindness of Mr. Grey ; but it would
be well the thing should be settled. It ought to have been settled

already by his father's death. Augustus did feel strongly that the
squire ought to complete his work by dying. Were the story, as

now told by him, true, he ought certainly to die, so as to make
rapid atonement for his wickedness. Were it false, then he ought
to go quickly, so that the lie might be effectual. Every day that he
continued to live would go far to endanger the discovery. Augustus
felt that he must at once have the property in his own hands so as
to buy the creditors and obtain security.

Mr. Grey, who was not so blind as Augustus thought him, saw
a great deal of this. Augustus suspected him as well as the squire.

His mind went backwards and forwards on these suspicions. It

was more probable that the squire should have contrived all this

with the attorney's assistance than without it. The two, willing it

together, might be very powerful. But then Mr. Grey would
hardly dare to do it. His father knew that he was dying ; but
Mr. Grey had no such easy mode of immediate escape if detected.

And his father was endowed with a courage as peculiar as it was
great. He did not think that Mr. Grey was so brave a man as his

father. And then he could trace the payment of no large sum to

Mr. Grey,—such as would have been necessary as a bribe in such
a case. Augustus suspected Mr. Grey on and off. But Mr. Grey
was sure that Augustus suspected his own father. Now of one
thing Mr. Grey was certain—Augustas was in truth the rightful

\
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heir. The squire had at first contrived to blind him,—him, Mr.
Grey,—partly by his own acuteness, partly through the carelessness

of himself and those in his office, partly by the subornation of

witnesses who seemed to have been actually prepared for such an
event. But there could be no subsequent blinding. Mr. Grey had
a well-earned reputation for professional acuteness and honesty.

He knew there was no need for such suspicions as those now
entertained by the young man ; but he knew also that they existed,

and he hated the young man for entertaining them.
When he arrived at Tretton Park he first of all saw Mr. Sep-

timus Jones, with whom he was not acquainted.
*' Mr. Scarborough will be here directly. He is out somewhere

about the stables," said Mr. Jones, in that tone of voice with which
a guest at the house,—a guest for pleasure,—may address some-
times a guest who is a guest on business. In such a case the guest

on pleasure cannot be a gentleman, and must suppose that the

guest on business is not one either.

Mr. Grey, thinking that the Mr. Scarborough spoken of could

not be the squire, put Mr. Jones right. "It is the elder Mr.
Scarborough whom I wish to see. There is quite time enough.
No doubt Miss Scarborough will be down presently."

^'You are Mr. Grey, I believe?"
" That is my name."
" My friend, Augustus Scarborough, is particularly anxious to

see you before you go to his father. The old man is in very failing

health, you know."
" I am well acquainted with the state of Mr. Scarborough's

health," said Mr. Grey, " and will leave it to himself to say when I

shall see him. Perhaps tomorrow will be best." Then he rang
the bell ; but the servant entered the room at the same moment,
and summoned him up to the squire's chamber. Mr. Scarborough
also wished to see Mr. Grey before his son, and had been on the

alert to watch for his coming.
On the landing he met Miss Scarborough.
" He does not seem to keep up his strength," said the lady.

" Mr. Merton is living in the house now, and watches him very
closely."

Mr. Merton was a resident young doctor, whom Sir William
Brodrick had sent down to see that all medical appliances were at

hand, as the sick man might require them. Then Mr. Grey was
shown in, and found the squire recumbent on a sofa, with a store

of books within his reach, and reading apparatuses of all descrip-

tions, and every appliance which the ingenuity of the skilful can
prepare for the relief of the sick and wealthy.

"This is very kind of you, Mr. Grey," said the squire, speaking
in a cheery voice. " I wanted you to come very much, but I

hardly thought that you would take the trouble. Augustus is here,

you know."
" So I have heard from that gentleman downstairs.'*
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" Mr. Jones ? I have never had the pleasure of seeing Mr. Jones.

What sort of a gentleman is Mr. Jones to look at ?"
*' Very much like other gentlemen."
" I dare say. He has done me the honour to stay a good deal

at my house lately. Augustus never comes without him. He is

*Fidus Achates,' I take it, to Augustus. Augustus has never asked
whether he can be received. Of course it does not matter. When
a man is the eldest son, and, so to say, the only one, he is apt to

take liberties with his father's house. I am so sorry that in my
position I cannot do the honours, and receive them properly. He
is a very estimable and modest young man, I believe.'"' As
Mr. Grey had not come down to Tretton either to be a spy on
Mr. Jones, or to answer questions concerning him, he held his

tongue. "Well! Mr. Grey, what do you think about it—eh?"
This was a comprehensive question, but Mr. Grey well understood
its purport. What did he, Mr. Grey, think of the condition to

which the affairs of Tretton had been brought, and those of

Mr. Scarborough himself and his two sons? What did he think
of Mountjoy, who had disappeared and was still absent? What
did he think of Augustus, who was not showing his gratitude in

the best way for all that had been done for him ? And what did

he think of the squire himself, who from his death-bed had so well

contrived to have his own way in everything,—to do all manner of

illegal things without paying any of the penalties to which illegality

is generally subjected? And having asked the question he paused
for an answer.

Mr. Grey had had no personal interview with the squire since

the time at which it had been declared that Mountjoy was not the
heir. Then some very severe words had been spoken. Mr. Grey
had first sworn that he did not believe a word of what was said to

him, and had refused to deal with the matter at all. If carried

out Mr. Scarborough must take it to some other law^yer's offices.

There had, since that, been a correspondence as to much of which
Mr. Scarborough had been forced to employ an amanuensis.
Gradually Mr. Grey had assented, in the first instance on behalf
of Mountjoy, and then on behalf of Augustus. But he had done
so in the expectation that he should never again see the squire in

this world. He, too, had been assured that the man would die,

and had felt that it would be better that the management of things
should then be in honest hands, such as his own, and in the hands
of those who understood them, than be confided to those w^ho did
not understand them, and who might probably not be honest. But
the squire had not died, and here he was again at Tretton as the
squire's guest. " I think," said Mr. Grey, " that the less said about
a good deal of it, the better."

" That, of course, is sweeping condemnation, which, however, I

expect. Let that be all as though it had been expressed. You
don't understand the inner man which rules me,—how it has
struggled to free itself from conventionalities. Nor do I quite

I 2
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understand how your inner man has succumbed to them and
encouraged them."

" I have encouraged an obedience to the laws of my country.

Men generally find it safer to do so."
" Exactly ; and men like to be safe. Perhaps a condition of

danger has had its attractions for me. It is very stupid, but per-

haps it is so. But let that go. The rope has been round my own
neck and not that of others. Perhaps I have thought of late that

if danger should come I could run away from it all, by the help of

the surgeon. They have become so skilful now that a man has no
chance in that way. But what do you think of Mountjoy and
Augustus ?

"

" I think that Mountjoy has been very ill-used."
" But I endeavoured to do the best I could for him."
" And that Augustus has been worse used."
" But he at any rate has been put right quite in time. Had he

been brought up as the eldest son he might have done as Mountjoy
did." Then there came a little gleam of satisfaction across the
squire's face as he felt the sufficiency of his answer. " But they are
neither of them pleased."

" You cannot please men by going wrong, even in their own
behalf."

I'm not so sure of that. Were you to say that we cannot please

men ever by doing right on their behalf you would perhaps be
nearer the mark. Where do you think that Mountjoy is ? " A
rumour had reached Mr. Grey that Mountjoy had been seen at

Monte Carlo, but it had been only a rumour. The same had in

truth reached Mr. Scarborough, but he chose to keep his rumour to

himself. Indeed, more than a rumour had reached him.
*' I think that he will turn up safely," said the lawyer. " I think

that if it were made worth his while he would turn up at once."
" Is it not better that he should be away .'^" Mr. Grey shrugged

his shoulders. " What's the good of his coming back into a nest of

hornets ? I have always thought that he did very well to disappear.

Where is he to live if he came back Should he come here ?
"

" Not with his gambling debts unpaid at the club."

That might have been settled. Though, indeed, his gambling
was as a tub that had no bottom to it. There has been nothing
for it but to throw him over altogether. And yet how very much
the better he has been of the two. Poor Mountjoy I

** Poor Mountjoy !

"

" You see, if I hadn't disinherited him I should have had to go
on paying for him till the whole estate would have been squandered
even during my lifetime.''

You speak as though the law had given you the power of
disinheriting him/*

So it did."
*^ But not the power of giving him the inheritance."

I took that upon myself. There I was stronger than the law.
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Now I simply and humbly ask the law to come and help me. And
the upshot is, that Augustus takes upon himself to lecture me and
to feel aggrieved. He is not angry with me for what I did about
Mountjoy, but is quarrelling with me because I do not die. I have
no idea of dying just to please him. I think it important that I

should live just at present."

But will you let him have the money to pay these creditors ?
"

"That is what I want to speak about. If I can see the list of
the sums to be paid, and if you can assure yourself that by paying
them I shall get back all the post-obit bonds which Mountjoy has
given, and that the money can be at once raised upon a joint mort-
gage, to be executed by me and by Augustus, I will do it. But the

first thing must be to know the amount. I will join Augustus in

nothing without your consent. He wants to assume the power
himself. In fact, the one thing he desires is that I shall go. As
long as I remain he shall do nothing except by my co-operation.

I will see you and him tomorrow ; and now you may go and eat

your dinner. I cannot tell you how much obliged I am to you for

coming." And then Mr. Grey left the room, went to his chamber,
and in process of time made his way into the drawing-room.

CHAPTER XX.

MR. GREY^S OPINION OF THE SCARBOROUGH FAMILY.

Had Augustus been really anxious to see Mr. Grey before Mr.
Grey went to his father, he would probably have managed to do
so. He did not always tell Mr. Jones everything. " So the fellow

has hurried up to the governor the moment he came into the house,"
he said.

*^ He's with him now."
Of course he is. Never mind. Pll be even with you in the

long run." Then he greeted the lawyer with a mock courtesy as
soon as he saw him. " I hope your journey has done you no harm,
Mr. Grey."

" Not in the least."
" It's very kind of you, I am sure, to look after our poor concerns

with so much interest. Jones, don't you think it is time they gave
us some dinner ? Mr. Grey, I'm sure, must want his dinner."

All in good time," said the lawyer.
" You shall have your dinner, Mr. Grey. It is the least we can

do for you.''

Mr. Grey felt that in every sound of his voice there was an
insult, and took special notice of every tone and booked them all

down in his memory. After dinner he asked some unimportant
question with reference to the meeting that was to take place in
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the morning, and was at once rebuked. ^*
I do not know that we

need trouble our friend here with our private concerns," he said.

Not in the least," said Mr. Grey. " You have already been
talking about them in my presence and in his. It is necessary
that I should have a list of the creditors before I can advise your
father."

I don't see it ;
but, however, that is for you to judge. Indeed,

I do not know on what points my father wants your advice. A
lawyer generally furnishes such a list." Then Mr. Grey took up a
book, and was soon left alone by the younger men.

In the morning he walked out in the park, so as to have free

time for thought. Not a word further had been said between him
and Augustus touching their affairs. At breakfast Augustus dis-

cussed with his friend the state of the odds respecting some race,

and then the characters of certain ladies. No subjects could have
been less interesting to Mr. Grey, as Augustus was aware. They
breakfasted at ten, and twelve had been named for the meeting.
Mr. Grey had an hour or an hour and a half for his walk, in which
he could turn over in his mind all these matters of which his

thoughts had been full for now many a day.

Of two or three facts he was certain. Augustus was the legiti-

mate heir of his father. Of that he had seen ample documentary
evidence. The word of no Scarborough should go for anything
with him,—and of that fact he was assured. Whether the squire

knew aught of Mountjoy he did not feel sure, but that Augustus
did he was quite certain. Who was paying the bills for the scape-
grace during his travels he could not say, but he thought it

probable that Augustus was finding the money. He, Mountjoy,
was kept away so as to be out of the creditors' way. He thought,
therefore that Augustus was doing this, so that he might the more
easily buy up the debts. But why should Augustus go to the
expense of buying up the debts, seeing that the money must ulti-

mately come out of his own pocket ? Because,—so Mr. Grey
thought,—Augustus would not trust his own father. The creditors,

if they could get hold of Mountjoy when his father was dead
and when the bonds would all become payable, might possibly so

unravel the facts as to make it apparent that after all the property
was Mountjoy's. This was not Mr. Grey's idea, but was Mr.
Grey's idea of the calculation which Augustus was making for his

own government. According to Mr. Grey's reading of all the facts

of the case, such were the suspicions which Augustus entertained

in the matter. Otherwise why should he be so anxious to take a
step which would redound only to the advantage of the creditors ?

He was quite certain that no money would be paid, at any rate by
Augustus, solely with the view of honestly settling their claims.

But there was another subject which troubled his mind ex-

cessively as he walked across the park. Why should he soil his

hands, or, at any rate, trouble his conscience with an affair so

unclean, so perplexed, and so troublesome ? Why was he there at
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Trctton at all to be insulted by a young blackguard such as he
believed Augustus Scarborough to be? Augustus Scarborough, he
knew, suspected him. But he, in return, suspected Augustus
Scarborough. The creditors suspected him. Mountjoy suspected
liim. The squire did not suspect him, but he suspected the squire.

He never could again feel himself to be on comfortable terms of

trusting legal friendship with a man who had played such a prank
in reference to his marriage as this man had performed. Why,
then, should he still be concerned in a matter so distasteful to

him } Why should he not wipe his hands of it all and retreat ?

There was no Act of Parliament compelling him to meddle with

this dirt.

Such were his thoughts. But yet he knew that he was com-
pelled. He (iid feel himself bound to look after interests which he
had taken in hand now for many years. It had been his duty, or

the duty of someone belonging to him, to see into the deceit by
which an attempt had been made to rob Augustus Scarborough of

his patrimony. It had been his duty, for awhile, to protect

Mountjoy, and the creditors who had lent their money to Mountjoy,
from what he believed to be a flagitious attempt. Then, as soon
as he felt that the flagitious attempt had been made previously, in

Mountjoy's favour, it became his duty to protect Augustus, in spite

ol the strong personal dislike which from the hrst he had conceived

for that young man.
And then he, doubtless, had been attracted by the singularity

of all that had been done in the artair, and of all that was likely

to be done. He had said to himself that the matter should be
made straight, and that he would make it straight. Therefore,

during his walk in the park, he resolved that he must persevere.

At twelve o'clock he was ready to be taken up to the sick man's
room. When he entered it, under the custody of Miss Scar-

borough, he found that Augustus was there. The squire was sitting

up, with his feet supported, and was apparently in a good humour.
" Well, Mr. Grey," he said, " have you settled this matter with
Augustus "

" I have settled nothing."
" He has not spoken to me about it at all," said Augustus.

I told him I wanted a list of the creditors. He said that it

was my duty to supply it. That was the extent of our conversation."
" Which he thought it expedient to have in the presence of my

friend, Mr. Jones. Mr. Jones is very well in his way, but he is not
acquainted with all my affairs."

" Your son, Mr. Scarborough, has made no tender to me of

any information."
" Nor, sir, has Mr. Grey sought for any information from me."

During this little dialogue Mr. Scarborough turned his face with a
smile from one to the other without a word.

^' If Mr. Grey has anything to suggest in the way of advice, let

him suggest it," said Augustus.
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" Now, Mr. Grey," said the squire, with the same smile.

"Till I get farther information/' said Mr. Grey, "I can only
limit myself to giving the advice which I offered to you yester-

day."
" Perhaps you will repeat it, so that he may hear it," said the

squire.
" If you get a list of those to whom your son Mountjoy owes

money, and an assurance that the moneys named in that list had
been from time to time lent by them to him,—the actual amount, I

mean,—then I think that, if you and your son Augustus shall to-

gether choose to pay those amounts, you will make the best repara-
tion in your power for the injury you have no doubt done in

having contrived that it should be understood that Mountjoy was
legitimate."

You need not discuss," said the squire, " any injuries that I

have done. I have done a great many, no doubt."
" But," continued the lawyer, " before any such payment is

made, close inquiries should be instituted as to the amounts of
money which have absolutely passed."

" We should certainly be taken in," said the squire. " I have
great admiration for Mr. Samuel Hart. I do believe that it would
be found impossible to extract the truth from Mr. Samuel Hart.
If Mr. Samuel Hart does not make money yet out of poor
Mountjoy I shall be surprised."

" The truth may be ascertained," said Mr. Grey. " You should
get some accountant to examine the cheques."

" When I remember how easy it was to deceive some really

clever men as to the evidence of my marriage," began Mr. Scar-
borough . So the squire began, but then stopped himself with
a shrug of his shoulders. Among the really clever men who had
been easily deceived Mr. Grey was, if not actually first in im-
portance, foremost at any rate in name.

" The truth may be ascertained," Mr. Grey repeated, almost
with a scowl of anger upon his brow.

" Well, yes ; I suppose it may. It will be difficult in opposition
to Mr. Samuel Hart."

" You must satisfy yourselves at any rate. These men will know
that they have no other hope of getting a shilling."

" It is a little hard to make them believe anything," said the

squire. They fancy, you know, that if they could get a hold of

Mountjoy, so as to have him in their hands when the breath is out

of my body and the bonds are really due,—that then it may be
made to turn out that he was really the heir."

" We know that it is not so," said Mr. Grey. At this Augustus
smiled blandly.

" We know. But is it what we can make Mr. Samuel Hart
know ? In truth, Mr. Samuel Hart never allows himself to know
anything,—except the amount of money which he may have at his

bankers'. And it will be difficult to convince Mr. Tyrrwhit. Mr.
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Tyrrwhit is assured that all of us, you and I, and Mountjoy, and
Augustus, are in a conspiracy to cheat him and the others.''

" I don't wonder at it," said Mr. Grey.

"Perhaps not," continued the squire; ''the circumstances, no
doubt, are suspicious. But he will have to find out his mistake.
Augustus is very anxious to pay these poor men their money. It

is a noble feeling on the part of Augustus
;
you must admit that,

Mrw Grey." The irony with which this was said was evident in the

squire's face and voice. Augustus only quietly laughed. The
attorney sat as firm as death. He was not going to argue with
such a statement or to laugh at such a joke. " I suppose it will

come to over a hundred thousand pounds."
" Eighty thousand, I should think," said Augustus. " The

bonds amount to a great deal more than that,—twice that."

"It is for him to judge," said the squire, whether he is bound
by his honour to pay so large a sum to men whom I do not sup-

pose he loves very well."

The estate can bear it," said Augustus.
" Yes, the estate can bear it," said the attorney. " They should

be paid what they have expended. That is my idea. Your son
thinks that their silence will be worth the money."

" What makes you say that ? " demanded Augustus.
"Just my own opinion."
" I look upon it as an insult."
" Would you be kind enough to explain to us what is your

reason for wishing to do this thing?" asked Mr. Grey.
" No, sir ; I decline to give any reason. But those which you

ascribe to me are insulting."
" Will you deny them 1

"

" I will not assent to anything—coming from you, nor will I

deny anything. It is altogether out of your place as an attorney to

ascribe motives to your clients. Can you raise the money so that

it shall be forthcoming at once 1 That is the question.'*
" On your fiither's authority, backed by your signature, I

imagine that I can do so. But I will not answer as a certainty.

The best thing would be to sell a portion of the property. If you
and your father will join, and Mountjoy also with you, it may be
done."

" What has Mountjoy got to do with it ? asked the father.
" You had better have Mountjoy also. There may be some

doubt as to the title. People will think so after the tricks that have
been played." This was said by the lawyer ; but the squire only
laughed. He always showed some enjoyment of the fun which
arose from the effects of his own scheming. The legal world,
with its entails, had endeavoured to dispose of his property, but he
had shown the legal world that it was not an easy task to dispose
of anything in which he was concerned.

" How will you get hold of Mountjoy?" asked Augustus. Then
the two older men only looked at each other. Both of them believed
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that Augustus knew more about his brother than anyone else, " I

think you had better send to Mr. Annesley and ask him."
" What does Annesley know about him ? " asked the squire.
" He was the last person who saw him, at any rate in London."
Are you sure of that ? " said Mr. Grey.
I think I may say that I am. I think, at any rate, that I know

that there was a violent quarrel between them in the streets, a
quarrel in which the two men proceeded to blows, and that Annesley
struck him in such a way as to leave him for dead upon the pave-
ment. Then the young man walked away, and Mountjoy has not

been heard of, or, at least, has not been seen since. That a man
should have struck such a blow, and then, on the spur of the
moment, thinking of his own safety, should have left his opponent,
I can understand. I should not like to be accused of such treat-

ment myself, but I can understand it. I cannot understand that the

man should have been missing altogether, and that then he should
have held his tongue."

How do you know all this ? " asked the attorney.

It is sufficient that I do know it,"

I don't believe a word of it," said the squire.
" Coming from you, of course I must put up with any contra-

diction," said Augustus. " I should not bear it from anyone else,*'

and he looked at the attorney.

One has a right to ask for your authority," said the father.

I cannot give it. A lady is concerned whose name I shall not
mention. But it is of less importance, as his own friends are
acquainted with the nature of his conduct. Indeed, it seems odd
to see you two gentlemen so ignorant as to the matter which has
been a subject of common conversation in most circles. His uncle
means to cut him out from the property."

" Can he too deal with entails ?" said the squire.

He is still in middle life, and he can marry. That is what he
intends to do, so much is he disgusted with his nephew. He has
already stopped the young man's allowance, and swears that he
shall not have a shilling of his money if he can help it. The police

for some time were in great doubt whether they would not arrest him.
I think I am justified in saying that he is a thorough reprobate."

"You are not at all justified," said the father.
" I can only express my opinion, and am glad to say that the

world agrees with me.''
" It is sickening, absolutely sickening," said the squire, turning

to the attorney. You would not believe now "

But he stopped himself.

What would not Mr. Grey believe ? " asked the son.

There is no one knows iDetter than you that after the row in

the street, when Mountjoy was, I believe, the aggressor, he was
again seen by another person. I hate such deceit and scheming."
Here Augustus smiled. " What are you sniggering there at, you
blockhead?"
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"Your hatred, sir, at deceit and scheming. The truth is, that

when a man plays a game well, he does not like to find that he has

any equal. Heaven forbid that I should say that there is rivalry

here. You, sir, are so pre-eminently the first, that no one can
touch you." Then he laughed long, a low, bitter, inaudible laugh,

during which Mr. Grey sat silent.

" This comes well from you," said the father.

" Well, sir, you would try your hand upon me. I have passed
over all that you have done on my behalf. But when you come
to abuse me, I cannot quite take your word as calmly as thouj^h

there had been no—shall I say antecedents ? Now about this

money. Are we to pay it ?

"

" I don't care one straw about the money. What is it to me ?

I don't owe these creditors anything."
" Nor do I."

" Let them rest then, and do the worst they can. But upon the

whole, Mr. Grey," he added, after a pause, I think we had better

pay them. They have endeavoured to be insolent to me, and I

have therefore ignored their claim. I have told them to do their

worst. If my son here will agree with you in raising the money,
and if Mountjoy,—as he, too, is necessary,—will do so, I too will do
what is required of me. If eighty thousand pounds will settle it all,

there ought not to be any difficulty. You can inquire what the

real amount would be. If they choose to hold to their bonds,
nothing will come of it. That's all."

"Very well, Mr. Scarborough. Then I shall know how to pro-

ceed. I understand that Mr. Scarborough, junior, is an assenting

party?'*

Mr. Scarborough, junior, signified his assent by nodding his

head.
" That will do, then, for I think tb^it I have a httle exhausted

myself" Then he turned round upon his couch, as though he
intended to slumber. Mr. Grey left the room and Augustus followed

him ; but not a word was spoken between them. Mr. Grey had an
early dinner and went up to London by an evening train. What
became of Augustus he did not inquire, but simply asked for his

dinner and for a conveyance to the train. These were forthcoming,

and he returned that night to Fulham.
"Well? " said Dolly, as soon as she had got him his slippers

and made him his tea.

" I wish with all my heart I had never seen anyone of the name
of Scarborough."

" That is of course,—but what have you done ?
"

"The father has been a great knave. He has set the laws of

his country at defiance, and should be punished most severely.

And Mountjoy Scarborough has proved himself to be unfit to have
any money in his hands. A man so reckless is little better than a
lunatiCi But compared with Augustus they are both estimable,

amiable men. The father has ideas of philanthropy, and Mountjoy
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is simply mad. But Augustus is as dishonest as either of them, and
is odious also all round." Then at length he explained all that he
had learned, and all that he had advised, and at last went to bed
combating Dolly's idea that the Scarboroughs ought now to be
thrown over altogether.

CHAPTER XXI.

MR. SCARBOROUGH'S THOUGHTS OF HIMSELF.

When Mr. Scarborough was left alone he did not go to sleep, as

he had pretended, but lay there for an hour, thinking of his position

and indulging to the feelings of anger which he now entertained

towards his second son. He had never, in truth, loved Augustus.
Augustus was very like his father in his capacity for organising
deceit, for plotting, and so contriving that his own will should be
in opposition to the wills of all those around him. But they were
thoroughly unlike in the object to be attained. Mr. Scarborough
was not a selfish man. Augustus was selfish and nothing else.

Mr. Scarborough hated the law,—because it was the law, and
endeavoured to put a restraint upon him and others. Augustus
liked the law,—unless when in particular points it interfered with
his own actions. Mr. Scarborough thought that he could do better

than the law. Augustus wished to do worse. Mr. Scarborough
never blushed at what he himself attempted, unless he failed, which
was not often the case. But he was constantly driven to blush for

his son. Augustus blushed for nothing and for nobody. When
Mr. Scarborough had declared to the attorney that just praise was
due to Augustus fo'r the nobility of the sacrifice he was making,
Augustus had understood his father accurately and determined to

be revenged, not because of the expression of his father's thoughts,

but because he had so expressed himself before the attorney. Mr.
Scarborough also thought that he was entitled to his revenge.

When he had been left alone for an hour he rang the bell, which
was close to his side, and called for Mr. Merton.

" Where is Mr. Grey ?

I think he has ordered the waggonette to take him to the

station."

And where is Augustus ?

" I do not know."
And Mr. Jones ? I suppose they have not gone to the station.

Just feel my pulse, Merton. I am afraid I am very weak."
Mr. Merton felt his pulse and shook his head. " There isn't a

pulse, so to speak."
" Oh yes ; but it is irregular. If you will exert yourself so

violently

"That is all very well ; but a man has to exert himself some-
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times, let the penalty be what it may. When do you think that

Sir William will have to come again?" Sir William, when he
came, would come with his knife, and his advent was always to be
feared.

" It depends very much on yourself, Mr. Scarborough. I don't

think he can come very often, but you may make the distances long
or short. You should attend to no business."

" That is absolute rubbish."
" Nevertheless, it is my duty to say so. Whatever arrangements

may be required, they should be made by others. Of course, if you
can do as you have done this morning I can suggest some little

relief. I can give you tonics and increase the amount. But I

cannot resist the evil which you yourself do yourself."
" I understand all about it.'*

You will kill yourself if you go on."
" I don't mean to go on any farther,—not as I have done to-

day ; but as to giving up business, that is rubbish. I have got my
property to manage, and I mean to manage it myself as long as I

live. Unfortunately there have been accidents which make the
management a little rough at times. I have had one of the rough
moments to-day ; but they shall not be repeated. I give you my
word of that. But do not talk to me about giving up my business.

Now I'll take your tonics, and then would you have the kindness to

ask my sister to come to me ?

Miss Scarborough, who w^as always in waiting on her brother,

was at once in the room.
" Martha," he said, ^' where is Augustus ?

"

" I think he has gone out."
" And where is Mr. Septimus Jones ?

'*

" He is with him, John. The two are always together."

'^You would not mind giving my compliments to Mr. Jones,

and telling him that his bed-room is wanted ?

"

His bed-room wanted ! There are lots of bed-rooms, and
no one to occupy them.''

It's a hint that I want him to go ; he'd understand that."
" Would it not be better to tell Augustus ? " asked the lady,

doubting much her power to carry out the instructions given

to her.
" He would tell Augustus. It is not, you see, any objection I

have to Mr. Jones. I have not the pleasure of his acquaintance.

He is a most agreeable young man, Fm sure ; but I do not care to

entertain an agreeable young man without having a word to say on
the subject. Augustus does not think it worth his while even to

speak to me about him. Of course, when I am gone, in a month
or so,— perhaps a week or two,—he can do as he pleases."

Don't, John."
"But it is so. While I live I am master, at least of this house.

I cannot see Mr. Jones, and I do not wish to have another quarrel

with Augustus. Mr. Merton says that every time I get angry it



126 MR, SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.

gives Sir William another chance with the knife. I thought that

perhaps you could do it."

Then Miss Scarborough promised that she would do it, and,
having her brother's health very much at heart, she did do it.

Augustus stood smiling while the message was, in fact, conveyed
to him, but he made no answer. When the lady had done, he
bobbed his head to signify that he had acknowledged the receipt

of it, and the lady retired.

I have got my walking papers," he said to Septimus Jones ten

minutes afterwards.
" I don't know what you mean."
" Don't you 1 Then you must be very thick-headed. My

father has sent me word that you are to be turned out. Of course
he means it for me. He does not wish to give me the power of

saying that he sent me away from his house,—me, whom he has
so long endeavoured to rob,—me, to whom he owes so much for

taking no steps to punish his fraud. And he knows that I can take
none because he is on his death-bed."

" But you couldn't, could you, if he were—were anywhere else?"

Couldn't I ? That's all you know about it. Understand,
however, that I shall start tomorrow morning, and unless you like

to remain here on a visit to him, you had better go with me."
Mr. Jones signified his compliance with the hint, and so

Miss Scarborough had done her work.
Mr. Scarborough, when thus left alone, spent his time chiefly in

thinking of the condition of his sons. His eldest son, Mountjoy,
who had ever been his favourite, whom as a little boy he had spoilt

by every means in his power, was a ruined man. His debts had
all been paid, except the money due to the money-lenders. But
he was not the less a ruined man. Where he was at this moment
his father did not know. All the world knew the injustice of which
he had been guilty on his boy's behalf, and all the world knew the

failure of the endeavour. And now he had made a great and a
successful effort to give back to his legitimate heir all his property.

But in return the second son only desired his death, and almost
told him so to his face. He had been proud of Augustus as a lad,

but he had never loved him as he had loved Mountjoy. Now he
knew that he and Augustus must henceforward ho, absolutely

enemies. Never for a moment did he think of giving up his power
over the estate, as long as the estate should still be his. Though it

should be but for a month, though it should be but for a week, he
would hold his own. Such was the nature of the man, and when
he swallowed Mr. Merton's tonics, he did so more with the idea of

keeping the property out of his son's hands than of preserving his

own hfe. According to his view, he had done much for Augustus,
and this was the return which he received

!

And in truth he had done much for Augustus. For years past

it had been his object to leave to his second son as much as would
come to his first. He had continued to put money by for him,
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instead of spending his income on himself. Of this Mr. Grey had
known much, but had said nothing, when he was speaking those

severe words which Mr. Scarborough had always contrived to

receive with laughter. But he had felt their injustice, though he had
himself ridiculed the idea of law. There had been the two sons, both
born from the same mother, and he had willed that they should
be both rich men, living among the foremost of their fellow-men,

and the circumstances of the property would have helped him.
The income from year to year went on increasing. The water-

mills of Tretton, and the town of Tretton had grown and been
expanded within his domain, and the management of the sales, in

Mr. Grey's hands, had been judicious. The revenues were double
now what they had been when Mr. Scarborough first inherited it.

It was all, no doubt, entailed, but for twenty years he had enjoyed
the power of accumulating a sum of money for his second son's

sake,—or would have enjoyed it, had not the accumulation been
taken from him to pay Mountjoy^s debts. It was in vain that

he attempted to make Mountjoy responsible for the money.
Mountjoy's debts, and irregularities, and gambling went on, till

Mr. Scarborough found himself bound to dethrone the illegitimate

son,'and to place the legitimate in his proper position.

In doing the deed he had not suffered much, though the cir-

stances which had led to the doing of it had been full of pain.

There had been an actual pleasure to him in thus showing himself

to be superior to the conventionalities of the world. There was
Augustus still ready to occupy the position to which he had in

truth been born. And at the moment Mountjoy had gone,—he
knew not where. There had been gambling debts which, coming
as they did after many others, he had refused to pay. He himself

was dying at the moment,—as he thought. It would be better for

him to take up with Augustus. Mountjoy he must leave to his fate.

For such a son, so reckless, so incurable, so hopeless, it was impos-
sible that anything further should be done. He would at least

enjoy the power of leaving those wretched creditors without their

money. There would be some triumph, some consolation in that.

So he had done, and now his heir turned against him !

It was very bitter to him as he lay thinking of it all. He was a
man who was from his constitution and heart capable of making
great sacrifices for those he loved. He had a most thorough con-
tempt for the character of an honest man. He did not believe in

honesty, but only in mock honesty. And yet he would speak of an
honest man with admiration, meaning something altogether dif-

ferent from the honesty of which men ordinarily spoke. The usual
honesty of the world was with him all pretence, or, if not, assumed
for the sake of the character it would achieve. Mr. Grey he knew
to be honest ; Mr. Grey's word he knew to be true ; but he fancied

that Mr. Grey had adopted this absurd mode of living with the

view of cheating his neighbours by appearing to be better than
others. All virtue and all vice were comprised by him in the words
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" good-nature " and ill-nature." All church-going propensities,

—

and these propensities in his estimate extended very widely,—he
scorned from the very bottom of his heart. That one set of words
should be deemed more wicked than another, as in regard to swear-
ing, was to him a sign either of hypocrisy, of idolatry, or of feminine
weakness of intellect. To women he allowed the privilege of being,

in regard to thought, only something better than dogs. When his

sister Martha shuddered at some exclamation from his mouth he
would say to himself simply that she was a woman, not an idiot or

a hypocrite. Of women, old and young, he had been very fond,

and in his manner to them very tender; but when a woman rose to

a way of thinking akin to his own, she was no longer a woman to

his senses. Against such a one his tastes revolted. She sank to

the level of a man contaminated by petticoats. And law was hardly
less absurd to him than religion. It consisted of a perplexed
entanglement of rules got together so that the few might live in

comfort at the expense of the many. Robbery, if you could get to

the bottom of it, was bad, as was all violence ; but taxation was
robbery, rent was robbery, prices fixed according to the desire of

the seller and not in obedience to justice, were robbery. "Then you
are the greatest of robbers," his friends would say to hini. He
would admit it, allowing that in such a state of society he was not

prepared to go out and live naked in the streets if he could help it.

But he delighted to get the better of the law, and triumphed in his

own iniquity, as has been seen by his conduct in reference to his

sons.

In this way he lived, and was kind to many people, having a
generous and an open hand. But he was a man who could hate

with a bitter hatred, and he hated most those suspected by him of

mean or dirty conduct. Mr. Grey, who constantly told him to his

face that he was a rascal, he did not hate at all. Thinking Mr.
Grey to be in some respects idiotic, he respected him, and almost
loved him. He thoroughly believed Mr. Grey, thinking him to be an
ass for telling so much truth unnecessarily. And he had loved his

son Mountjoy in spite of all his iniquities, and had fostered him till it

was impossible to foster him any longer. Then he had endeavoured
to love Augustus, and did not in the least love him the less because
his son told him frequently of the wicked things he had done. He
did not object to be told of his wickedness even by his son. But
Augustus suspected him of other things than those of which he
accused him, and attempted to be sharp with him, and to get the

better of him at his own game. And his son laughed at him and
scorned him, and regarded him as one who was troublesome only
for a time, and who need not be treated with much attention,

because he was there only for a time. Therefore he hated Augustus.
But Augustus was his heir, and he knew that he must die soon.

But for how long could he hve ? And what could he yet

do before he died ? A braver man than Mr. Scarborough never
lived,—that is, one who has feared to die. Whether that is true
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courage may be a question, but it was his, in conjunction with

courage of another description. He did not fear to die, nor did he
fear to live. But what he did fear was to fail before he died. Not
to go out with the conviction that he was vanishing amidst the

glory of success, was to him to be wretched at his last moment.
And to be wretched at his last moment, or to anticipate that he
should be so, was to him,— even so near his last hours,—the acme
of misery. How much of life was left to him, so that he might
recover something of success ? Or was any moment left to him ?

He could not sleep, so he rang his bell, and again sent for Mr.
Merton. " I have taken what you told me."

" So best," said Mr. Merton. For he did not always feel assured

that this strange patient would take what had been ordered.

And I have tried to sleep."
" That will come after a while. You would not naturally sleep

just after the tonic."

"And I have been thinking of what you said about business.

There is one thing I must do, and then 1 can remain quiet for a
fortnight, unless I should be called upon to disturb my rest by
dying."

*' We will hope not."
" That may go as it pleases," said the sick man. " I want you

now to write a letter for me to Mr. Grey." Mr. Merton had under-
taken to perform the duties of secretary as well as doctor, and had
thought in this way to obtain some authority over his patient for

the patient's own good. But Tie had found already that no authority

had corns to him. He now sat down at a table close to the bed-
side, and prepared to write in accordance with Mr. Scarborough's
dictation. " I think that Grey— the lawyer, you know—is a good
man."

" The world, as far as I hear, says that he is honest."
" I don't care a straw what the world says. The world says

that I am dishonest, but I am not." Merton could only shrug his

shoulders. " I don't say that because I want you to change your
opinion. I don't care what you think. But I tell you a fact. I

doubt whether Grey is so absolutely honest as I am, but as things

go he is a good man."
" Certainly."

"But the world, I suppose, says that my son Augustus is

honest."
" Well, yes ; I should suppose so."

"If you have looked into him and have seen the contrary, I

respect your intelligence."
" I did not mean anything particular."
" I dare say not, and if so, I mean nothing particular as to your

intelligence. He, at any rate, is a scoundrel. Mountjoy,—you
know Mountjoy?"

" Never saw him in my life."

don't think he is a scoundrel,—not all round. He has
K
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gambled when he has not had money to pay. That is bad. And
he has promised when he wanted money, and broken his word as
soon as he had got it ; which is bad also. And he has thought
himself to be a fine fellow because he has been intimate with
lords and dukes, which is very bad. He has never cared whether
he paid his tailor. I do not mean that he has merely got into debt,

which a young man such as he cannot help ; but he has not cared
whether his breeches were his or another man's. That, too, is bad.
Though he has been passionately fond of women, it has only been
for himself, not for the women, which is very bad. There is an
immense deal to be altered before he can go to heaven."

"I hope the change may come before it is too late/' said

Merton.
"These changes don^t come very suddenly, you know. But

there is some chance for Mountjoy. I don't think that there is

any for Augustus ! " Here he paused, but Merton did not feel

disposed to make any remark. "You don't happen to know a
young man of the name of Annesley,—Harry Annesley ?

"

" I have heard his name from your son."
" From Augustus ? Then you didn't hear any good of him,

I'm sure. You have heard all the row about poor Mountjoy's
disappearance ?

"

I heard that he did disappear.*'
" After a quarrel with that Annesley."
" After some quarrel. I did not notice the name at the time."
" Harry Annesley was the name. Now Augustus says that

Harry Annesley was the last person who saw Mountjoy before his

disappearance,—the last who knew him. He implies thereby
that Annesley was the conscious or unconscious cause of his

disappearance."
" Well, yes."

Certainly it is so. And as it has been thought by the police,

and by other fools, that Mountjoy was murdered,—that his dis-

appearance was occasioned by his death either by murder or

suicide, it follows that Annesley must have had something to do
with it. That is the inference, is it not ?

"

" I should suppose so," said Merton.
" That is manifestly the inference which Augustus draws. To

hear him speak to me about it you would suppose that he suspected
Annesley of having killed Mountjoy."

" Not that, I hope."
" Something of the sort. He has intended it to be believed

that Annesley, for his own purposes, has caused Mountjoy to

be made away with. He has endeavoured to fill the police with
that idea. A policeman generally is the biggest fool that London,
or England, or the world produces, and has been selected on that

account. Therefore, the police have a beautifully mysterious, but
altogether ignorant, suspicion as to Annesley. That is the doing
of Augustus, for some purpose of his own. Now let me tell you
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that Aug^istus saw Moiintjoy after Annesley had seen him, that he
knows this to be the case, and that it was Augustus who contrived

Mountjoy's disappearance. Now, what do you think of Augustus ?"

This was a question which Merton did not find it very easy to

answer. But Mr. Scarborough waited for a reply. " Eh 1 " he
exclaimed.

" I had rather not give an opinion on a point so raised."

"You may. Of course you understand that I intend you to

assert that Augustus is the greatest blackguard you ever knew. If

you have anything to say in his favour you can say it."

" Only that you may be mistaken. Living down here, you
may not know the truth."

"Just that. But I do know the truth. Augustus is very clever
;

but there are others as clever as he is. He can pay, but then so

can I. That he should want to get Mountjoy out of the way is

intelligible. Mountjoy has become disreputable, and had better

be out of the way. But why persistently endeavour to throw the

blame upon young Annesley ? That surprises me,—only I do not
care much about it. I hear now for the first time that he has
ruined young Annesley, and that does appear to be very horrible.

But why does he want to pay eighty thousand pounds to these

creditors ? That I should wish to do so,—out of a property which
must in a very short time become his,—would be intelligible. I

may be supposed to have some aftection for Mountjoy, and, after

all, am not called upon to pay the money out of my own pocket.

Do you understand it ?"

" Not in the least," said Merton, who did not indeed very much
care about it.

" Nor do I ;
only this, that if he could pay these men and

deprive them of all power of obtaining further payment, let who
would have the property, they at any rate would be quiet. Augustus
is now my eldest son. Perhaps he thinks that he might not remain
so. If I were out of the way, and these creditors were paid, he
thinks that poor Mountjoy wouldn't have a chance. He shall pay
this eighty thousand pounds. Mountjoy hasn't a chance as it is ;

but Augustus shall pay the penalty."

Then he threw himself back on the bed, and Mr. Merton
begged him to spare himself the trouble of the letter for the
present. But in a few minutes he was again on his elbow and
took some further medicine. "I'm a great ass," he said, "to help
Augustus in playing his game. If I were to go off at once he would
be the happiest fellow left alive. But come, let us begin." Then
he dictated the letter as follows :

Dear Mr. Grey,
" I have been thinking much of what passed between us the

other day. Augustus seems to be in a great hurry as to paying
the creditors, and I do not see why he should not be gratified as
the money may now be forthcoming. I presume that the sales,

SL 2
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which will be completed before Christmas, will nearly enable us to
stop their mouths. I can understand that Mountjoy should be
induced to join with me and Augustus, so that in disposing of so
large a sum of money the authority of all may be given, both of
myself and of the heir, and also of him who a short time since was
supposed to be the heir. I think that you may possibly find

Mountjoy's address by applying to Augustus, who is always clever
in such matters.

" But you will have to be certain that you obtain all the bonds

.

If you can get Tyrrwhit to help you you will be able to be sure of
doing so. The matter to him is one of vital importance, as his

sum is so much the largest. Of course he will open his mouth
very wide ; but when he finds that he can get his principal and
nothing more, I think that he will help you.

" I am afraid that I must ask you to put yourself in corre-

spondence with Augustus. That he is an insolent scoundrel I will

admit ; but we cannot very well complete this affair without him.
1 fancy that he now feels it to be his interest to get it all done
before I die, as the men will be clamorous with their bonds as
soon as the breath is out of my body.

" Yours sincerely,

"John Scarborough."

"That will do,'* he said, when the letter was finished. But
when Mr. Merton turned to leave the room Mr. Scarborough
retained him. " Upon the whole I am not dissatisfied with my
life," he said.

" I don't know that you have occasion," rejoined Mr. Merton.
In this he absolutely lied, for according to his thinking there was
very much in the affairs of Mr. Scarborough's life which ought to

have induced regret. He knew the whole story of the birth of the

elder son, of the subsequent marriage, of Mr. Scarborough's
fraudulent deceit which had lasted so many years, and of his latter

return to the truth so as to save the property, and to give back to

the younger son all of which for so many years he, his father, had
attempted to rob him. All London had talked of the affair, and all

London had declared that so wicked and dishonest an old gentle-

man had never lived. And now he had returned to the truth simply
with the view of cheating the creditors and keeping the estate in

the family. He was manifestly an old gentleman who ought to be
above all others dissatisfied with his own life ; but Mr. Merton,
when the assertion was made to him, knew not what other answer
to make.

" I really do not think I have, nor do I know one to whom
Heaven with all its bliss will be more readily accorded. What
have I done for myself ?

"

" I don't quite know what you have done all your life."

" I was born a rich man, and then I married,—not rich as I am
now, but with ample means for marrying."
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** After Mr. Mountjoy's birth," said Merton, who could not

pretend to be ignorant of the circumstance.
" Well, yes. I have my own ideas about marriage and that

kind of thing, which are, perhaps, at variance with yours." Where-
upon Merton bowed. " I had the best wife in the world, who
entirely coincided with me in all that I did. I lived entirely abroad,

and made most liberal allowances to all the agricultural tenants.

I rebuilt all the cottages. Go and look at them. I let any man
shoot his own game till Mountjoy came up in the world and took
the shooting into his own hands. When the people at the pottery

began to build I assisted them in every way in the world. I offered

to keep a school at my own expense, solely on the understanding
that what they call dissenters should be allowed to come there.

The parson spread abroad a rumour that I was an atheist, and
consequently the school was kept for the dissenters only. The
School Board has come and made that all right, though the parson
goes on with his rumour. If he understood me as well as I under-
stand him, he would know that he is more of an atheist than I am.
I gave my boys the best education, spending on them more than
double what is done by men with twice my means. My tastes

were all simple and were not specially vicious. I do not know
that I have even made anyone unhappy. Then the estate became
richer, but Mountjoy grew more and more expensive. I began to

find that with all my economies the estate could not keep pace with
him, so as to allow me to put by anything for Augustus. Then I

had to bethink myself what I had to do to save the estate from
those rascals."

You took peculiar steps.'*

" I am a man who does take peculiar steps. Another would
have turned his face to the wall in my state of health, and have
allowed two dirty Jews such as Tyrrwhit and Samuel Hart to have
revelled in the wealth of Tretton. I am not going to allow them
to revel. Tyrrwhit knows me, and Hart will have to know me.
They could not keep their hands to themselves till the breath was
out of my body. Now I am about to see that each shall have his

own shortly, and the estate will still be kept in the family."
" For Mr. Augustus Scarborough ?

"

"Yes, alas! yes. But that is not my doing. I do not know
that I have cause to be dissatisfied with myself, but I cannot but
own that I am unhappy. But I wished you to understand that
though a man may break the law, he need not therefore be
accounted bad ; and though he may have views of his own as to

religious matters, he need not be an atheist. I have made efforts

on behalf of others, in which I have allowed no outw^ard circum-
stances to control me. Now I think I do feel sleepy."
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CHAPTER XXII.

HARRY ANNESLEY IS SUMMONED HOME.

"Just now I am triumphant," Harry Annesley had said to his

hostess as he left Mrs. Armitage's house in the Paragon, at

Cheltenham. He was absolutely triumphant, throwing his hat up
into the air in the abandonment of his joy. For he was not a man
to have conceived so well of his own parts as to have flattered him-
self that the girl must certainly be his. There are at present a
number of young men about who think that few girls are worth the
winning, but that any girl is to be had, not by asking,—which
would be troublesome,—but simply by looking at her. You can see
the feeling in their faces. They are for the most part small in

stature, well-made little men, who are aware that they have some-
thing to be proud of, wearing close-packed shining httle hats, by
which they seem to add more than a cubit to their stature, men
endowed with certain gifts of personal,—dignity I may perhaps call

it, though the word rises somewhat too high. They look as though
they would be able to say a clever thing ; but their spoken thoughts
seldom rise above a small acrid sharpness. They respect no one ;

above all, not their elders. To such a one his horse comes first, if

he have a horse ; then a dog ; and then a stick ; and after that the
mistress of his affections. But their fault is not altogether of their

own making. It is the girls themselves who spoil them and endure
their inanity, because of that assumed look of superiority which to

the eyes of the outside world would be a little offensive were it not
a little foolish. But they do not marry often. Whether it be
that the girls know better at last, or that they themselves do not
see sufficiently clearly their future dinners, who can say ? They are
for the most part younger brothers, and perhaps have discovered
the best way of getting out of the world whatever scraps the world
ca.5i afford them. Harry Annesley's faults were altogether of

another kind. In regard to this young woman, the Florence whom
he had loved, he had been over-modest. Now his feeling of glory

was altogether redundant. Having been told by Florence that she
was devoted to him, he walked with his head among the heavens.
The first instinct with such a young man as those of whom I have
spoken teaches him, the moment he has committed himself, to

begin to consider how he can get out of the scrape. It is not much
of a scrape, for when an older man comes this way, a man verging
towards baldness, with a good professional income, our little friend

is forgotten and he is passed iDy without a word. But Harry had
now a conviction,—on that one special night,—that he never would
be forgotten and never would forget. He was filled at once with
an unwonted pride. All the world was now at his feet, and all the

stars were open to him. He had begun to have a glimmering ol

what it was that Augustus Scarborough intended to do ; but the
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intentions of Augustus Scarborough were now of no moment to

him. He was clothed in a panoply of armour which would be true

against all weapons. At any rate, on that night and during the

next day this feeling remained the same with him.
Then he received a summons from his mother at Buston. His

mother pressed him to come at once down to the parsonage.
** Your uncle has been with your father, and has said terrible

things about you. As you know, my brother is not very strong-

minded, and I should not care so much for what he says were it

not that so much is in his hands. I cannot understand what it is

all about, but your father says that he does nothing but threaten.

He talks of putting the entail on one side. Entails used to be fixed

things, I thought ; but since what old Mr. Scarborough did, nobody
seems to regard them now. But even suppose the entail does
remain, what are you to do about the income } Your father thinks

you had better come down and have a little talk about the matter."

This was the first blow received since the moment of his

exaltation. Harry knew very well that the entail was fixed and
could not be put aside by Mr. Prosper, though Mr. Scarborough
might have succeeded with his entail ; but yet he was aware that

his present income was chiefly dependent on his uncle's good will.

To be reduced to live on his fellowship would be very dreadful.

And that income, such as it was, depended entirely on his celibacy.

And he had too, as he was well aware, engendered habits of idle-

ness during the last two years. The mind of a young man so

circumstanced turns always first to the bar and then to literature.

At the bar he did not think there could be any opening for him.
In the first place, it was late to begin ; and then he was humble
enough to believe of himself that he had none of the peculiar gifts

necessary for a judge or for an advocate. Perhaps the knowledge
that six or seven years of preliminary labour would be necessary
was a deterrent.

The rewards of literature might be achieved immediately. Such
was his idea. But he had another idea,—perhaps as erroneous,

—

that this career would not become a gentleman who intended to be
squire of Buston. He had seen two or three men, decidedly
Bohemian in their modes of life, to whom he did not wish to

assimilate himself. There was Quaverdale, whom he had known
intimately at St. John's, and who was on the press. Quaverdale
had quarrelled absolutely with his father, who was also a clergy-

man, and, having been thrown altogether on his own resources, had
come out as a writer for The Coming Hour. He made his five or
six hundred a year in a rattling, loose, uncertain sort of fashion,

and was,— so thought Harry Annesley,—the dirtiest man of his

acquaintance. He did not believe in the six hundred a year, or
Quaverdale would certainly have changed his shirt more frequently,

and would sometimes have had a new pair of trousers. He was
very amusing, very happy, very thoughtless, and as a rule altogether

impecunious. Annesley had never known him without the means
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of getting a good dinner, but those means did not rise to the
purchase of a new hat. Putting Quaverdale before him as an
example, Annesley could not bring himself to choose literature as a
profession. Thinking of all this when he received his mother's
letter, he assured himself that Florence would not like professional

literature.

He wrote to say that he would be down at Buston in five days'

time. It does not become a son who is a fellow of a college and
the heir to a property to obey his parents too quickly. But he
gave up the intermediate days to thinking over the condition which
bound him to his uncle, and to discussing his prospects with
Quaverdale, who, as usual, was remaining in town doing the
editor's work for The Coming Hour. " If he interfered with me I

should tell him to go to bed," said Quaverdale. The allusion was
of course made to Mr. Prosper.

" I am not on those sort of terms with him."
" I should make my own terms, and then let him do his worst.

What can he do ? If he means to withdraw his beggarly two
hundred and fifty pounds, of course he'll do it."

" I suppose I do owe him something in the way of respect."
" Not if he threatens you in regard to money. What does it

come to ? That you are to cringe at his heels for a beggarly
allowance which he has been pleased to bestow upon you without
your asking. 'Very well, my dear fellow, I should say to him,
you can stop it the moment you please. For certain objects of
your own,—that your heir might live in the world after a certain

fashion,—you have bestowed it. It has been mine since I was a
child. If you can reconcile it to your conscience to discontinue it,

do so.' You would find that he would have to think twice about it."

" He will stop it, and what am I to do then ? Can I get an
opening on any of these papers ? " Quaverdale whistled,—a mode
of receiving the overture which was not pleasing to Annesley. I

don't suppose that anything so very superhuman in the way of
intellect is required.'' Annesley had got a fellowship, whereas
Quaverdale had done nothing at the university.

" Couldn't you make a pair of shoes ? Shoemakers do get good
wages,"

What do you mean ? A fellow never can get you to be serious

for two minutes together."
" I never was more serious in my life."

**That I am to make shoes ?"

" No, I don't quite think that. I don't suppose you can make
them. You'd have first to learn the trade, and show that you were
an adept."

" And I must show that I am an adept before I can write for

The Coming Hour." There was a tone of sarcasm in this which
was not lost on Quaverdale.

" Certainly you must ; and that you are a better adept than I

who have got the place or some other unfortunate who will have to
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be put out of his berth. The Coming Hour only requires a certain

number. Of course there are many newspapers in London, and
many magazines and much hterary work going. You may get
your share of it, but you have got to begin by shoving some in-

competent fellow out. And in order to be able to begin you must
learn the trade."

" How did you begin ?

"

"Just in that way. While you were roaming about London
like a fine gentleman, I began by earning twenty-four shillings a
week."

** Can I earn twenty-four shillings a week ?

"

" You won't, because you have already got your fellowship.

You had a knack at writing Greek Iambics, and therefore got a
fellowship. I picked up at the same time the way of stringing

English together. I also soon learned the way to be hungry. Tm
not hungry now very often, but I've been through it. My belief is

that you wouldn't get along with my editor."

That's your idea of being independent."
Certainly it is. I do his work and take his pay, and obey his

orders. If you think you can do the same, come and try. There's
not room here, but there is no doubt room elsewhere. There's the
trade to be learned like any other trade ; but my belief is that even
then you could not do it. We don't want Greek Iambics."

Harry turned away disgusted. Quaverdale was like the rest of

the world, and thought that a peculiar talent and a peculiar tact

were needed for his own business. Harry believed that he was as

able to write a leading article at any rate as Quaverdale, and that

the Greek Iambics would not stand in his way. But he conceived
it to be probable that his habits of cleanliness might do so, and
gave up the idea for the present. He thought that his friend should
have welcomed him with an open hand into the realms of literature

;

and, perhaps, it was the case that Quaverdale attributed too much
weight to the knack of turning readable paragraphs on any subject

at a moment's notice.

But what should he do down at Buston.? There were three

persons there with whom he had to contend : his father, his mother,
and his uncle. With his father he had always been on good terms ;

but had still been subject to a certain amount of gentle sarcasm.
He had got his fellowship and his allowance, and had so been lifted

above his father's authority. His father thoroughly despised his

brother-in-law, and looked down upon him as an absolute ass. But
he was reticent, only dropping a word here and there, out of defer-

ence, perhaps, to his wife, and from a feeling lest his son might be
deficient in wise courtesy if he were encouraged to laugh at his

benefactor. He had said a word or two as to a profession when
Harry left Cambridge : but the word or two had come to nothing.

In those days the uncle had altogether ridiculed the idea, and the

mother, fond of her son, the fellow and the heir, had altogether

opposed the notion. The rector himself was an idle, good-looking,
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self-indnlgent man,—a man who read a little and understood what
he read, and thought a little and understood what he thought ; but

who took no trouble about anything. To go through the world
comfortably with a rather large family and a rather small income,
was the extent of his ambition. In regard to his eldest son he had
begun well. Harry had been educated free, and had got a fellow-

ship. He had never cost his father a shilling. And now the eldest

of two grown-up daughters was engaged to be married to the son
of a brewer living in the little town of Buntingford. This also was
a piece of good luck which the rector accepted with a thankful
heart. There was another grown-up girl, also pretty, and then a
third girl not grown up, and the two boys, who were at present at

school at Royston. Thus burdened the Reverend Mr. Annesley
went through the world with as jaunty a step as was possible,

making but httle of his troubles, but anxious to make as much as

he could of his advantages. Of these the position of Harry was
the brightest, if only Harry would be careful to guard it. It was
quite out of the question that he should find an income for Harry
if the squire stopped the two hundred and fifty pounds per annum
which he at present allowed him.

Then there was Harry's mother, who had already very fre-

quently discounted the good things which were to fall to Harry's
lot. She was a dear, good, motherly woman, all whose geese were
certainly counted to be swans. And of all swans Harry was the

whitest ; whereas in purity of plumage, Mary, the eldest daughter,

who had won the affections of the young Buntingford brewer, was
the next. That Harry's allowance should be stopped would be
almost as great a misfortune as though Mr. Thoroughbung were to

break his neck out hunting with the Puckeridge hounds—an amuse-
ment which, after the manner of brewers, he was much in the

habit of following. Mrs. Annesley had lived at Buston all her
life, having been born at the Hall. She was an excellent mother
of a family, and a good clergyman's wife, being in both respects

more painstaking and assiduous than her husband. But she did
maintain something of respect for her brother, though in her
inmost heart she knew that he was a fool. But to have been born
squire of Buston was something, and to have reached the age of

fifty unmarried, so as to leave the position of heir open to her own
son was more. To such a one a great deal was due ; but of that

deal Harry was but little disposed to pay any part. He must br2

talked to, and very seriously talked to, and if possible saved from
the sin of offending his easily-offended uncle. A terrible idea had
been suggested to her lately by her husband. The entail might be
made altogether inoperative by the marriage of her brother. It

was a fearful notion, but one which if it entered into her brother's

head might possibly be carried out. No one before had ever
dreamed of anything so dangerous to the Annesley interests, and
Mrs. Annesley now felt that by due submission on the part of the

heir it might be avoided.
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But the squire himself was the foe whom Henry most feared.

He quite understood that he would be required to be submissive,
and, even if he were willing, he did not know how to act the part.

There was much now that he would endure for the sake of Florence.
If Mr. Prosper demanded that after dinner he should sit and hear
a sermon, he would sit and hear it out. It would be a bore, but
mig4u be endured on behalf of the girl whom he loved. But he
much feared that the cause of his uncle's displeasure was deeper
than that, A rumour had reached him that his uncle had declared
his conduct to Mountjoy Scarborough to have been abominable.
He had heard no words spoken by his uncle, but threats had
reached him through his mother, and also through his uncle's man
of business. He certainly would go down to Buston, and carry

himself towards his uncle with what outward signs of respect

would be possible. But, if his uncle accused him, he could not
but tell his uncle that he knew nothing of the matter of which he
was talking. Not for all Buston could he admit that he had done
anything mean or ignoble. Florence, he was quite sure, would not

desire it. Florence would not be Florence were she to desire it.

He thought that he could trace the hands, or rather the tongues,
through which the calumny had made its way down to the Hall.

He would at once go to the Hall, and tell his uncle all the facts.

He would describe the gross ill-usage to which he had been sub-

jected. No doubt he had left the man sprawling upon the pave-
ment ; but there had been no sign that the man had been danger-
ously hurt ; and when two days afterwards the man had vanished,

it was clear that he could not have vanished without legs. Had
he taken himself off, as was probable, then why need Harry trouble

himself as to his vanishing? If someone else had helped him in

escaping, as was also probable, why had not that someone come
and told the circumstances when all the inquiries were being made ?

Why should he have been expected to speak of the circumstances
of such an encounter, which could not have been told but to

Captain Scarborough's infinite disgrace ? And he could not have
toid of it without naming Florence Mountjoy. His uncle, when
he heard the truth, must acknowledge that he had not behaved
badly. And yet Harry, as he turned it all in his mind, was uneasy
as to his own conduct. He could not quite acquit himself in that he
had kept secret all the facts of that midnight encounter in the face

of the inquiries which had been made, in that he had falsely

assured Augustus Scarborough of his ignorance. And yet he
knew that on no consideration would he acknowledge himself to

have been wrong.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

THE RUMOURS AS TO MR. PROSPER.

It was still October when Harry Annesley went down to Buston,
and the Mountjoys had just reached Brussels. Mr. Grey had
made his visit to Tretton and had returned to London. Harry
went home on an understanding, on the part of his mother at any
rate, that he should remain there till Christmas. But he felt him-
self very averse to so long a sojourn. If the Hall and park were
open to him he might endure it. He would take down two or three

stiff books, which he certainly would never read, and would shoot
a few pheasants, and possibly ride one of his future brother-in-

law's horses with the hounds. But he feared that there was to be
a quarrel by which he would be debarred from the Hall and the
park ; and he knew too that it would not be well for him to shoot
and hunt when his income should have been cut off. It would be
necessary that some great step should be taken at once ; but then
it would be necessary also that Florence should agree to that step.

He had a modest lodging in London, but before he started he pre-

pared himself for what must occur by giving notice. " I don't say
as yet that I shall give them up ; but I might as well let you know
that it's possible." This he said to Mrs. Brown who kept the

lodgings, and who received this intimation as a Mrs. Brown is sure

to do. But where should he betake himself when his home at

Mrs. Brown's had been lost ? He would, he thought, find it quite

impossible to live in absolute idleness at the rectory. Then in an
unhappy frame of mind he went down by the train to Stevenage,
and was met there by the rectory pony-carriage.

He saw it all in his mother's eye the moment she embraced
him. There was some terrible trouble in the wind, and what could
it be but his uncle ? " Well, mother, what is it ?

"

" Oh, Harry, there is such a sad affair up at the Hall."

"Is my uncle dead ?
"

" Dead ; no !

"

Then why do you look so sad ?

Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless,

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone,
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night,"

" Oh ! Harry, do not laugh. Your uncle says such dreadful
things."

" I don't care much what he says. The question is,—what does
he mean to do ?

"

** He declares that he will cut you off altogether."
" That is sooner said than done."
" That is all very well, Harry ; but he can do it. . Oh, Harry !

But come and sit down and talk to me. I told your father to be
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out so that I might have you alone ; and the dear girls are gone
into Buntingford."

Ah ! like them. Thoroughbung will have enough of them.'*
" He is our only happiness now."
**Poor Thoroughbung! I pity him if he has to do happiness

for the whole household."

Joshua is a most excellent young man. Where we should be
without him I do not know."

The flourishing young brewer was named Joshua, and had been
known to Harry for some years, though never as yet known as a
brother-in-law.

" 1 am sure he is : particularly as he has chosen Molly to be his

wife. He is just the young man who ought to have a wife."
" Of course he ought."

Because he can keep a family. But now about my uncle.

He is to perform this ceremony of cutting me off. Will he turn out

to have had a wife and family in former ages ? I have no doubt
old Scarborough could manage it, but I don't give my uncle credit

for so much cleverness."
" But in future ages," said the unhappy mother, shaking her

head and rubbing her eyes.
" You mean that he is going to have a family ?

"

It is all in the hands of Providence," said the parson's wife.

Yes, that is true. He is not too old yet to be a second Priam,
and have his curtains drawn the other way. That's his little game,
is it?"

" There's a sort of rumour about that it's possible."
" And who is the lady ? ''

" You may be sure there will be no lack of a lady if he sets his

mind upon it. I was turning it over in my mind, and I thought of
Matilda Thoroughbung."

Joshua's aunt !

"

" Well, she is Joshua's aunt, no doubt. I did just whisper the
idea to Joshua, and he says she is fool enough for anything. She
has twenty-five thousand pounds of her own, but she lives all by
herself."

I know where she lives,—just out of Buntingford, as you go to

Royston. But she's not alone. Is Uncle Prosper to marry Miss
Tickle also .?" Miss Tickle was an estimable lady living as com-
panion to Miss Thoroughbung.

" I don't know how they may manage ; but it has to be thought
of, Harry. We only know that your uncle has been twice to
Buntingford."

" The lady is fifty, at any rate."
" The lady is barely forty. She gives out that she is thirty-six.

And he could settle a jointure on her which would leave the property
not worth having."

What can I do ?
"

** Yes, indeed, my dear ; what can you do ?
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**Why is he going to upset all the arrangements of my life, and
his life, after such a fashion as this ?

" That's just what your father says."

I suppose he can do it. The law will allow him. But the
injustice would be monstrous ! I did not ask him to take me by
the hand when I was a boy and lead me into his special walk of
life. It has been his own doing. How will he look me in the face

and tell me that he is going to marry a wife ? I should look him in

the face and tell him of my wife."
*' But is that settled?^'
" Yes, mother ; it is settled. Wish me joy for having won the

finest lady that ever walked the earth." His mother blessed him,
but said nothing about the finest lady,—who at that moment she
believed to be the future bride of Mr. Joshua Thoroughbung.
" And when I shall tell my uncle that it is so, what will he say to

me ? Will he have the face then to tell me that I am to be cut out
of Buston ? I doubt whether he will have the courage."

" He has thought of that, Harry."
*^ How thought of it, mother.?"
He has given orders that he is not to see you."
Not to see me !

" So he declares. He has written a long letter to your father,

in which he says that he would be spared the agony of an interview."
" What ! is it all done then ?

"

Your father got the letter yesterday. It must have taken my
poor brother a week to write it."

" And he tells the whole plan ; Matilda Thoroughbung, and the

future family ?"

No ; he does not say anything about Miss Thoroughbung.
He says that he must make other arrangements about the property."

" He can't make other arrangements ; that is, not until the boy
is born. It may be a long time first, you know."

But the jointure ?
"

What does Molly say about it ?

"

Molly is mad about it, and so is Joshua. Joshua talks about
it just as though he were one of us, and he says that the old people

at Buntingford would not hear of it " The old people spoken of

were the father and mother of Joshua, and the half-brother of Miss
Matilda Thoroughbung. But what can they do .?"

*'They can do nothing. If Miss Matilda likes Uncle
Prosper "

" Likes, my dear ! How young you are ! Of course she would
like a country house to live in, and the park, and the county
society. And she would like somebody to live with besides Miss
Tickle."

" My uncle, for instance."

Yes, your uncle."
" If I had my choice, mother, I should prefer Miss Tickle."
" Because you are a silly boy. But what are you to do now ?

"
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In this long letter which he has written to my father, does he
give no reason ?

"

" Your father will show you the letter. Of course he gives

reasons. He says that you have done something which you ought
not to have done,—about that wretched iMountjoy Scarborough."

What does he know about it,—the idiot ?
"

"Oh, Harry !"

" Well, mother, what better can I say of him ? He has taken
me as a child and fashioned my life for me ; has said that this pro-

perty should be mine, and has put an income into my hand as

though I were an eldest son ; has repeatedly declared, when his

voice was more potent than mine, that I should follow no profes-

sion. He has bound himself to me, tclHng all the world that I was
his heir. And now he casts me out because he has heard some
cock-and-bull story, of the truth of which he knows nothing. What
better can I say of him than call him an idiot ? He must be that,

or else a heartless knave. And he says that he does not mean to

see me,—me with whose life he has thus been empowered to inter-

fere, so as to blast it if not to bless it, and intends to turn me adrift

as he might do a dog that did not suit him ! And because he knows
that he cannot answer me, he declares that he will not see me."

" It is very hard, Harry."
''Therefore I call him an idiot in preference to calling him :l

knave. But I am not going to be dropped out of the running in

that way, just in deference to his will. I shall see him. Unless
they lock him up in his bed-room I shall compel him to see me !

"

What good would that do, Harry ? That would only set him
more against you."

" You don't know his weakness."
** Oh yes, I do ; he is very weak,"
** He will not see me, because he will have to yield when he

hears what I have to say for myself. He knows that, and would
therefore fain keep away from me. Why should he be stirred to

this animosity against me ?

"Why indeed?"
"Because there is someone who wishes to injure me, more

strong than he is, and who has got hold of him. Someone has
lied behind my back."

" Who has done this 1
"

" Ah, that is the question. But I know who has done it, though
I will not name him just now. This enemy of mine, knowing him
to be weak,—knowing him to be an idiot, has got hold of him and
persuaded him. He believes the story which is told to him, and
then feels happy in shaking off an incubus. No doubt I have not
been very soft with him—nor, indeed, hard. I have kept out of his

way, and he is willing to resent it. But he is afraid to face me and
tell me that it is so. Here are the girls come back from Bunting-
ford ! Molly, you blooming young bride, I wish you joy of your
brewer."
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" He's none the worse on that account, Master Harry," said the
eldest sister.

" All the better,—very much the better. Where would you be
if he was not a brewer ? But I congratulate you with all my heart,

old girl. I have known him ever so long, and he's one of the best
fellows I do know."

"Thank you, Harry," and she kissed him.
" I wish Fanny and Kate may even do so well."
" All in good time," said Fanny.
" I mean to have a banker,—all to myself," said Kate.
" I wish you may have half as good man for your husband,'*

said Harry.
" And I am to tell you," continued Molly, who was now in high

good humour, " that there will be always one of his horses for you to

ride as long as you remain at home. It is not every brother-in-

law that would do as much as that for you."
" Nor yet every uncle,'* said Kate, shaking her head, from which

Harry could see that this quarrel with his uncle had been freely

discussed in the family circle.

" Uncles are very different," said the mother ;
" uncles can't be

expected to do everything as though they were in love."

Fancy Uncle Peter in love," said Kate. Mr, Prosper was
called Uncle Peter by the girls, though always in a sort of joke.

Then the two other girls shook their heads very gravely, from
which Harry learned that the question respecting the choice of

Miss Matilda Thoroughbung as a mistress for the Hall had been
discussed also before them.

" I am not going to marry all the family," said Molly.

Not Miss Matilda, for instance," said her brother laughing.
" No, especially not Matilda. Joshua is quite as angry about

>

his aunt as anybody here can be. You'll find that he is more of

an Annesley than a Thoroughbung."
" My dear," said the mother, your husband will, as a matter

of course, think most of his own family. And so ought you to do
of his family, which will be yours. A married woman should always
think most of her husband's family." In this way the mother told

her daughter of her future duties ; but behind the mother's back
Kate made a grimace, for the benefit of her sister Fanny, showing
thereby her conviction that in a matter of blood,—what she called

being a gentleman,—a Thoroughbung could not approach an
Annesley.

" Mamma does not know it as yet," Molly said afterwards in

privacy to her brother, " but you may take it for granted that Uncle
Peter has been into Buntingford and has made an offer to Aunt
Matilda. I could tell it at once, because she looked so sharp at

me today. And Joshua says that he is sure it is so by the airs she
gives herself."

" You think she'll have him 1
"

** Have him ? Of course she'll have him. Why shouldn't she ?
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A wretched old maid living with a companion like that would have
anyone.'*

She has got a lot of money."
" She'll take care of her money, let her alone for that. And

she'll have his house to live in. And there'll be a jointure. Of
course if there were to be children

"

Oh, bother !

"

Well, perhaps there will not. But it will be just as bad. We
don't mean even to visit them ; we think it so very wicked. And
we shall tell them a bit of our mind as soon as the thing has been
publicly declared."

CHAPTER XXIV.

HARRY ANNESLEY'S MISERY.

The conversation which took place that evening between Harry
and his father was more serious in its language, though not more
important in its purpose. "This is bad news, Harry," said the
rector.

" Yes, indeed, sir."

" Your uncle, no doubt, can do as he pleases."
" You mean as to the income he has allowed me ?

"

" As to the income ! As to the property itself. It is bad waiting
for dead men's shoes."

"And yet it is what everybody does in this world. No one can
say that I have been at all in a hurry to step into my uncle's shoes. It

was he that first told you that he should never marry, and as the

property has been entailed on me, he undertook to bring me up as

his son."
" So he did."
" Not a doubt about it, sir. But I had nothing to say to it. As far

as I understand, he has been allowing me two hundred and fifty

pounds a year for the last dozen years."
" Ever since you went to the Charterhouse."
" At that time I could not be expected to have a word to say to

it. And it has gone on ever since."
*' And when I was leaving Cambridge he required that I should

not go into a profession."

Not exactly that, Harry."
" It was so that I understood it. He did not wish his heir to be

burdened with a profession. He said so to me himself."
" Yes, just when he was in his pride, because you had got your

fellowship. But there was a contract understood, if not made."
" What contract t^^ asked Harry with an air of surprise.
** That you should be to him as a son."
^* I never undertook it. I wouldn't have done it at the price,

—

or for any price. I never felt for him the respect or the love that
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was due to a father. I did feel both of them, to the full, for my
own father. They are a sort of thing which we cannot transfer."

''They may be shared, Harry," said the rector, who was
flattered.

" No, sir ; in this instance that was not possible."
" You might have sat by while he read a sermon to his sister

and nieces. You understood his vanity, and you wounded it,

knowing what you were doing. I don't mean to blame you, but it

was a misfortune. Now we must look it in the face and see what
must be done. Your mother has told you that he has written to

me. There is his letter. You will see that he writes with a fixed

purpose." Then he handed to Harry a letter written on a large

sheet of paper, the reading of which would be so long that Harry
seated himself for the operation.

The letter need not here be repeated at length. It was written

with involved sentences, but in very decided language. It said

nothing of Harry^s want of duty, or not attending to the sermons,
or of other deficiencies of a like nature, but based his resolution in

regard to stopping the income on his nephew's misconduct—as it

appeared to him—in a certain particular case. And unfortunately,

though Harry was prepared to deny that his conduct on that occa-

sion had been subject to censure, he could not contradict any of

the facts on which Mr. Prosper had founded his opinion. The
story was told in reference to Mountjoy Scarborough, but not the

whole story. " I understand that there was a row in the streets

late at night, at the end of which young Mr. Scarborough was left

as dead under the raihngs." "Left for dead!" exclaimed Harry.
" Who says that he was left for dead ? I did not think him to be
dead."

'' You had better read it to the end^" said his father, and Harry
read it. The letter went on to describe how Mountjoy Scarborough
w^as missed from his usual haunts, how search was made by the
police, how the newspapers were filled with the strange incident,

and how Harry had told nothing of what had occurred. " But
beyond this," the letter went on to say, *' he positively denied, in

conversation with the gentleman's brother, that he had anything
to do with the gentleman on the night in question. If this be so,

he absolutely lied. A man who would lie on such an occasion,

knowing himself to have been guilty of having beaten the man in

such a way as to have probably caused his death,—for he had left

him for dead under the railings in a London street and in the mid-
night hour,—and would positively assert to the gentleman's brother
that he had not seen the gentleman on the night in question, when
he had every reason to believe that he had killed him,—a deed
which might or might not be murder,—is not fit to be recognised
as my heir." There were other sentences equally long and equally
compHcated, in all of which Mr. Prosper strove to tell the story

with tragic effect, but all of which had reference to the same trans-

action. He said nothing as to the ultimate destination of the
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property, nor of his own proposed marriage. Should he have a
son, that son would, of course, have the property. Should there

be no son, Harry must have it, even though his conduct might
have been ever so abominable. To prevent that outrage on society,

his marriage,—with its ordinary results would be the only step. Of
that he need say nothing. But the two hundred and fifty pounds
would not be paid after the Chris-tmas quarter, and he must decline

for the future the honour of receiving Mr. Henry Annesley at the

Hall.

Harry, when he had read it all, began to storm with anger.

The man, as he truly observed, had grossly insulted him. Mr.
Prosper had called him a liar, and had hinted that he was a

murderer. " You can do nothing to him," his father said. *' He
is your uncle, and you have eaten his bread."

" I can't call him out and fight him."
" You must let it alone."
" I can make my way into the house and see him."
" I don't think you can do that. You will find it difficult to get

beyond the front door, and I would advise you to abandon all such
ideas. What can you say to him 1

" It is false !

"

" What is false ? Though in essence it is false, in words it i3

true. You did deny that you had seen him."
I forget what passed. Augustus Scarborough endeavoured to

pump me about his brother, and I did not choose to be pumped.
As far as I can ascertain now, it is he that is the liar. He saw his

brother after the affair with me.''
" Has he denied it ?

"

" Practically he denies it by asking me the question. He asked
me with the ostensible object of finding out what had become of

his brother, when he himself knew what had become of him."
But you can't prove it. He positively says that you did deny

having seen him on the night in question. I am not speaking of

Augustus Scarborough, but of your uncle. What he says is true,

and you had better leave him alone. Take other steps for driving

the real truth into his brain."
" What steps can be taken with such a fool ?

"

" Write your own account of the transaction, so that he shall read
it. Let your mother have it. I suppose he will see your mother."

"And so beg his favour."

"You need beg for nothing. Or if the marriage comes off—"
" You have heard of the marriage, sir ?

"

" Yes ; I have heard of the marriage. I believe that he con*
templates it. Put your statement of what did occur, and of your
motives, into the hands of the lady's friends. He will be sure to

read it."

" What good will that do ?
"

"No good, but that of making him ashamed of himself. You
have got to read the world a little more deeply than you have
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hitherto done. He thinks that he is quarrelling with you about the
affair in London, but it is in truth because you have declined to

hear him read the sermons after having taken his money."
Then it is he that is the liar rather than I."

" I, v^ho am a moderate man, would say that neither is a liar.

You did not choose to be pumped, as you call it, and therefore

spoke as you did. According to the world's ways that was fair

enough. He, who is sore at the little respect you have paid him,
takes any ground of offence rather than that. Being sore at heart

he believes anything. This young Scarborough in some way gets

hold of him, and makes him accept this cock-and-bull story. If

you had sat there punctual all those Sunday evenings, do you think

he would have believed it then ?
"

"And I have got to pay such a penalty as this? The rector

could only shrug his shoulders. He was not disposed to scold his

son. It was not the custom of the house that Harry should be
scolded. He was a fellow of his college and the heir to Buston,
and was therefore considered to be out of the way of scolding.

But the rector felt that his son had made his bed and must now lie

on it, and Harry was aware that this was his father's feeling.

For two or three days he wandered about the country very down
in the mouth. The natural state of ovation in which the girls

existed was in itself an injury to him. How could he join them in

their ovation,—he who had suffered so much ? It seemed to be heart-

less that they should smile and rejoice when he,—the head of the
family as he had been taught to consider himself,—was being so
cruelly ill-used. For a day or two he hated Thoroughbung, though
Thoroughbung was all that was kind to him. He congratulated
him with cold congratulations, and afterwards kept out of his way.
Remember, Harry, that up to Christmas you can always have one

of the nags. There's Belladonna and Orange Peel. I think you'd
find the mare a little the faster, though perhaps the horse is the
bigger jumper." " Oh ! thank you," said Harry, and passed on.

Now Thoroughbung was fond of his horses, and liked to have them
talked about, and he knew that Harry Annesley was treating him
badly. But he was a good-humoured fellow, and he bore it without
complaint. He did not even say a cross word to Molly. Molly,
however, was not so patient. " You might be more gracious when
he's doing the best he can for you. It is not every one who will

lend you a horse to hunt for two months.'' Harry shook his head,
and wandered away miserable through the fields, and would not in

these days even set his foot upon the soil of the park. " He was
not going to intrude any further," he said to the rector. " You can
come to church at any rate," his father said, "for he certainly will

not be there while you are at the Parsonage." Oh ! yes ;
Harry

would go to the church. " I have yet to understand that Mr.
Prosper is the owner of the church, and the path there from the

rectory is at any rate open to the public." For at Buston the

church stands on one corner of the park.
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This went on for two or three days, during which nothing
further was said by the family as to Harry's woes. A letter was
sent off to Mrs. Brown, telling her that the lodgings would not be
required any longer, and anxious ideas began to crowd themselves
on Harry's mind as to his future residence. He thought that he
must go back to Cambridge and take his rooms at St. John's, and
look for college work. Two fatal years, years of idleness and
gaiety, had been passed, but still he thought that it might be pos-

sible. What else was there open for him ? And then, as he roamed
about the fields, his mind naturally ran away to the girl he loved.

How would he dare again to look Florence in the face? It was
not only the two hundred and fifty pounds per annum that was
gone. That would have been a small income on which to marry.
And he had never taken the girl's own money into account. He
had rather chosen to look forward to the position as squire of

Buston, and to take it for granted that it would not be very long

before he was called upon to fill the position. He had said not a
word to Florence about money, but it was thus that he had regarded
the matter. Now the existing squire was going to marry, and the

matter could not so be regarded any longer. He saw half-a-dozen

little Prospers occupying half-a-dozen little cradles, and a whole
suite of nurseries established at the Hall. The name of Prosper
would be fixed at Buston, putting it altogether beyond his reach.

In such circumstances would it not be reasonable that Florence
should expect him to authorise her to break their engagement ?

What was he now but the penniless son of a poor clergyman, with
nothing on which to depend but a miserable stipend, which must
cease were he to marry ? He knew that he ought to give her back
her troth. And yet, as he thought of doing so, he was indignant
with her. Was love to come to this ? Was her regard for him to

be counted as nothing? What right had he to expect that she
should be different from any other girl ? Then he was more
miserable than ever, as he told himself that such would undoubtedly
be her conduct. As he walked across the fields, heavy with the
mud of a wet October day, there came down a storm of rain which
wet him through. Who does not know the sort of sensation which
falls upon a man when he feels that even the elements have turned
against him, how he buttons up his coat and bids the clouds open
themselves upon his devoted bosom ?

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks ! Rage, blow,

You cataracts and hurricanes !

It is thus that a man is apt to address the soft rains of heaven
when he is becoming wet through in such a frame of mind ; and
on the present occasion Harry likened himself to Lear. It was to

him as though the steeples were to be drenched, and the cocks
drowned when he found himself wet through. In this condition
he went back to the house, and so bitter to him were the mis-
fortunes of the world that he would hardly condescend to speak
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while enduring them. But when he had entered the drawing-room
his mother greeted him with a letter. It had come by the day
mail, and his mother looked into his face piteously as she gave it

to him. The letter was from Brussels, and she could guess from
whom it had come. It might be a sweetly soft love-letter ; but
then it might be neither sweet nor soft in the condition of things in

which Harry was now placed. He took it and looked at it, but did
not dare to open it on the spur of the moment. Without a word
he went up to his room, and then tore it asunder. No doubt, he
said to himself, it would allude to his miserable stipend and
penniless condition. The letter ran as follows :

*^ Dearest Harry,
" I think it right to write to you, though mamma does

not approve of it. I have told her, however, that in the present
circumstances I am bound to do so, and that I should implore you
not to answer. Though I must write, there must be no corres-

pondence between us. Rumours have been received here very
detrimental to your character." Harry gnashed his teeth as he
read this. " Stories are told about your meeting with Captain
Scarborough in London, which I know to be only in part true.

Mamma says that because of them I ought to give up my engage-
ment, and my uncle, Sir Magnus, has taken upon himself to advise
me to do so. I have told them both that that which is said of you
is in part untrue ; but whether it be true or whether it be false, I

will never give up my engagement, unless you ask me to do so.

They tell me that as regards your pecuniary prospects you are

ruined. I say that you cannot be ruined as long as you have my
income. It will not be much, but it will, I should think, be enough.

" And now you can do as you please. You may be quite sure

that I shall be true to you, through ill report and good report.

Nothing that mamma can say to me will change me, and certainly

nothing from Sir Magnus.
And now there need not be a word from you if you mean to

be true to me. Indeed, I have promised that there shall be no
word, and I expect you to keep my promise for me. If you wish to

be free of me, then you must write and say so.

But you won't wish it, and therefore I am yours, always,

always, always your own Florence."

Harry read the letter standing up in the middle of the room,
and in half a minute he had torn off his wet coat, and kicked one
of his wet boots to the further corner of the room. Then there

was a knock at the door, and his mother entered.
^' Tell me, Harry, what she says."

He rushed up to his mother all damp and half-shod as he was,

and seized her in his arms. " Oh, mother, mother !

"

"What is it, dear?''
" Read that, and tell me whether there ever was a finer human
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being.'* Mrs. Annesley did read it, and thought her own daughter

Molly was just as fine a creature. Florence was simply doing what
any girl of spirit would do. But she saw that her son was as

jubilant now as he had been downcast, and she was quite willing to

partake of his comfort. " Not write a word to her. Ha, ha ! I

think I see myself at it."

" But she seems to be in earnest there."
" In earnest ! And so am I in earnest. Would it be possible

that a fellow should hold his hand and not write 1 Yes, my girl

;

I think that I must write a line. I wonder what she would say if I

were not to write t
"

" I think she means that you should be silent."
" She has taken a very odd way of assuming it. I am to keep

her promise for her. My darling, my angel, my life ! But I cannot
do that one thing. Oh, mother, mother ! if you only knew how
happy I am. What the mischief does it all signify ?—Uncle
Prosper, Miss Thoroughbung, and the rest of it,—with a girl like

that?"

CHAPTER XXV.

HARRY AND HIS UNCLE.

Harry was kissed all round by the girls, and was congratulated
warmly on the heavenly excellence of his mistress. They could
afford to be generous if he would be good-natured. " Of course
you must write to her," said Molly, when he came downstairs with
dry clothes.

I should think so, mother."
" Only she does seem to be so much in earnest about it," said

Mrs. Annesley.
" I think she would rather get just a line to say that he is

earnest too," said Fanny.
" Why should not she like a love-letter as much as anyone

else ? " said Kate, who had her own ideas. " Of course she has to

tell him about her mamma, but what need he care for that ? Of
course mamma thinks that Joshua need not write to Molly, but
Molly won't mind."

I don't think anything of the kind, miss."

"And besides, Joshua hves in the next parish," said Fanny,
and has a horse to ride over on if he has anything to say."

At any rate, I shall write," said Harry, even at the risk of
making her angry." And he did write, as follows :

" Buston,—October, i88—

.

**My own dear Girl,
It is impossible that I should not send one line in

answer. Put yourself in my place, and consult your own feelings.
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Think that you have had a letter so full of love, so noble, so true,

so certain to fill you with joy, and then say whether you would let

it pass without a word of acknowledgment. It would be absolutely
impossible. It is not very probable that I should ask you to break
your engagement, which in the midst of my troubles is the only
consolation that I have. But when a man has a rock to stand
upon like that, he does not want anything else. As long as a man
has the one person necessary to his happiness to believe in him, he
can put up with the ill opinion of all the others. You are to me so
much that you outweigh all the world.

^' I did not choose to have my secret pumped out of me by
Augustus Scarborough. I can tell you the whole truth now.
Mountjoy Scarborough had told me that he regarded you as
affianced to him, and required me to say that I would—drop you.
You know now how probable that was. He was drunk on the
occasion,—had made himself purposely drunk so as to get over all

scruples,—and attacked me with his stick. Then came a scrim-
mage, in which he was upset. A sober man has always the best of
it." I am afraid that Harry put in that little word sober for a
purpose. The opportunity of declaring that he was sober was
too good to be lost. I went away and left him, certainly not dead,
not apparently much hurt. But if I had told all this to Augustus
Scarborough, your name must have come out. Now I should not
mind. Now I might tell the truth about you,—with great pride, if

occasion required it. But I couldn't do it then. What would the
world have said to two men fighting in the streets about a girl,

neither of whom had a right to fight about her ? That was the

reason why I told an untruth ;—because I did not choose to fall

into the trap which Augustus Scarborough had laid for me.
^' If your mother will understand it all, I do not think she will

object to me on that score. If she does quarrel with me, she will

only be fighting the Scarborough game, in which I am bound to

oppose her. I am afraid the fact is that she prefers the Scarborough
game,—not because of my sins but from auld lang syne.

But Augustus has got hold of my uncle Prosper, and has done
me a terrible injury. My uncle is a weak man, and has been pre-

disposed against me from other circumstances. He thinks that I

have neglected him, and is willing to believe anything against me.
He has stopped my income,—two hundred and fifty pounds a year,

—and is going to revenge himself on me by marrying a wife. It is

too absurd, and the proposed wife is aunt of the man whom my
sister is going to marry. It makes such a heap of confusion. Of
course, if he becomes the father of a family, I shall be nowhere.
Had I not better take to some profession ? Only what shall I take

to.'* It is almost too late for the bar. I must see you and talk

over it all.

" You have commanded me not to write, and now there is a

long letter! It is as well to be hung for a sheep as a lamb. But
when a man's character is at stake, he feels that he must plead for
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it. You won^t be angry with me because I have not done all that

you told me? It was absolutely necessary that I should tell you
that I did not mean to ask you to break your engagement, and one
word has led to all the others. There shall be only one other,

which means more than all the rest,— that I am yours, dearest,

with all my heart,

"Harry Annesley."

"There!" he said to himself, as he put the letter into the

envelope, " she may think it too long, but I am sure she would not
have been pleased had I not written at all."

That afternoon Joshua was at the rectory, having just trotted

over after business hours at the brewery because of some special

word which had to be whispered to Molly, and Harry put himself
in his way as he went out to get on his horse in the stable-yard.

Joshua," he said, " I know that I owe you an apology."

What for?"
" You have been awfully good to me about the horses, and I

have been very ungracious."
" Not at all."

"But I have. The truth is, I have been made thoroughly
miserable by circumstances, and, when that occurs, a man cannot
pick himself up all at once. It isn't my uncle that has made me
wretched. That is a kind of thing that a man has to put up with,

and I think that I can bear it as well as another. But an attack

has been made upon me, which has wounded me."
" I know all about it."

" I don't mind telling you, as you and Molly are going to hit off

together. There is a girl I love, and they have tried to interfere

with her."
" They haven't succeeded ?

"

" No, by George ! And now I'm as right as a trivet. When it

came across me that she might have—might have yielded, you
know— it was as though all had been over. I ought not to have
suspected her."

''But she's all right?"
** Indeed she is. I think you'll like her when you see her some

day. If you don't, you have the most extraordinary taste I ever
knew a man to possess. How about the horse ?

"

" I have four, you know."
** What a grand thing it is to be a brewer !

"

" And there are two of them will carry you. The other two are
not quite up to your weight."

You haven't been out yet ?"

" Well, no ;—not exactly out. The governor is the best fellow
in the world, but he draws the line at cub-hunting. He says the
business should be the business till November. Upon my word, I

think he's right."
" And how many days a week after that ?

"
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"Well, three regular. I do get an odd day with the Esse?:

sometimes, and the governor winks.''
" The governor hunts himself as often as you ?

"

" Oh dear, no ! three a week does for the governor, and he is

beginning to like frosty weather, and to hear with pleasure that

one of the old horses isn't as fit as he should be. He's what they
call training off. Good-bye, old fellow. Mind you come out on
the 7th of November.*'

But Harry, though he had been made happy by the letter from
Florence, had still a great many troubles on his mind. His first

trouble was the having to do something in reference to his uncle.

It did not appear to him to be proper to accept his uncle's decision

in regard to his income without, at any rate, attempting to see

Mr. Prosper. It would be as though he had taken what was done
as a matter of course,—as though his uncle could stop the income
without leaving him any ground of complaint. Of the intended
marriage,—if it were intended,—he would say nothing. His uncle
had never promised him in so many words not to marry, and there

would be, he thought, something ignoble in his asking his uncle not
to do that which he intended to do himself without even consulting

his uncle about it. As he turned it all over in his mind he began
to ask himself why his uncle should be asked to do anything for

him, whereas he had never done anything for his uncle. He had
been told that he was the heir, not to the uncle, but to Buston, and
had gradually been taught to look upon Buston as his right,—as
though he had a certain indefeasible property in the acres. He
now began to perceive that there was no such thing. A tacit con-
tract had been made on his behalf, and he had declined to accept
his share of the contract. But he had been debarred from follow-

ing any profession by his uncle's promised allowance. He did not
think that he could complain to his uncle about the proposed
marriage ; but he did think that he could ask a question or two
as to the income.

Without saying a word to any of his own family he walked
across the park, and presented himself at the front door of Buston
Hall. In doing so he would not go upon the grass. He had told

his father that he would not enter the park, and therefore kept him-
self to the road. And he had dressed himself with some little care,

as a man does when he feels that he is going forth on some mission
of importance. Had he intended to call on old Mr. Thoroughbung
there would have been no such care. And he rang at the front

door, instead of entering the house by any of the numerous side

inlets with which he was well acquainted. The butler understood
the ring, and put on his company coat when he answered the
bell.

Is my uncle at home, Matthew ? " he said.
" Mr. Prosper, Mr. Harry ? Well, no ; I can't say that he just

is ; " and the old man groaned, and wheezed, and looked unhappy.
" He is not often out at this time." Matthew groaned again,
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and wheezed more deeply, and looked unhappier. " I suppose you
mean to say that he has given orders that I am not to be admilted."
To this the butler made no answer, but only looked wofully into

the young man's face. " What is the meaning of it all, Matthew ?

"

" Oh ! Mr. Harry, you shouldn't ask me as is merely a servant."

Harry felt the truth of this rebuke, but was not going to put up
with it.

" That's all my eye, Matthew ;
you know all about it as well as

anyone. It is so. He does not want to see me."
I don't think he does, Mr. Harry."

" And why not ? You know the whole of my family story as

well as my father does, or my uncle. Why does he shut his doors
against me, and send me word that he does not want to see me ?

"

" Well, Mr. Harry, I'm not just able to say why he does it,

—

and you the heir. But if I was asked I should make answer that it

has come along of them sermons." Then Matthew looked very
serious, and scratched his head.

I suppose so."
" That was it, Mr. Harry. We, none of us, were very fond of

the sermons."
" I dare say not."

"We in the kitchen. But we was bound to have them, or we
should have lost our places.''

" And now I must lose my place." The butler said nothing,
but his face assented. A little hard, isn't it, Matthew ? But I

wish to say a few words to my uncle,—not to express any regret

about the sermons, but to ask what it is that he intends to do."
Here Matthew shook his head very slowly. " He has given positive

orders that I shall not be admitted ?

"

" It must be over my dead body, Mr. Harry ;" and he stood in

the way with the door in his hand, as though intending to sacrifice

himself should he be called upon to do so by the nature of the cir-

cumstances. Harry, however, did not put him to the test
;
but,

bidding him good-bye with some little joke as to his fidehty, made
his way back to the parsonage.

That night before he went to bed he wrote a letter to his uncle,

as to which he said not a word to either his father, or mother, or

sisters. He thought that the letter was a good letter, and would
have been proud to show it ; but he feared that either his father or

his mother would advise him not to send it, and he was ashamed to

read it to Molly. He therefore sent the letter across the park the
next morning by the gardener.

The letter was as follows :

My dear Uncle,
" My father has shown me your letter to him, and, of course,

I feel it incumbent on me to take some notice of it. Not wishing
to trouble you with a letter I called this morning, but I was told by
Matthew that you would not see me. As you have expressed your-
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self to my father very severely as to my conduct, I am sure you
will agree with me that I ought not to let the matter pass by without
making my own defence.

" You say that there was a row in the streets between Mountjoy
Scarborough and myself in which he was Meft for dead.' When I

left him I did not think he had been much hurt, nor have I had
reason to think so since. He had attacked me, and I had simply
defended myself. He had come upon me by surprise

;
and, when

I had shaken him off, I went away. Then in a day or two he had
disappeared. Had he been killed, or much hurt, the world would
have heard of it ; but the world simply heard that he had dis-

appeared, which could hardly have been the case had he been
much hurt.

" Then you say that I denied in conversation with Augustus
Scarborough that I had seen his brother on the night in question.

I did deny it. Augustus Scarborough, who was evidently well

acquainted with the whole transaction, and who had, I believe,

assisted his brother in disappearing, wished to learn from me what
I had done, and to hide what he had done. He wished to saddle
me with the disgrace of his brother's departure, and I did not
choose to fall into his trap. At the moment of his asking me he
knew that his brother was safe. I think that the word ' lie,' as used
by you, is very severe for such an occurrence. A man is not
generally held to be bound to tell everything respecting himself to

the first person that shall ask him. If you will ask any man who
knows the world,—my father for instance,— I think you will be told

that such conduct was not faulty.

But it is at any rate necessary that I should ask you what you
intend to do in reference to my future hfe. I am told that you
intend to stop the income which I have hitherto received. Will
this be considerate on your part ? (In his first copy of the letter

Harry had asked whether it would be "fair," and had then changed
the word for one that was milder.) " When I took my degree you
yourself said that it would not be necessary that I should go into

any profession, because you would allow me an income, and would
then provide for me. I took your advice, in opposition to my
father's, because it seemed then that I was to depend on you rather

than on him. You cannot deny that I shall have been treated

hardly if I now be turned loose upon the world.
" I shall be happy to come and see you if you shall wish it, so

as to save you the trouble of writing to me. Your affectionate

nephew,
" Henry Annesley."

Harry might have been sure that his uncle would not see him,

—

probably was sure when he added the last paragraph. Mr. Prosper
enjoyed greatly two things : the mysticism of being invisible, and
the opportunity of writing a letter. Mr. Prosper had not a large

correspondence, but it was laborious, and, as he thought, effective.
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He believed that he did know how to write a letter, and he went
about it with a will. It was not probable that he would make him-
self common by seeing his nephew on such an occasion, or that he
would omit the opportunity of spending an entire morning with
pen and ink. The result was very short, but to his idea it was
satisfactory.

Sir," he began. He considered this matter very deeply ; but
as the entire future of his own life was concerned in it, he felt that

it became him to be both grave and severe.
" I have received your letter and have read it with attention.

I observe that you admit that you told Mr. Augustus Scarborough
a deliberate untruth. This is what the plain-speaking world, when
it wishes to be understood as using the unadorned English language,
which is always the language I prefer myself, calls a lie ;—a LIE !

I do not choose that this humble property shall fall at my death
into the hands of A liar. Therefore I shall take steps to prevent
it,—which may or may not be successful.

"As such steps, whatever may be their result, are to be taken,

the income,—intended to prepare you for another alternative, which
may possibly not now be forthcoming,—will naturally now be no
longer allowed.

" I am, sir, your obedient servant,

"Peter Prosper."

The first effect of the letter was to produce laughter at the

rectory. Harry could not but show it to his father, and in an hour
or two it became known to his mother and sister, and, under an
oath of secrecy, to Joshua Thoroughbung. It could not be matter
of laughter when the future hopes of Miss Matilda Thoroughbung
were taken into consideration.

" I declare I don't know what you are all laughing about," said

Kate, " except that Uncle Peter does use such comical phrases."

But Mrs. Annesley, though the most good-hearted woman in the
world, was almost angry. " I don't know what you all see to laugh
at in it. Peter has in his hands the power of making or marring
Harry's future."

" But he hasn't," said Harry.
" Or he mayn't have," said the rector.

It's all in the hands of the Almighty," said Mrs. Annesley,
who felt herself bound to retire from the room and to take her
daughter with her.

But, when they were alone, both the father and his son were
very angry. " I have done with him for ever," said Harry. " Let
what come what may, I will never see him or speak to him again.

A * lie,' and * har ' ! He has written those words in that way so as

to salve his own conscience for the injustice he is doing. He
knows that I am not a liar. He cannot understand what a liar

means, or he would know that he is one himself."
" A man seldom has such knowledge as that"
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" Is it not so when he stigmatises me in this way merely as an
excuse to himself? He wants to be rid of me,—probably because
I did not sit and hear him read the sermons. Let that pass. I

may have been wrong in that, and he may be justified, but because
of that he cannot believe really that I have been a liar,—a liar in

such a determined way as to make me unfit to be his heir.'^

He is a fool, Harry. That is the worst of him/*
" I don't think it is the worst."
^* You cannot have worse. It is dreadful to have to depend on

a fool,— to have to trust to a man who cannot tell wrong from right.

Your uncle intends to be a good man. If it were brought home to

him that he were doing a wrong he would not do it. He would not
rob ; he would not steal ; he must not commit murder, and the

rest of it. But he is a fool, and he does not know when he is doing
these things."

" I will wash my hands of him."
Yes ; and he will wash his hands of you. You do not know

him as I do. He has taken it into his silly head that you are the
chief of sinners because you said what was not true to that man,
who seems really to be the sinner, and nothing will eradicate the

idea. He will go and marry that woman because he thinks that in

that way he can best carry his purpose, and then he will repent at

leisure. I used to tell you that you had better listen to the

sermons."
And now I must pay for it."

"Well! my boy, it is no good crying for spilt milk. As I was
saying just now there is nothing worse than a fool."

CHAPTER XXVI.

MARMADUKE LODGE.

On the seventh of next month two things occurred, each of great

importance. Hunting commenced in the Puckeridge country, and
Harry, with that famous mare Belladonna, was there. And Squire
Prosper was driven in his carriage into Buntingford, and made his

offer with all due formality to Miss Thoroughbung. The whole
household, including Matthew, and the cook, and the coachman,
and the boy, and the two housemaids, knew what he was going to

do. It would be difficult to say how they knew, because he was
a man who had never told anything. He was the last man in

England who, on such a matter, would have made a confidant of

his butler. He never spoke to a servant about matters unconnected
with their service. He considered that to do so would be altogether

against his dignity. Nevertheless, when he ordered his carriage,

which he did not do very frequently at this time of the year, when
the horses were wanted on the farm,—and of which he gave
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twenty-four hours* notice to all the persons concerned ; and when
early in the morning he ordered that his Sunday suit should be
prepared for wearing, and when his aspect grew more and more
serious as the hours drew nigh,—it was well understood by them
all that he was going to make the offer that day.

He was both proud and fearful as to the thing to be done,

—

proud that he, the squire of Buston, should be called on to take so

important a step ;
proud by anticipation of his feelings, as he

would return home a jolly thriving wooer,—and yet a little fearful

lest he might not succeed. Were he to fail, the failure would be
horrible to him. He knew that every man and woman about the

place would know all about it. Among the secrets of the family

there was a story, never now mentioned, of his having done the

same thing once before. He was then a young man, about twenty-
five, and he had come forth to lay himself and Buston at the feet

of a baronet's daughter who lived some twenty-five miles off. She
was very beautiful, and was said to have a fitting dower ; but he
had come back,—and had shut himself up in the house for a week
afterwards. To no human ears had he ever since spoken of his

interview with Miss Courteney. The doinrs of that day had been
wrapped in impenetrable darkness. BuUiU Buston and the neigh-
bouring parishes had known that Miss Courteney had refused him.
Since that day he had never gone forth again on such a mission.

There were those who said of him that his love had been so
deep and enduring that he had never got the better of it. Miss
Courteney had been married to a much grander lover, and had
been taken off to splendid circles. But he had never mentioned
her name. That story of his abiding love \vas thoroughly believed
by his sister, who used to tell it of him to his credit when at the
rectory the rector would declare him to be a fool. But the rector
used to say that he was dumb from pride, or that he could not bear
to have it known that he had failed at anything. At any rate he
had never again attempted love, and had formally declared to his
sister that, as he did not intend to marry, Harry should be regarded
as his son. Then at last had come the fellowship, and he had been
proud of his heir, thinking that in some way he had won the fellow-

ship himself, as he had paid the bills. But now all was altered,

and he was to go forth to his wooing again.

There had been a rumour about the country that he was already
accepted ; but such was not the case. He had never even asked.
He had fluttered about Buntingford, thinking of it ; but he had
never put the question. To his thinking it would not have been
becoming to do so without some ceremony. Buston was not to be
made away with dvu-ing the turnings of a quadrille or as a part of
an ordinary conversation. It was not probable, nay, it was im-
possible, that he should mention the subject to anyone ; but still

he must visibly prepare for it, and I think that he was aware that

the world around him knew what he was about.

And the Thoroughbungs knew, and Miss Matilda Thoroughbung
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Knew well. All Buntingford knew. In those old days in which he
had sought the hand of the baronet's daughter, the baronet's

daughter and the baronet's wife, and the baronet himself had
known what was coming, though Mr. Prosper thought that the
secret dwelt alone in his old bosom. Nor did he dream now that

Harry and Harry's father, and Harry's mother and sisters, had
all laughed at the conspicuous gravity of his threat. It was the
general feeling on the subject which made the rumour current that

the deed had been done. But when he came downstairs with one
new grey kid-glove on, and the other dangling in his hand, nothing
had been done.

" Drive to Buntingford," said the squire.

Yes, sir," said Matthew, the door of the carriage in his hand.
" To Marmaduke Lodge."
*' Yes, sir." Then Matthew told the coachman, who had heard

the instructions very plainly, and knew them before he had heard
them. The squire threw himself back in the carriage, and applied

himself to wondering how he should do the deed. He had, in truth,

barely studied the words ; but not at all the manner of delivering

them. With his bare hand up to his eyes so that he might hold
the glove unsoiled in the other, he devoted his intellect to the task

;

nor did he withdraw his hand till the carriage turned in at the gate.

The drive up to the door of Marmaduke Lodge was very short, and
he had barely time to arrange his waistcoat and his whiskers before

the carriage stood still. He was soon told that Miss Thoroughbung
was at home, and within a moment he found himself absolutely

standing on the carpet in her presence.

Report had dealt unkindly with Miss Thoroughbung in the
matter of her age. Report always does deal unkindly with un-
married young women who have ceased to be girls. There is an
idea that they will wish to make themselves out to be younger than
they are, and therefore report makes them older. She had been
called forty-five and even fifty. Her exact age at this moment was
forty-two ; and as Mr. Prosper was only fifty there was no dis-

crepancy in the marriage. He would have been young-looking for

his age, but for an air of ancient dandyism which had grown upon
him. He was somewhat dry, too, and skinny, with high cheek-
bones and large dull eyes. But he was clean, and grave, and
orderly,—a man promising well to a lady on the look-out for a
husband. Miss Thoroughbung was fat, fair, and forty to the letter,

and she had a just measure of her own good looks, of which she
was not unconscious. But she was specially conscious of twenty-
five thousand pounds, the possession of which had hitherto stood
in the way of her search after a husband. It was said commonly
about Buntingford that she looked too high, seeing that she was
only a Thoroughbung and had no more than twenty-five thousand
pounds.

But Miss Tickle was in the room, and might have been said

to be in the way, were it not that a little temporary relief was felt
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by Mr. Prosper to be a comfort. Miss Tickle was at any rate

twenty years older than Miss Thoroughbung, and was of all slaves

at the same time the humblest and the most irritating. She never
asked for anything, but was always painting the picture of her own
deserts. " I hope I have the pleasure of seeing Miss Tickle quite

well," said the squire, as soon as he had paid his first compliments
to the lady of his love.

" Thank you, Mr. Prosper
;
pretty well. My anxiety is all for

Matilda." Matilda had been Matilda to her since she had been a
little girl, and Miss Tickle was not going now to drop the advantage
which the old intimacy gave her.

*' I trust there is no cause for it."

" Well, I'm not so sure. She coughed a little last night, and
would not eat her supper. We always do have a little supper. A
despatched crab it was ; and when she would not eat it 1 knew
there was something wrong."

" Nonsense ! What a fuss you make ! Well, Mr. Prosper,

have you seen your nephew yet ?

"

" No, Miss Thoroughbung ; nor do I intend to see him. The
young man has disgraced himself."

" Dear, dear ; how sad !

'*

" Young men do disgrace themselves, I fear, very often," said

Miss Tickle.
" We won't talk about it, if you please, because it is a family

affair."

" Oh no," said Miss Thoroughbung.
At least, not as yet. It maybe, but never mind ; I would not

wish to be premature in anything."

I am always telling Matilda so. She is so impulsive. But
as you may have matters of business, Mr. Prosper, on which to

speak to Miss Thoroughbung, I will retire."
" It is very thoughtful on your part, Miss Tickle.*'

Then Miss Tickle retired, from which it may be surmised that

the probable circumstances of the interview had been already dis-

cussed between the ladies. Mr. Prosper drew a long breath, and
sighed audibly, as soon as he was alone with the object of his

affections. He wondered whether men were ever bright and jolly

in such circumstances. He sighed again, and then he began :

" Miss Thoroughbung !

"

" Mr. Prosper !

"

All the prepared words had flown from his memory. He could
not even bethink himself how he ought to begin. And, un-
fortunately, so much must depend upon manner ! But the property
was unembarrassed, and Miss Thoroughbung thought it probable
that she might be allowed to do what she would with her own
money. She had turned it all over to the right and to the left, and
she was quite minded to accept him. With this view she had
told Miss Tickle to leave the room, and she now felt that she \|^as

bound to give the gentleman what help might be in her power.

M
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"Oh, Miss Thoroughbung !
" he said.

" Mr. Prosper, you and I are such good friends, that—that

—

that "

Yes, indeed. You can have no more true friend than I am.
Not even Miss Tickle."

'*0h, bother Miss Tickle ! Miss Tickle is very well.*'

" Exactly so. Miss Tickle is very well ; a most estimable
person.*'

" We'll leave her alone just at present."
" Yes, certainly. We had better leave her alone in our present

conversation. Not but what I have a strong regard for her." Mr.
Prosper had surely not thought of the opening he might be giving
as to a future career for Miss Tickle by such an assertion.

*' So have I for the matter of that, but we'll drop her just now."
Then she paused, but he paused also. " You have come over
to-day probably in order that you might congratulate them at the
brewery on the marriage with one of your family." Then Mr.
Prosper frowned ; but she did not care for his frowning. It will

not be a bad match for the young lady, as Joshua is fairly steady,

and the brewery is worth money.'*
" I could have wished him a better brother-in-law," said the

lover, who was taken away from the consideration of his love by
the allusion to the Annesleys. He had thought of all that, and in

the dearth of fitting objects of affection had resolved to endure
the drawback of the connection. But it had for a while weighed
very seriously with him, so that had the twenty-five thousand
pounds been twenty thousand pounds, he might have taken himself

to Miss Puffle, who lived near Saffron Walden, and who would
own Smickham Manor when her father died. The property was
said to be involved, and Miss Puffle was certainly forty-eight. As
an heir was the great desideratum, he had resolved that Matilda
Thoroughbung should be the lady in spite of the evils attending
the new connection. He did feel that in throwing over Harry he
would have to abandon all the Annesleys, and to draw a line

between himself with Miss Thoroughbung and the whole family of

the Thoroughbungs generally.

"You mustn't be too bitter against poor Molly,** said Miss
Thoroughbung.

Mr. Prosper did not like to be called bitter, and in spite of the
importance of the occasion, could not but show that he did not
like it. " I don't think that we need talk about it."

" Oh, dear no. Kate and Miss Tickle need neither be talked
about." Mr. Prosper disliked all familiarity, and especially that

of being laughed at, but Miss Thoroughbung did laugh. So he
drew himself up, and dangled his glove more slowly than be-

fore. " Then you were not going on to congratulate them at the

brewery ?
"

Certainly not."
" I did not know."
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My purpose carries me no farther than Marmaduke Lodge.

1 have no desire to see anyone to-day besides Miss Thoroughbung.'*
That is a compliment."

Then his memory suddenly brought back to him one of his

composed sentences. " In beholding Miss Thoroughbung I

behold her on whom I hope I may depend for all the future

happiness of my life." He did feel that it had come in the right

place. It had been intended to be said immediately after her

acceptance of him. But it did very well where it was. It ex-

pressed, as he assured himself, the feelings of his heart, and must
draw from her some declaration of hers.

" Goodness gracious me, Mr. Prosper !

"

This sort of coyness was to have been expected, and he there-

fore continued with another portion of his prepared words, which
now came glibly enough to him. But it was a previous portion.

It was all the same to Miss Thoroughbung, as it declared plainly

the gentleman's intention. If I can induce you to listen to me
favourably, I shall say of myself that I am the happiest gentleman
in Hertfordshire."

" Oh, Mr. Prosper !

"

" My purpose is to lay at your feet my hand, my heart, and
the lands of Buston." Here he was again going backwards, but
it did not much matter now in what sequence the words were said.

The offer had been thoroughly completed and was thoroughly
understood.

"A lady, Mr. Prosper, has to think of these things,'* said Miss
Thoroughbung.

" Of course I would not wish to hurry you prematurely to any
declaration of your affections."

" But there are other considerations, Mr. Prosper. You know
about my property ?"

" Nothing particularly. It has not been a matter of considera-
tion with me." This he said with some slight air of offence. He
was a gentleman, whereas Miss Thoroughbung was hardly a lady.

Matter of consideration her money of course had been. How
should he not consider it ? But he was aware that he ought not to

rush on that subject, but should leave it to the arrangement of

lawyers, expressing his own views through her own lawyer. To
her it was the thing of most importance, and she had no feelings

which induced her to be silent on a matter so near to her. She
rushed.

" But it has to be considered, Mr. Prosper. It is all my own,
and comes to very nearly one thousand a year. I think it is nine
hundred and seventy-two pounds six shillings and eightpence. Of
course when there is so much money it would have to be tied up
somehow.'' Mr. Prosper was undoubtedly disgusted, and if he
could have receded at this moment would have transferred his

affections to Miss Puffle. Of course you understand that."

She had not accepted him as yet, nor said a word of her regard
M 2
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for him. All that went, it seemed, as a matter of no importance
whatever. He had been standing for the last few minutes, and
now he remained standing and looking at her. They were both
silent, so that he was obliged to speak. " I understand that

between a lady and gentleman so circumstanced there should be
a settlement."

" Just so.''

" I also have some property," said Mr. Prosper, with a touch of
pride in his tone.

" Of course you have. Goodness gracious me ! why else would
you come ? You have got Buston, which I suppose is two thousand
a year. At any rate it has that name. But it isn't your own ?

" Not my own ?

"

Well, no. You couldn't leave it to your widow, so that she
might give it to anyone she pleased when you were gone." Here
the gentleman frowned very darkly, and thought that after all Miss
Puffle would be the woman for him. " All that has to be considered,

and it makes Buston not exactly your own. If I were to have a
daughter she wouldn't have it."

" No, not a daughter," said Mr. Prosper, still wondering at the

thorough knowledge of the business in hand displayed by the lady.
" Oh ! if it were to be a son, that would be all right, and then

my money would go to the younger children, divided equally between
Doys and girls." Mr. Prosper shook his head as he found himself
suddenly provided with so plentiful and thriving a family. " That,
I suppose, would be the way of the settlement, together with a
certain income out of Buston set apart for my use. It ought to be
considered that I should have to provide a house to live in. This
belongs to my brother, and I pay him forty pounds a year for it.

It should be something better than this."

My dear Miss Thoroughbung, the lawyer would do all that."

There did come upon him an idea that she, with her aptitude for

business, would not be altogether a bad helpmate.
The lawyers are very well ; but in a transaction of this kind

there is nothing like the principals understanding each other.

Young women are always robbed when their money is left

altogether to the gentlemen."
Robbed !

"

Don't suppose I mean you, Mr. Prosper ; and the robbery I

mean is not considered disgraceful at all. The gentlemen I mean
are the fathers and the brothers, and the uncles and the lawyers.

And they intend to do right after the custom of their fathers and
uncles. But woman's rights are coming up."

^'
I hate woman's rights."

" Nevertheless they are coming up. A young woman doesn't

get taken in as she used to do. I don't mean any offence, you
know." This was said in reply to Mr. Prosper's repeated frown.
" Since woman's rights have come up a young woman is belter able

to fight her own battle."



THE PROPOSAL,

Mr. Prosper was willing to admit that Miss Thoroughbung was
fair, but she was fat also, and at least forty. There was hardly

need that she should refer so often to her own unprotected youth.
" I should like to have the spending of my own income, Mr.
Prosper,—that's a fact."

" Oh, indeed !

"

Yes, I should. I shouldn't care to have to go to my husband
if I wanted to buy a pair of stockings."

" An allowance, I should say."
" And what should be my own income
" Nothing to go to the house ?

"

" Oh, yes ! There might be certain things which I might agree

to pay for. A pair of ponies I should like."

I always keep a carriage and a pair of horses."
" But the ponies would be my look-out. I shouldn't mind paying

for my own maid, and the champagne, and my clothes, of course,

and the fishmonger's bill. There would be Miss Tickle, too. You
said you would like Miss Tickle. I should have to pay for her.

That would be about enough, I think."

Mr. Prosper was thoroughly disgusted ; but when he left

Marmaduke Lodge he had not said a word as to withdrawing from
his offer. She declared that she would put her terms into writing

and give them to her lawyer, who would communicate with Mr.
Grey. Mr. Prosper was surprised to find that she knew the name
of his lawyer, who was in truth our old friend. And then, while he
was still hesitating, she astounded—nay, shocked him—by her
mode of ending the conference. She got up, and throwing her
arms round his neck, kissed him most affectionately. After that

there was no retreating for Mr. Prosper, no immediate mode of

retreat, at all events. He could only back out of the room, and get

into his carriage, and be carried home as quickly as possible.

CHAPTER XXVII.

THE PROPOSAL.

It had never happened to him before. The first thought that came
upon Mr. Prosper, when he got into his carriaire, was that it had
never occurred to him before. He did not reflect that he had not
put himself in the way of it ; but now the strangeness of the sen-

sation overwhelmed him. He inquired of himself whether it was
pleasant, but he found himself compelled to answer the question

with a negative. It should have come from him, but not yet ; not
yet, probably for some weeks. But it had been done, and by the
doing of it she had sealed him utterly as her own. There was no
getting out of it now. He did feel that he ought not to attempt to

get out of it after what had taken place. Pie was not sure but that
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the lady had planned it all with that purpose ; but he was sure that

a strong foundation had been laid for a breach of promise case if

he were to attempt to escape. What might not a jury do against
him, giving damages out of the acres of Buston Hall ? And then
Miss Thoroughbung would go over to the other Thoroughbungs
and to the Annesleys, and his condition would become intolerable.

In some moments as he was driven home he was not sure but that

it had all been got up as a plot against him by the Annesleys.
When he got out of his carriage Matthew knew that things had

gone badly with his master. But he could not conjecture in what
way. The matter had been fully debated in the kitchen, and it had
been there decided that Miss Thoroughbung was certainly to be
brought home as the future mistress of Buston. The step to be
taken by their master was not popular in the Buston kitchen. It

had been there considered that Master Harry was to be the future

master, and, by some perversity of intellect, they had all thought
that this would occur soon. Matthew was much older than the
squire, who was hardly to be called a sickly man, and yet Matthew
had made up his mind that Mr. Harry was to reign over him as

squire of Buston. When, therefore, the tidings came that Miss
Thoroughbung was to be brought to Buston as the mistress, there
had been some slight symptoms of rebellion. They didn't want
any 'Tilda Thoroughbung there." They had their own idea of a
lady and gentleman, which, as in all such cases, was perfectly

correct. They knew the squire to be a fool, but they believed him
to be a gentleman. They heard that Miss Thoroughbung was a
clever woman, but they did not believe her to be a lady. Matthew
had said a few words to the cook as to a public-house at Stevenage.
She had told him not to be an old fool, and that he would lose his

money, but she had thought of the public-house. There had been
a mutinous feeling. Matthew helped his master out of the carriage,

and then came a revulsion. That froth of a beer-barrel," as

Matthew had dared to call her, had absolutely refused his master.

Mr. Prosper went into the house very meditative, and sad at

heart. It was a matter almost of regret to him that it had not

been as Matthew supposed. But he was caught and bound and
must make the best of it. He thought of all the particulars of her
proposed mode of living, and recapitulated them to himself. A
pair of ponies, her own maid, champagne, the fishmonger's bill,

and Miss Tickle. Miss Puffle would certainly not have required

such expensive luxuries. Champagne and the fish would require

company for their final consumption. The ponies assumed a tone

of being quite opposed to that which he had contemplated. He
questioned with himself whether he would like Miss Tickle as a
perpetual inmate. He had, in sheer civility, expressed a liking for

Miss Tickle ; but what need could there be to a married woman of

a Miss Tickle ? And then he thought of the education of the five

or six children which she had almost promised him ! He had
suggested to himself simply an heir—^just one heir—so that the
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nefarious Harry might be cut out. He already saw that he would
not be enriched to the extent of a shilling by the lady's income.
Then there would be all the trouble and the disgrace of a separate

purse. He felt that there would be disgrace in having the fish and
the champagne which were consumed in his own house paid for by
his wife without reference to him. What if the lady had a par-

tiality for champagne ? He knew nothing about it, and would
know nothing about it, except when he saw it in her heightened
colour. Despatched crabs for supper ! He always went to bed at

ten, and had a tumbler of barley-water brought to him,—a glass of

barley-water with just a squeeze of lemon-juice.

He saw ruin before him. No doubt she was a good manager,
but she would be a good manager for herself Would it not be
better for him to stand the action for breach of promise, and betake
himself to Miss Puffle ? But Miss Puffle was fifty, and there could

be no doubt that the lady ought to be younger than the gentleman.
He was much distressed in mind. If he broke off with Miss
Thoroughbung, ought he to do so at once, before she had had time
to put the matter into the hands of the lawyer t And on what plea

should he do it ? Before he went to bed that night he did draw
out a portion of a letter, which, however, was never sent.

"My dear Miss Thoroughbung,
In the views which we both promulgated this morning

I fear that there was some essential misunderstanding as to the

mode of life which had occurred to both of us. You, as was
natural at your age, and with all your charms, have not been slow
to anticipate a coming period of unchequered delights. Your
allusion to a pony-carriage, and other incidental allusions,*'—he
did not think it well to mention more particularly the fish and
champagne,—" have made clear the sort of future life which you
have pictured to yourself. Heaven forbid that I should take upon
myself to find fault with anything so pleasant and so innocent

!

But my prospects of hfe are different, and in seeking the honour of

an alliance with you I was looking for a quiet companion in my
declining years, and it might be also to a mother to a possible

future son. When you honoured me with an unmistakable sign of

your affection on my going, I was just about to explain all this.

You must excuse me if my mouth was then stopped iDy the mutual
ardour of our feeling. I was about to say " But he had found
it difficult to explain 'what he had been about to say, and on the
next morning when the time for writing had come, he heard news
which detained him tor the day, and then the opportunity was gone.

On the following morning when Matthew appeared at his bed-
side with his cup of tea at nine o'clock, tidings were brought him.
He took in the Buntingford Gazette, which came twice a week, and
as Matthew laid it, opened and unread, in its accustomed place, he
gave the information, which he had no doubt gotten from the paper.
** You haven't heard it, sir, I suppose, as yet ?

"
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"Heard what?"
" About Miss Puffle."

"What about Miss Puffle? I haven't heard a word. What
about Miss Puffle ? " He had been thinking that moment of Miss
Puffle,—of how she would be superior to Miss Thoroughbung in

many ways. So that he sat up in his bed, holding the untasted tea

in his hand.
" She's gone off with young Farmer Tazlehurst."

Miss Puffle gone off, and with her father's tenant's son !

"

" Yes, indeed, sir. She and her father have been quarrelling

for the last ten years, and now she's off. She was always riding

and roystering about the country with them dogs and them men
;

and now she's gone."
" Oh, Heavens ! '' exclaimed the squire, thinking of his own

escape.
" Yes, indeed, sir. There's no knowing what any of them is up

to. Unless they gets married afore they're thirty, or thirty-five at

most, they're most sure to get such ideas into their head as no one
can mostly approve." This had been intended by Matthew as a
word of caution to his master, but had really the opposite effect.

He resolved at the moment that the latter should not be said of

Miss Thoroughbung.
And he turned Matthew out of the room wath a flea in his ear.

" How dare you to speak in that way of your betters ? Mr. Puffle,

the lady's father, has for many years been my friend. I am not
saying anything of the lady, nor saying that she has done right.

Of course, downstairs, in the servants' hall, you can say what you
please ; but up here, in my presence, you should not speak in such
language of a lady behind whose chair you may be called upon to

wait."
" Very well, sir ; I won't no more," said Matthew, retiring with

mock humility. But he had shot his bolt, and he supposed suc-

cessfully. He did not know what had taken place between his

master and Miss Thoroughbung ; but he did think that his speech
might assist in preventing a repetition of the offer.

Miss Puffle gone off with the tenant's son ! The news made
matrimony doubly dangerous to him, and yet robbed him of the

chief reason by which he was to have been driven to send her a
letter. He could not, at any rate, now fall back upon Miss Puffle.

And he thought that nothing would have induced Miss Thorough-
bung to go off with one of the carters from the brewery. Whatever
faults she might have they did not lie in that direction. Champagne
and ponies were, as faults, less deleterious.

Miss Puffle gone off with young Tazlehurst ; a lady of fifty with

a young man of twenty-five ! And she the reputed heiress of

Smickham Manor ! It was a comfort to him as he remembered
that Smickham Manor had been bought no longer ago than by the

father of the present owner. The Prospers had been at Buston
ever since the time of George the First. You cannot make a silk
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purse out of a sow's ear. He had been ever assuring himself of

that fact, which was now more of a fact than ever. And fifty years

old ! It was quite shocking. With a steady, middle-aged man
like himself, and with the approval of her family, marriage might
have been thought of. But with this harum-scarum young tenant's

son, who was in no respect a gentleman, whose only thought was
of galloping over hedges and ditches, such an idea showed a state

of mind which,—well,—absolutely disgusted him. Mr. Prosper,

because he had grown old himself, could not endure to think that

others, at his age, should retain a smack of their youth. There are

ladies, besides Miss Puffle, who like to ride across the country with

a young man before them, or perhaps following ; and never think

much of their fifty years.

But the news certainly brought to him a great change of feeling,

—so that the letter to which he had devoted the preceding after-

noon Was put back into the letter-case, and was never finished.

And his mind immediately recurred to Miss Thoroughbung, and he
bethought himself that the objection which he felt was, perhaps, in

part frivolous. At any rate she was a better woman than Miss
Puffle. She certainly would run after no farmer's son. Though
she might be fond of champagne, it was, he thought, chiefly for

other people. Though she was ambitious of ponies, the ambition
might be checked. At any rate she could pay for her own ponies,

whereas Mr. Puffle was a very hale old man of seventy. Puffle, he
told himself, had married young, and might live for the next ten

years, or twenty. To Mr. Prosper, whose imagination did not fly

far afield, the world afforded at present but two ladies. These
were Miss Puffle and Miss Thoroughbung, and as Miss Puffle

had fallen out of the running, there seemed to be a walk over
for Miss Thoroughbung.

He did think, during the two or three days which passed with-

out any further step on his part,—he did think how it might be
were he to remain unmarried. As regarded his own comfort, he
was greatly tempted. Life would remain so easy to him ! But
then duty demanded of him that he should marry, and he was a
man who, in honest sober talk, thought much of his duty. He was
absurdly credulous, and as obstinate as a mule. But he did wish
to do what was right. He had been convinced that Harry
Annesley was a false knave, and had been made to swear an oath
that Harry should not be his heir. Harry had been draped in the
blackest colours, and to each daub of black something darker had
been added by his uncle's memory of those neglected sermons. It

was now his first duty in life to beget an heir, and for that purpose
a wife must be had.

Putting aside the ponies and the champagne,—and the des-
patched crab, the sound of which, as coming to him from Miss
Tickle's mouth, was uglier than the other sounds,—he still thought
that Miss Thoroughbung v/ould answer his purpose. From her
side there would not be the making of a silk purse ; but then the
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boy " would be his boy as well as hers, and would probably take
more after the father. He passed much of these days with the
Peerage in his hands, and satisfied himself that the best blood had
been maintained frequently by second-rate marriages. Health was
a great thing. Health in the mother was everything. Who could
be more healthy than Miss Thoroughbung ? Then he thought of
that warm embrace. Perhaps, after all, it was right that she
should embrace him after what he had said to her.

Three days only had passed by, and he was still thinking what
ought to be his next step, when there came to him a letter from
Messrs. Soames and Simpson, attorneys in Buntingford. He had
heard of Messrs. Soames and Simpson, and had been famihar with
their names for the last twenty years, but had never dreamed that
his own private affairs should become a matter of consultation in

their office. Messrs. Grey and Barry, of Lincoln's Inn, were his
lawyers, who were quite gentlemen. He knew nothing against
Messrs. Soames and Simpson, but he thought that their work con-
sisted generally in the recovery of local debts. Messrs. Soames and
Simpson now wrote to him with full details as to his future life.

Their client, Miss Thoroughbung, had communicated to them his

offer of marriage. They were acquainted with all the lady's cir-

cumstances, and she had asked them for their advice. They had
proposed to her that the use of her own income should be by deed
left to herself. Some proportion of it should go into the house,
and might be made matter of agreement. They suggested that an
annuity of a thousand pounds a year, in shape of dower, should
be secured to their client in the event of her outliving Mr. Prosper.

The estate should, of course, be settled on the eldest child. The
mother's property should be equally divided among the other
children. Buston Hall should be the residence of the widow till

the eldest son should be twenty-four, after which Mr. Prosper
would no doubt feel that their client would have to provide a home
for herself. Messrs. Soames and Simpson did not think that there

was anything in this to which Mr. Prosper would object, and if this

were so, they would immediately prepare the settlement. "That
woman didn't say against it, after all," said Matthew to himself as

he gave the letter from the lawyers to his master.

The letter made Mr. Prosper very angry. It did, in truth,

contain nothing more than a repetition of the very terms which the

lady had herself suggested ; but coming to him through these local

lawyers, it was doubly distasteful. What was he to do ? He felt it

to be out of the question to accede at once. Indeed, he had a
strong repugnance to putting himself into communication with the

Buntingford lawyers. Had the matter been other than it was, he
would have gone to the rector for advice. The rector generally

advised him. But that was out of the question now. He had seen

his sister once since his visit to Buntingford, but had said nothing

to her about it. Indeed, he had been anything but communicative,

so that Mrs. Annesley had been forced to leave him with a feeling
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almost of offence. There was no help to be had in that quarter,

and he could only write to Mr. Grey, and ask that gentleman to

assist him in his difficulties.

He did write to Mr. Grey, begging for his immediate attention.

"There is that fool Prosper going to marry a brewer's daughter
down at Buntingford," said Mr. Grey to his daughter.

" He's sixty years old."
" No, my love. He looks it, but he's only fifty. A man at fifty

is supposed to be young enough to marry. There's a nephew who
has been brought up as his heir ; that's the hard part of it. And
the nephew is mixed up in some way with the Scarboroughs."

" Is it he who is to marry that young lady
" I think it is. And now there's some devil's play going oru

I've got nothing to do with it."

" But you will have ?
"

" Not a turn. Mr. Prosper can marry if he likes it. They have
sent him most abominable proposals as to the lady's money ; and
as to her jointure, I must stop that if I can, though I suppose he is

not such a fool as to give way."

"Is he soft?"
" Well, not exactly. He likes his own money. But he's a

gentleman, and wants nothing but what is or ought to be his own."
" There are but few like that now."
" It's true of him. But then he does not know what is his own,

or what ought to be. He's almost the biggest fool I have ever

known, and will do an injustice to that boy simply from ignorance."

Then he drafted his letter to Mr. Prosper, and gave it to Dolly to

read. " That's what I shall propose. The clerk can put it into

proper language. He must offer less than he means to give."
" Is that honest, father.^

'

It's honest on my part, knowing the people with whom I have
to deal. If I were to lay down the strict minimum which he should
grant, he would add other things which would cause him to act not

in accordance with my advice. I have to make allowance for his

folly,—a sort of windage which is not dishonest. Had he referred

her lawyers to me, I could have been as hard and honest as you"

please." All of which did not quite satisfy Dolly's strict ideas of

integrity.

But the terms proposed were that the lady's means should be
divided so that one half should go to herself for her own personal

expenses, and the Ocher half to her husband for the use of the

house ; that the lady should put up with a jointure of two hundred
and fifty pounds, which ought to suffice when joined to her own
property, and that the settlement among the children should be as

recommended by Messrs. Soames and Simpson.
" And if there are not any children, papa ?"

Then each will receive his or her own property."
" Because it may be so."

"Certainly, my dear ;
very probably.'*
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

MR. HARKAWAY.

Wnen the first Monday in November came Harry was still living

at the rectory. Indeed, what other home had he in which to live ?

Other friends had become shy of him beside his uncle. He had
been accustomed to receive many invitations. Young men, who
are the heirs to properties, and are supposed to be rich because
they are idle, do get themselves asked about, here and there—and
think a great deal of themselves in consequence. There's young
Jones. He is fairly good-looking, but hasn't a word to say for

himself. He will do to pair off with Miss Smith, who'll talk for a
dozen. He can't hit a haystack, but he's none the worse for that.

We haven't got too many pheasants. He'll be sure to come when
you ask him—and he'll be sure to go." So Jones is asked, and
considers himself to be the most popular man in London. I will

not say that Harry's invitations had been of exactly that description;

but he too had considered himself to be popular, and now greatly

felt the withdrawal of such marks of friendship. He had received

one "put off," from the Ingoldsbys of Kent. Early in June, he had
promised to be there in November. The youngest Miss Ingoldsby
was very pretty, and he, no doubt, had been gracious. She knew
that he had meant nothing,—could have meant nothing. But he
might come to mean something, and had been most pressingly

asked. In September there came a letter to him to say that the

room intended for him at Ingoldsby had been burnt down. Mrs.
Ingoldsby was so extremely sorry,—and so were the "girls!"
Harry could trace it all up. The Ingoldsbys knew the Greens, and
Mrs. Green was sister to Septimus Jones, who was absolutely the

slave—the slave, as Harry said, repeating the word to himself, with
emphasis— of Augustus Scarborough. He was very unhappy, not

that he cared in the least for Miss Ingoldsby, but that he began to

be conscious that he was to be dropped.
He was to be taken up, on the other hand, by Joshua Thorough-

bung. Alas ! alas ! though he smiled and resolved to accept his

brother-in-law with a good heart, this did not in the least salve the

wound. His own county was to him less than other counties, and
his own neighbourhood less than other neighbourhoods. Bunting-

ford was full of Thoroughbungs, the best people in the world, but

not quite up to what he believed to be his mark. Mr. Prosper
himself was the stupidest ass ! At Welwyn, people smelt of the

City. At Stevenage, the parson's set began. Baldock was a
" caput mortuum " of dulness. Royston was ahve only on market
days. Of his own father's house, and even of his mother and
sisters, he entertained ideas that savoured a little of depreciation.

But, to redeem him from this fault,—a fault which would have led

to the absolute ruin of his character had it not been redeemed and
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at last cured,—there was a consciousness of his own vanity and
weakness. My father is worth a dozen of them, and my mother
and sisters two dozen," he would say of the Ingoldsbys when he
went to bed in the room which was to be burned down in preparation

for his exile. And he believed it. They were honest
;
they were

unselfish
;

they were unpretending. His sister Molly was not

above owning that her young brewer was all the world to her ; a
fine, honest, bouncing girl, who said her prayers with a meaning,
thanked the Lord for giving her Joshua, and laughed so loud that

you could hear her out of the rectory garden half across the park.

Harry knew that they were good, did in his heart know that where
the parsons begin the good things were likely to begin also.

He was in this state of mind, the hand of good pulling one way
and the devil's pride the other, when young Thoroughbung called

for him one morning to carry him on to Cumberlow Green. Cum-
berlow Green was a popular meet in that county, where meets have
not much to make them popular except the good humour of those
who form the hunt. It is not a county either pleasant or easy to

ride over, and a Puckeridge fox is surely the most ill-mannered of

foxes. But the Puckeridge men are gracious to strangers, and
fairly so among themselves. It is more than can be said of

Leicestershire, where sportsmen ride in brilliant boots and breeches,

but with their noses turned supernaturally into the air. " Come
along; we've four miles to do, and only twenty minutes to do it in.

Holloa, Molly, how d'ye do Come up on to the step and give us
a kiss."

Go away," said Molly, rushing back into the house. " Did
you ever hear anything like his impudence ?"

" Why shouldn't you ?" said Kate. ^*A11 the world knows it."

Then the gig, with the two sportsmen, was driven on. " Don't you
think he looks handsome in his pink coat whispered Molly after-

wards to her elder sister. Only think ; I have never seen him in

a red coat since he was my own. Last April, when the hunting
was over, he hadn't spoken out ; and this is the first day he has
worn pink this year."

Harry, when he reached the meet, looked about him to watch
how he was received. There are not many more painful things in

life than when an honest, gallant young fellow has to look about
him in such a frame of mind. It might have been worse had he
deserved to be dropped, some one will say. Not at all. A different

condition of mind exists then, and a struggle is made to overcome
the judgment of men which is not in itself painful. It is part of

the natural battle of life, which does not hurt one at all,—unless,

indeed, the man hate himself for that which has brought upon him
the hatred of others. Repentance is always an agony,—and should
be so. Without the agony there can be no repentance. But even
then it is hardly so sharp as that feeling of injustice which accom-
panies the unmeaning look, and dumb faces, and pretended
indifference of those who have condemned.
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When Harry descended from the gig he found himself close to

old Mr. Harkaway, the master of the hounds. Mr. Harkaway was
a gentleman who had been master of these hounds for more than
forty years, and had given as much satisfaction as the county could
produce. His hounds, which were his hobby, were perfect. His
horses were good enough for the Hertfordshire lanes and Hertford-
shire hedges. His object was not so much to run a fox as to kill

him in obedience to certain rules of the game. Ever so many
hindrances have been created to bar the killing a fox,—as for

instance that you shouldn't knock him on the head with a brickbat^

—all of which had to Mr. Harkaway the force of a religion. The
laws of hunting are so many, that most men who hunt cannot know
them all. But no law had ever been written, or had become a law
by the strength of tradition, which he did not know. To break
them was to him treason. When a young man broke them he
pitied the young man's ignorance, and endeavoured to instruct him
after some rough fashion. When an old man broke them, he re-

garded him as a fool who should stay at home, or as a traitor, who
should be dealt with as such. And with such men he could deal
very hardly. Forty years of reigning had taught him to believe

himself to be omnipotent, and he was so in his own hunt. He was
a man who had never much affected social habits. The company
of one or two brother sportsmen to drink a glass of port wine with
him and then to go early to bed, was the most of it. He had a
small library, but not a book ever came off the shelf unless it

referred to farriers or the " Res Venatica." He was unmarried.
The time which other men gave to their wives and families he
bestowed upon his hounds. To his stables he never went, looking
on a horse as a necessary adjunct to hunting, expensive, disagree-

able, and prone to get you into danger. When anyone flattered

him about his horse he would only grunt, and turn his head on one
side. No one in these latter years had seen him jump any fence.

But yet he was always with his hounds, and when anyone said a
kind word as to their doings, that he would take as a compliment.
It was they who were there to do the work of the day, which horses
and men could only look at. He was a sincere, honest, taciturn,

and withal affectionate man, who could on an occasion be very
angry with those who offended him. He knew well what he could

do, and never attempted that which was beyond his power How
are you, Mr. Harkaway .f'" said Harry.

How are you, Mr. Annesley ; how are you ?" said the master,

with all the grace of which he was capable. But Harry caught a
tone in his voice which he thought implied displeasure. And Mr.
Harkaway had in truth heard the story,—how Harry had been
discarded at Buston, because he had knocked the man down in

the streets at night-time, and had then gone away. After that

Mr. Harkaway toddled off, and Harry sat and frowned with

embittered heart.
** Well, Malt-and-hops, and how are you ? " This came from a
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fast young banker who lived in the neighbourhood, and who thus
intended to show his familiarity with the brewer ; but when he saw
Annesley, he turned round and rode away. ** Scaly trick that

fellow played the other day. He knocked a fellow down, and when
he thought that he was dead, he lied about it like old boots." All

of which made itself intelligible to Harry. He told himself that he
had always hated that banker.

Why do you let such a fellow as that call you Malt-and-hops ?"

he said to Joshua.
What, young Florin ? He's a very good fellow, and doesn't

mean anything."
** A vulgar cad, I should say."

Then he rode on in silence till he was addressed by an old

gentleman of the county who had known his father for the last

thirty years. The old gentleman had had nothing about him to

recommend him either to Harry's hatred or love, till he spoke ; and
after that Harry hated him.

How d'ye do, Mr. Annesley?" said the old gentleman, and
then rode on.

Harry knew that the old man had condemned him as the others

had done, or he would never have called him Mr. Annesley. He
felt that he was " blown upon" in his own county as well as by the
Ingoldsbys down in Kent.

They had but a moderate day's sport, going a considerable

distance in search of it, till an incident arose which gave quite an
interest to the field generally, and nearly brought Joshua Thorough-
bung into a scrape. They were drawing a covert which was un-

doubtedly the property of their own hunt,— or rather just going to

draw it,—when all of a sudden they became aware that every hound
in the pack was hunting. Mr. Harkaway at once sprang from his

usual cold apathetic manner into full action. But they who knew
him well could see that it was not the excitement of joy. He was
in an instant full of life, but it was not the life of successful

enterprise. He was perturbed and unhappy, and his huntsman,
Dillon,—a silent, cunning, not very popular man, who would obey
his master in everything,—began to move about rapidly, and to be
at his wits' end. The younger men prepared themselves for a run,

one of those short decisive spurts which come at the spur of the

moment, and in which a man, if he is not quite awake to the

demands of the moment, is very apt to be left behind. But the old

stagers had their eyes on Mr. Harkaway, and knew that there was
something amiss. Then there appeared another field of hunters,

first one man leading them, then others following, and after them
the first ruck, and then the crowd. It was apparent to all who
knew anything that two packs had joined. Thesewere the Hitchiners,

as the rival sportsmen would call them, and this was the Hitchin
Hunt, with Mr. Fairlawn their master. Mr. Fairlawn was also an
old man, popular no doubt in his own county, but by no me^^ns

beloved by Mr. Harkaway. Mr. Harkaway used to declare how
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Mr. Fairlawn had behaved very badly about certain common
coverts about thirty years ago, when the matter had to be referred

to a committee of masters. No one in these modern days knew
aught of the quarrel, or cared. The men of the two hunts were
very good friends, unless they met under the joint eyes of the two
masters, and then they were supposed to be bound to hate each
other. Now the two packs were mixed together, and there was
only one fox between them.

The fox did not trouble them long. He could hardly have saved
himself from one pack, but very soon escaped from the fangs of the

two. Each hound knew that his neighbour hound was a stranger,

and in scrutinising the singularity of the occurrence, lost all the

power of hunting. In ten minutes there were nearly forty couples

of hounds running hither and thither, with two huntsmen and four

whips swearing at them with strange voices, and two old gentlemen
giving orders each in opposition to the other. Then each pack was
got together, almost on the same ground, and it was necessary that

something should be done. Mr. Harkaway waited to see whether
Mr. Fairlawn would ride away quickly to his own country. He
would not have spoken to Mr. Fairlawn if he could have helped it.

Mr. Fairlawn was some miles away from his country. He must
have given up the day for lost had he simply gone away. But
there was another covert a mile off, and he thought that one of his

hounds had shown a line,"—or said that he thought so. Now, it

is well known that you may follow a hunted fox through whatever
country he may take you to, if only your hounds are hunting him
continuously. And one hound for that purpose is as good as thirty,

and if a hound can only show a line " he is held to be hunting.

Mr. Fairlawn was quite sure that one of his hounds had been show-
ing a line and had been whipped off it by one of Mr. Harkaway's
men. The man swore that he had only been collecting his own
hounds. On this plea Mr. Fairlawn demanded to take his whole
pack into Greasegate Wood,—the very covert that Mr. Harkaway
had been about to draw. Tm d if you do ! said Mr. Hark-
away, standing, whip in hand, in the middle of the road, so as to

prevent the enemy's huntsman passing by with his hounds. It was
afterwards declared that Mr. Harkaway had not been heard to

curse and swear for the last fifteen years. I'm d if I don't !

"

said Mr. Fairlawn, riding up to him. Mr. Harkaway was ten years

the older man, and looked as though he had much less of fighting

power. But no one saw him quail or give an inch. Those who
watched his face declared his lips were white with rage and quivered

with passion.

To tell the words which passed between them after that would
require Homer's pathos and Homer's imagination. The two old

men scowled and scolded at each other and, had Mr. Fairlawn
attempted to pass, Mr. Harkaway would certainly have struck him
with his whip. And behind their master a crowd of the Puckeridge
men collected themselves, foremost among whom was Joshua
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Thoroughbung. "Take 'em round to the covert by Winnipeg
Lane," said Mr. Fairlawn to his huntsman. The man prepared to

take his pack round by Winnipeg Lane, which would have added
a mile to the distance. But the huntsman when he had got a little

to the left, was soon seen scurrying across the country in the

direction of the covert, with a dozen others at his heels, and the

hounds following him. But old Mr. Harkaway had seen it too,

and having possession of the road, galloped along it at such a pace
that no one could pass him. All the field declared that they had
regarded it as impossible that their master should move so fast.

And Dillon, and the whips, and Thoroughbung, and Harry
Annesley, with half-a-dozen others, kept pace with him. They
would not sit there and see their master outmanoeuvred by any
lack of readiness on their part. They got to the covert first, and
there, with their whips drawn, were ready to receive the second
pack. Then one hound went in without an order ; but for their

own hounds they did not care. They might find a fox and go after

him, and nobody would follow them. The business here at the

covert-side was more important and more attractive.

Then it was that Mr. Thoroughbung nearly fell into danger. As
to the other hounds, Mr. Fairlawn's hounds, doing any harm in the
covert, or doing any good for themselves or their owners, that was
out of the question. The rival pack was already there, with their

noses up in the air, and thinking of anything but a fox ; and this

other pack, the Hitchiners, were just as wild. But it was the object

of Mr. Fairlawn's body-guard to say that they had drawn the covert

in the teeth of Mr. Harkaway, and to achieve this one of the whips
thought that he could ride through the Puckeridge men, taking a
couple of hounds with him. That would suffice for triumph.

But to prevent such triumph on the part of the enemy Joshua
Thoroughbung was prepared to sacrifice himself. He rode right at

the whip, with his own whip raised, and would undoubtedly have
ridden over him had not the whip tried to turn his horse sharp
round, stumbled, and fallen in the struggle, and had not Thorough-
bung, with his horse, fallen over him.

It will be the case that a slight danger or injury in one direction

will often stop a course of action calculated to create greater dangers
and worse injuries. So it was in this case. When Dick, the Hitchin
whip, went down, and Thoroughbung, with his horse, was over
him,—two men and two horses strugghng together on the ground,

—

all desire to carry on the fight was over. The huntsman came up,

and at last Mr. Fairlawn also, and considered it to be their duty to
pick up Dick, whose breath was knocked out of him by the weight
of Joshua Thoroughbung, and the Puckeridge side felt it to be
necessary to give their aid to the valiant brewer. There was then
no more attempt to draw the covert. Each general in gloomy
silence took off his forces, and each afterwards deemed that the
victory was his. Dick swore, when brought to himself, that one of

his hounds had gone in, whereas Squire 'Arkaway "had swore
N
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most 'orrid oaths that no 'Itchiner 'ound should ever live to put his

nose in. One of 'is 'ounds 'ad, and Squire 'Arkaway would have to

be " Well, Dick declared that he would not say what would
happen to Mr. Harkaway.

CHAPTER XXIX.

RIDING HOME.

The two old gentlemen rode away, each in his own direction, in

gloomy silence. Not a word was said by either of them, even to

one of his own followers. It was nearly twenty miles to Mr. Hark-
away's house, and along the entire twenty miles he rode silent.

" He's in an awful passion," said Thoroughbung ;
" he can't speak

from anger." But, to tell the truth, Mr. Harkaway was ashamed
of himself. He was an old gentleman, between seventy and eighty,

who was supposed to go out for his amusement, and had allowed
himself to be betrayed into most unseemly language. What though
the hound had not " shown a line 1 " Was it necessary that he, at

his time of life, should fight on the road for the maintenance of a
trifling right of sport 1 But yet there came upon him from time to

time a sense of the deep injury done to him. That man, Fairlawn,

that blackguard, that creature of all others the furthest removed
from a gentleman, had declared that he, in his (Mr. Harkaway's)
teeth, would draw his (Mr. Harkaway's) covert ! Then he would
urge on his old horse, and gnash his teeth ; and then, again, he
would be asham,ed. " Tantaene animis ccelestibus iras !

"

But Thoroughbung rode home high in spirits, very proud, and
conscious of having done good work. He was always anxious to

stand well with the hunt generally, and was aware that he had now
distinguished himself. Harry Annesley was on one side of him,
and on the other rode Mr. Florin, the banker. " He's an abominable
liar," said Thoroughbung, " a wicked, wretched liar !

" He was
alluding to the Hitchiners' whip, whom in his wrath he had nearly

sent to another world. " He says that one of his hounds got into

the covert, but I was there and saw it all. Not a nose was over the
little bank which runs between the field and the covert."

" You must have seen a hound if he had been there," said the
banker.

" I was as cool as a cucumber, and could count the hounds he
had with him. There were three of them. A big black-spotted

bitch was leading, the one that I nearly fell upon. When the man
went down the hound stopped, not knowing what was expected of

him. How should he ? The man would have been in the covert,

but, by George ! I managed to stop him."

"What did you mean to do when you rode at him so furiously?"

asked Harry.
" Not let him get in there. That was my resolute purpose. 1

suppose I should have knocked him off his horse with my whip.''
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" But suppose he had knocked you off your horse ? " suggested

the banker.
" There is no knowing how that might have been. I never

calculated those chances. When a man wants to do a thing like

that he generally does it."

And you did it 1 " said Harry.
" Yes ; I think I did. I dare say his bones are sore. I know

mine are. But I don't care for that in the least. When this day
comes to be talked about, as I daresay it will be for many a long

year, no one will be able to say that the Hitchiners got into that

covert." Thoroughbung, with the genuine modesty of an English-

man, would not say that he had achieved by his own prowess all

this glory for the Puckeridge Hunt ; but he felt it down to the very

end of his nails. Had he not been there that whip would have
got into the wood, and a very different tale would then have been
told in those coming years to which his mind was running away
with happy thoughts. He had ridden the aggressors down ; he had
stopped the first intrusive hound. But though he continued to

talk of the subject, he did not boast in so many words that he had
done it. His " veni, vidi, vici " was confined to his own bosom.

As they rode home together there came to be a little crowd of

men round Thoroughbung, giving him the praises that were his due.

But one by one they fell off from Annesley's side of the road. He
soon felt that no one addressed a word to him. He was, probably,

too prone to encourage them in this. It was he that fell away, and
courted loneliness, and then in his heart accused them. There was
no doubt something of truth in his accusations ; but another man
less sensitive might have lived it down. He did more than meet
their coldness half way, and then complained to himself of the

bitterness of the world. " They are like the beasts of the field,"

he said, "who, when another beast has been wounded, turn upon
him and rend him to death." His future brother-in-law, the best-

natured fellow that ever was born, rode on thoughtlessly, and left

Harry alone for three or four miles, while he received the pleasant

plaudits of his companions. In Joshua's heart was that tale of the

whip's discomfiture. He did not see that Molly's brother was
alone as soon as he would have done but for his own glory. " He
is the same as the others," said Harry to himself. " Because that

man has told a falsehood of me, and has had the wit to surround it

with circumstances, he thinks it becomes him to ride away and cut

me." Then he asked himself some foolish questions as to him-
self and as to Joshua Thoroughbung, which he did not answer as

he should have done, had he remembered that he was then
riding Thoroughbung's horse, and that his sister was to become
Thoroughbung's wife.

After half-an-hour of triumphant ovation, Joshua remembered
his brother-in-law, and did fall back so as to pick him up. " What's
the matter, Harry ? Why don't you come on and join us .f*"

I'm sick of heariiw of that infernal squabble."

N 2
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" Well ; as to a squabble, Mr. Harkaway behaved quite right.

If a hunt is to be kept up, the right of entering coverts must be
preserved for the hunt they belong to. There was no line shown.
You must rerfiember that there isn't a doubt about that. The
hounds were all astray when we joined them. It's a great question
whether they brought their fox into that first covert. There are

they who think that Bodkin was just riding across the Puckeridge
country in search of a fox." Bodkin was Mr. Fairlawn's huntsman.
** If you admit that kind of thing, where will you be? As a hunting
county, just nowhere. Then as a sportsman, where are you? It is

necessary to put down such gross fraud. My own impression is

that Mr. Fairlawn should be turned out from being master. I own
I feel very strongly about it. But then I always have been fond of
hunting."

"Just so," said Harry sulkily, who was not in the least inte-

rested as to the matter on which Joshua was so eloquent.

Then Mr. Proctor rode by, the gentleman who in the early

part of the day had disgusted Harry by calling him " Mister."
" Now, Mr. Proctor," continued Joshua, "I appeal to you whether
Mr. Harkaway was not quite right ? If you won't stick up for your
rights in a hunting county " But Mr. Proctor rode on, wishing
them good-night, very discourteously declining to hear the re-

mainder of the brewer's arguments. "He's in a hurry, I suppose,'*

said Joshua.
" You'd better follow him. You'll find that he^ll listen to you

then."
" I don't want him to listen to me particularly."
" I thought you did." Then for half a mile the two men rode

on in silence.
** What's the matter with you, Harry ? " said Joshua. " I can

see fhere's something up that riles you. I know you're a Fellow of

your college, and have other things to think of besides the vagaries

of a fox."
" The Fellow of a college ! " said Harry, who, had he been in a

good humour, would have thought much more of being along with

a lot of foxhunters than of any college honours.
" Well, yes ; I suppose it is a great thing to be a Fellow of a

college. I never could have been one if I had mugged for ever."

"My being a Fellow of a college won't do me much good. Did
you see that old man Proctor go by just now ?

"

" Oh yes, he never likes to be out after a certain hour."
" And did you see Florin, and Mr. Harkaway, and a lot of

others ? You yourself have been going on ahead for the last hour
without speaking to me."

" How do you mean, without speaking to you?" said Joshua,
turning sharp round.

Then Harry Annesley reflected that he was doing an injustice

to his future brother-in-law. " Perhaps I have done you wrong,"
ke said.
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" You have."
" I beg your pardon. I believe you are as honest and true a

fellow as there is in Hertfordshire ; but for those others

"You think it is about Mountjoy Scarborough, then?" asked
Joshua.

" I do. That infernal fool, Peter Prosper, has chosen to publish
to the world that he has dropped me because of something that he
has heard of that occurrence. A wretched lie has been told with a
purpose by Mountjoy Scarborough's brother, and my uncle has
taken it into his wise head to believe it. The truth is, I have not
been as respectful to him as he thinks I ought, and now he resents

my neglect in this fashion. He is going to marry your aunt in

order that he may have a lot of children, and cut me out. In order
to justify himself, he has told these lies about me, and you see the

consequence. Not a man in the county is willing to speak to me."
" I really think a great deal of it's fancy."

"You go and ask Mr. Harkaway. He's honest, and he'll tell

you. Ask this new cousin of yours, Mr. Prosper."
" I don't know that they are going to make a match of it,

after all."

"Ask my own father. Only think of it,—that a puling, puking
idiot like that, from a mere freak, should be able to do a man such
a mischief ! He can rob me of my income, which he himself has
brought me up to expect. That he can do by a stroke of his pen.
He can threaten to have sons like Priam. All that is within his

own bosom. But to justify himself to the world at large, he picks

up a scandalous story from a man like Augustus Scarborough, and
immediately not a man in the county will speak to me. I say that

that is enough to break a man's heart,—not the injury done, which
a man should bear, but the injustice of the doing. Who wants his

beggarly allowance? He can do as he likes about his own money.
I shall never ask him for his money. But that he should tell such
a lie as this about the county is more than a man can endure."

"What was it that did happen ?" asked Joshua.
" The man met me in the street when he was drunk, and he

struck at me, and was insolent. Of course I knocked him down.
Who wouldn't have done the same ? Then his brother found him
somewhere, or got hold of him, and sent him out of the country,
and says that I had held my tongue when I left him in the street.

Of course I held my tongue. What was Mountjoy to me ? Then
Augustus has asked me sly questions, and accuses me of lying

because I did not choose to tell bim everything. It all comes out
of that."

Here they had reached the Rectory, and Harry, after seeing
that the horses were properly supplied with gruel, took himself and
his ill-humour upstairs to his own chamber. But Joshua had a
word or two to say to one of the inmates of the Rectory. He felt

that it would be improper to ride his horse home without giving

time to the animal to drink his gruel, and therefore made his way
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into the little breakfast-parlour, where Molly had a cup of tea and
buttered toast ready for him. He of course told her first of the
grand occurrence of the day,—how the two packs of hounds had
mixed themselves together, how violently the two masters had
fallen out and had nearly flogged each other, how Mr. Harkaway
had sworn horribly,—who had never been heard to swear before,

—

how a final attempt had been made to seize a second covert, and
how, at last, it had come to pass that he had distinguished himself.

"Do you mean to say that you absolutely rode over the unfortunate
man ?" asked Molly.

" I did. Not that the man had the worst of it,—or very much
the worse. There we were both down, and the two horses, all in a
heap together."

" Oh, Joshua, suppose you had been kicked !

"

"In that case I should have been—kicked."
" But a kick from an infuriated horse !

" There wasn't much infuriation about him. The man had
ridden all that out of the beast."

" You are sure to laugh at me, Joshua, because I think what
terrible things might have happened to you. Why do you go
putting yourself so forward in every danger now that you have got
somebody else to depend upon you and to care for you 1 It's very,

very wrong."
Somebody had to do it, Molly. It was most important, in

the interests of hunting generally, that those hounds should not
have been allowed to get into that covert. I don't think that

outsiders ever understand how essential it is to maintain your
rights. It isn't as though it were an individual. The whole county
may depend upon it."

" Why shouldn't it be some man who hasn't got a young woman
to look after ?" said Molly, half laughing and half crying.

" It's the man who first gets there who ought to do it," said

Joshua. " A man can't stop to remember whether he has got a
young woman or not."

" I don't think you ever want to remember." Then that little

quarrel was brought to the usual end with the usual blandishments,
and Joshua went on to discuss with her that other source of trouble,

her brother's fall. " Harry is awfully cut up," said the brewer.

You mean these affairs about his uncle."

Yes. It isn't only the money he feels, or the property, but
people look askew at him. You ought all of you to be very kind
to him."

" I am sure we are."
" There is something in it to vex him. That stupid old fool,

your uncle ; I beg your pardon, you know, for speaking of

him in that way."
" He is a stupid old fool."

Is behaving very badly. I don't know whether he shouldn't

be treated as I did that fellow up at the covert."
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Ride over him ?
**

"Something of that kind. Of course Harry is sore about it,

and when a man is sore he frets at a thing hke that more than he

ought to do. As for that aunt of mine at Buntingford, there seems

to be some hitch in it. I should have said she'd have married the

Old Gentleman had he asked her.'*

Don't talk like that, Joshua."
"But there is some screw loose. Simpson came up to my

father about it yesterday, and the governor let enough of the cat

out of the bag to make me know that the thing is not going as

straight as she wishes."
** He has offered, then ?

"

" I am sure he has asked her."

And your aunt will accept him ?
'* asked Molly.

" There's probably some dilference about money. It^s all done
with the intention of injuring poor Harry. If he were my own
brother I could not be more unhappy about him. And as to Aunt
Matilda, she's a fool. They are two fools together. If they choose

to marry we can't hinder them. But there is some screw loose,

and if the two young lovers don't know their own minds things

may come right at last." Then, with some further blandishments,

the prosperous brewer walked away.

CHAPTER XXX.

PERSECUTION.

In the meantime Florence Mountjoy was not passing her time
pleasantly at Brussels. Various troubles there attended her. All

her friends around her were opposed to her marriage with Harry
Annesley. Harry Annesley had become a very unsavoury word
in the mouths of Sir Magnus and the British Embassy generally.

Mrs. Mountjoy told her grief to her brother-in-law, who thoroughly
took her part, as did also, very strongly, Lady Mountjoy. It got
to be generally understood that Harry was a 7nauvais snjet. Such
was the name that was attached to him, and the belief so con-
veyed was thoroughly entertained by them all. Sir Magnus had
written to friends in London, and the friends in London bore
out the reports that were so conveyed. The story of the mid-
night quarrel was told in a manner very prejudicial to poor
Harry, and both Sir Magnus and his wife saw the necessity

of preserving their niece from anything so evil as such a
marriage. But Florence was very firm, and was considered to be
very obstinate. To her mother she was obstinate but affectionate.

To Sir Magnus she was obstinate, and in some degree respectful.

But to Lady Mountjoy she was neither affectionate nor respectful.

She took a great dislike to Lady Mountjoy, who endeavoured to

domineer, and who, by the assistance of the two others, was, in

fact, tyrannical. It was her opinion that the girl should be com-
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pelled to abandon the man, and Mrs. Mountjoy found herself con-
strained to follow this advice. She did love her daughter, who was
her only child. The main interest of her life was centred in

her daughter. Her only remaining ambition rested on her daugh-
ter's marriage. She had long revelled in the anticipation of being
the mother-in-law of the owner of Tretton Park. She had been
very proud of her daughter's beauty. Then had come the first

blow, when Harry Annesley had come to Montpellier Place and
had been welcomed by Florence. Mrs. Mountjoy had seen it all

along before Florence had been aware of it. And the first coming
of Harry had been long before the absolute disgrace of Captain
Scarborough, at any rate before the tidings of that disgrace had
reached Cheltenham. Mrs. Mountjoy had been still able to dream
of Tretton Park, after the Jews had got their fingers on it, even
after the Jews had been forced to relinquish their hold. It can
hardly be said that up to this very time Mrs. Mountjoy had
lost all hope in her nephew, thinking that as the property had
been entailed some portion of it must ultimately belong to him.
She had heard that Augustus was to have it, and her desires had
vacillated between the two. Then Harry had positively declared
himself, and Augustus had given her to understand how wretched,
how mean, how wicked had been Harry's conduct. And he fully

explained to her that Harry would be penniless. She had indeed
been aware that Buston, quite a trifling thing compared to Tretton,

was to belong to him. But entails were nothing nowadays. It

was part of the Radical abomination to which England was being
subjected. Not even Buston was now to belong to Harry Annesley.
The small income which he had received from his uncle was
stopped. He was reduced to live upon his Fellowship, which
would be stopped also if he married. She even despised him
because he was the Fellow of a college. She had looked for a
husband for her daughter so much higher than any college could
produce. It was not from any lack of motherly love that she was
opposed to Florence, or from any innate cruelty that she handed
her daughter over to the tender mercies of Lady Mountjoy.

And since she had been at Brussels there had come up further

hopes. Another mode had shown itself of escaping Harry Annesley,
who was of all catastrophes the most dreaded and hated. Mr.
Anderson, the second secretary of Legation, he whose business it

was to ride about the boulevard with Sir Magnus, had now declared
himself in form. " Never saw a fellow so bowled over," Sir Magnus
had declared, by which he had intended to signify that Mr.
Anderson was now truly in love. " I've seen him spooney a dozen
times," Sir Magnus had said confidentially to his sister-in-law, but
he has never gone to this length. He has asked a lot of girls to

have him, but he has always been off it again before the week was
over. He has written to his mother now." And Mr. Anderson
showed his love by very unmistakable signs. Sir Magnus, too,

and Lady Mountjoy, were evidently on the same side as Mr.
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Anderson. Sir Magnus thought there was no longer any good in

waiting for his nephew, the captain, and of that other nephew,
Augustus, he did not entertain any very high idea. Sir Magnus
had corresponded lately with Augustus, and was certainly not on
his side. But he so painted Mr. Anderson's prospects in life, as

did also Lady Mountjoy, as to make it appear that if Florence
could put up with young Anderson she would do very well with

herself.
" He*s sure to be a baronet some of these days, you know,"

said Sir Magnus.
" I don't think that would go very far with Florence," said her

mother.
" But it ought. Look about in the world and you^ll see that it

does go a long way. He'd be the fifth baronet."
*' But his eldef brother is alive.'*

"The queerest fellow you ever saw in your born days, and his

life is not worth a year's purchase. He's got some infernal disease,

—nostalgia, or what d'ye call it?—which never leaves him a
moment's peace ; and then he drinks nothing but milk. Sure to

go off ; — cock-sure."

I shouldn't like Florence to count upon that."

And then Hugh Anderson, the fellow here, is very well off as

it is. He has four hundred pounds here, and another five hundred
pounds of his own. Florence has, or will have, four hundred
pounds of her own. I should call them deuced rich. I should,

indeed, as beginners. She would have her pair of ponies here, and
what more would she want ?

"

These arguments did go very far with Mrs. Mountjoy, the

further because in her estimation Sir Magnus was a great man.
He was the greatest Englishman at any rate in Brussels, and where
should she go for advice but to an Englishman ? And she did not

know that Sir Magnus had succeeded in borrowing a considerable
sum of money from his second secretary of Legation.

" Leave her to me for a little,—just leave her to me," said Lady
Mountjoy.

I would not say anything hard to her," said the mother,
pleading for her naughty child.

Not too hard, but she must be made to understand. You see
there have been misfortunes. As for Mountjoy Scarborough, he's

past hoping for."

"You think so?'*
" Altogether. When a man has disappeared there's an end of

him. There was Lord Baltiboy's younger son disappeared, and he
turned out to be a Zouave corporal in a French regiment. They
did get him out, of course, but then he went preaching in America.
You may take it for granted that when a man has absolutely
vanished from the clubs, he'll never be any good again as a marry-
ing man.'*

" But thete's his brother, who, they say, is to have the property."
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"A very cold-blooded sort of young man, who doesn't care a
straw for his own family." He had received very sternly the over-
tures for a loan from Sir Magnus. " And he, as I understand, has
never declared himself in Florence's favour. You can't count upon
Augustus Scarborough."

Not just count upon him."
Whereas there's young Anderson, who is the most gentleman-

like young man I know, all ready. It will have been such a turn of
luck your coming here and catching him up.'*

" I don't know that it can be called a turn of luck. Florence
has a very nice fortune of her own."

And she wants to give it to this penniless reprobate. It is

just one of those cases in which you must deal roundly with a girl.

She has to be frightened, and that's about the truth of it."

After this. Lady Mountjoydid succeed in getting Florence alone
with herself into her morning-room. When her mother told her that
her aunt wished to see her, she answered first that she had no
special wish to see her aunt. Her mother declared that in her
aunt's house she was bound to go when her aunt sent for her. To
this Florence demurred. She was, she thought, her aunt's guest,

but by no means at her aunt's disposal. But at last she obeyed
her mother. She had resolved that she would obey her mother in

all things but one, and therefore she went one morning to her
aunt's chamber.

But as she went she was, in the first instance, caught by her

uncle, and taken by him into a little private sanctum behind his

official room. "My dear," he said, **just come in here for two
minutes."

" I am on my way up to my aunt."
" I know it, my dear. Lady Mountjoy has been talking it all

over with me. Upon my word you can't do anything better than

take young Anderson."
" I can't do that, Uncle Magnus."
**Why not? There's poor Mountjoy Scarborough, he has gone

astray."
" There is no question of my cousin."
" And Augustus is no better."
" There is no question of Augustus either."
^* As to that other chap, he isn't any good,—he isn't indeed."
" You mean Mr. Annesley."
" Yes ;

Harry Annesley as you call him. He hasn't got a

shilling to bless himself with, or wouldn't have if he was to marry

you."
But I have got something."

" Not enough for both of you, I'm afraid. That uncle of his has

disinherited him."

His uncle can't disinherit him."
" He's quite young enough to marry and have a family, and

then Annesley will be disinherited. He has stopped his allowance



PERSECUTION,

anyway, and you mustn't think of him. He did something un-

commonly unhandsome the other day, though I don't quite know
what."

" He did nothing unhandsome, Uncle Magnus."
" Of course a young lady will stand up for her lover, but you

will really have to drop him. I'm not a hard sort of man, but this

was something that the world will not stand. When he thought the

man had been murdered he didn't say anything about it for fear

they should tax him with it. And then he swore he had never
seen him. It was something of that sort."

He never feared that anyone would suspect him."
" And now young Anderson has proposed. I should not have

spoken else, but it's my duty to tell you about young Anderson.
He's a gentleman all round.''

** So is Mr. Annesley."

"And Anderson has got into no trouble at all. He does his

duty here uncommonly well. I never had less trouble with any
young fellow than I have had with him. No licking him into

shape,—or next to none ; and he has a very nice private income.

You together would have plenty, and could live here till you had
settled on apartments. A pair of ponies would be just the thing

for you to drive about and support the British interests. You
think of it, my dear ; and you'll find that I'm right." Then
Florence escaped from that room and went up to receive the much
more severe lecture which she was to have from her aunt.

"Come in, my dear," said Lady Mountjoy in her most austere

voice. She had a voice which could assume austerity when she

knew her power to be in the ascendant. As Florence entered the

room Miss Abbott left it by a door on the other side. " Take that

chair, Florence. I want to have a few minutes' conversation with

you." Then Florence sat down. " When a young lady is thinking

of being married a great many things have to be taken into con-

sideration." This seemed to be so much a matter of fact that

Florence did not feel it necessary to make any reply. " Of course

I am aware you are thinking of being married."
" Oh ! yes," said Florence.
" But to whom ?

"

" To Harry Annesley," said Florence, intending to imply that

all the world knew that.

" I hope not ; I hope not. Indeed I may say that it is quite out

of the question. In the first place he is a beggar."
" He has begged from none," said Florence.
" He is what the world calls a beggar, when a young man with-

out a penny thinks of being married."
" Fm not a beggar, and what I've got will be his."

My dear, you're talking about what you don't understand. A
young lady cannot give her money away in that manner. It will

not be allowed. Neither your mother, nor Sir Magnus, nor will 1

permit it." Here Florence restrained herself, but drew herself up
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in her chair as though prepared to speak out her mind if she should
be driven. Lady Mountjoy would not permit it ! She thought that

she would feel herself quite able to tell Lady Mountjoy that she had
neither power nor influence in the matter, but she determined to be
silent a little longer. "In the first place a gentleman who is a
gentleman never attempts to marry a lady for her money.*'

" But when a lady has the money she can express herself much
more clearly than she could otherwise.'*

I don't quite understand what you mean by that, my dear."
" When Mr. Annesley proposed to me he was the acknowledged

heir to his uncle's property."
" A trumpery affair at the best of it."

It would have sufficed for me. Then I accepted him."
" That goes for nothing from a lady. Of course your acceptance

was contingent on circumstances."
"It was so,—on my regard. Having accepted him, and as my

regard remains just as warm as ever, I certainly shall not go back
because of anything his uncle may do. I only say this to explain

that he was quite justified in his offer. It was not for my small
fortune that he came to me."

*'
I am not so sure of that."

" But if my money can be of any use to him he's quite welcome
to it. Sir Magnus spoke to me about a pair of ponies. I'd rather

have him than a pair of ponies."
" I'm coming to that just now. Here is Mr. Anderson."
" Oh ! yes ; he's here."

There was certainly a touch of impatience in the tone in which
this was uttered. It was as though she had said that Mr. Anderson
had so contrived that she could have no doubt whatever about his

continued presence. Mr. Anderson had made himself so con-
spicuous as to be visible to her constantly. Lady Mountjoy, who
intended at present to sing Mr. Anderson's praises, felt this to be
impertinent.

" I don't know what you mean by that. Mr. Anderson has
behaved himself quite like a gentleman, and you ought to be very
proud of any token you may receive of his regard and affection."

" But I'm not bound to return it."

" You are bound to think of it when those who are responsible

for your actions tell you to do so."
" Mamma, you mean ?

"

" I mean your uncle, Sir Magnus Mountjoy." She did not quite

dare to say that she had meant herself. " I suppose you will admit
that Sir Magnus is a competent judge of young men's characters ?"

" He may be a judge of Mr. Anderson, because Mr. Anderson is

his clerk."

There was something of an intention to depreciate in the word
" clerk." Florence had not thought much of Mr. Anderson's worth,

nor, as far as she had seen them, of the duties generally performed
at the British Embassy. She was ignorant of the peculiar little
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niceties and intricacies which required the residence at Brussels of

a gentleman with all the tact possessed by Sir Magnus. She did

not know that while the mere international work of the office might
be safely intrusted to Mr. Blow and Mr. Bunderdown, all those
little niceties, that smiling and that frowning, that taking off of hats

and only half taking them off, that genial easy manner and that still

hauteur, formed the peculiar branch of Sir Magnus himself,—and,
under Sir Magnus, of Mr. Anderson. She did not understand that

even to that pair of ponies which was promised to her, were to be
attached certain important functions which she was to control as

the deputy of the great man's deputy. And now she had called the

great man's deputy a clerk

!

" Mr. Anderson is no such thing," said Lady Mountjoy.
His young man, then—or private secretary, only somebody

else is that."
" You are very impertinent and very ungrateful. Mr. Anderson

is second secretary of Legation. There is no officer attached to our
establishment of more importance. I believe you say it on purpose
to anger me. And then you compare this gentleman to Mr.
Annesley, a man to whom no one will speak."

" I will speak to him." Had Harry heard her say that, he ought
to have been a happy man in spite of his trouble.

You ! What good can you do him
Florence nodded her head, almost imperceptibly, but still there

was a nod, signifying more than she could possibly say. She
thought that she could do him a world of good if she were near him,
and some good too though she were far away. If she were with

him she could hang on to his arm,—or perhaps at some future time
round his neck,—and tell him that she would be true to him though
all others might turn away. And she could be just as true where
she was, though she could not comfort him by telling him so with

her own words. Then it was that she resolved upon writing that

letter. He should already have what little comfort she might
administer in his absence. " Now listen to me, Florence. He is

a thorough reprobate."
" I will not hear him so called. He is no reprobate."
" He has behaved in such a way that all England is crying out

about him. He has done that which will never allow any gentleman
to speak to him again."

" Then there will be more need ^that a lady should do so. But
it is not true."

**You put your knowledge of character against that of Sir

Magnus."
" Sir Magnus does not know the gentleman; I do. What's the

good of talking of it, aunt? Harry Annesley has my word, and
nothing on earth shall induce me to go back from it. Even were
he what you say I would be true to him."

You would?"
Certainly I would. I could not willingly begin to love a man
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whom I knew to be base ; but when I had loved him I would not
turn because of his baseness. I couldn't do it. It would be a
great,—a terrible misfortune ; but it would have to be borne. But
here . I know all the story to which you allude."

" I know it too."
" I am quite sure that the baseness has not been on his part. In

defence of my name he has been silent. He might have spoken
out, if he had known all the truth then. I was as much his own
then as I am now. One of these days I suppose I shall be more so.'*

"You mean to marry him then ?"

" Most certainly I do ; or I will never be married. And as he
is poor now, and I must have my own money when I am twenty-
four, I suppose I shall have to wait till then."

" Will your mother's word go for nothing with you
" Poor mamma ! I do believe that mamma is very unhappy

because she makes me unhappy. What may take place between
me and mamma I am not bound, I think, to tell you. We shall be
away soon, and I shall be left to mamma alone."

And mamma would be left alone to her daughter, Lady Mount-
joy thought. The visit must be prolonged so that at last Mr.
Anderson might be enabled to prevail.

The visit had been originally intended for a month, but it was
now prolonged indefinitely. After that conversation between Lady
Mountjoy and her niece two or three things happened, all bearing
upon our story. Florence at once wrote her letter. If things were
going badly in England with Harry Annesley, Harry should at any
rate have the comfort of knowing what were her feelings,—if there
might be comfort to him in that. "Perhaps after all he won't mind
what I may say," she thought to herself ; but only pretended to

think it, and at once flatly contradicted her own "perhaps." Then
she told him most emphatically not to reply. It was very important
that she should write. He was to receive her letter, and there must
be an end of it. She was quite sure that he would understand her.

He would not subject her to the trouble of having to tell her own
people that she was maintaining a correspondence, for it would
amount to that. But still when the time came for the answer she
had counted it up to the hour. And when Sir Magnus sent for her
and handed to her the letter,—having discussed that question with
her mother,—she fully expected it, and felt properly grateful to her
uncle. She wanted a little comfort too, and when she had read the

letter she knew that she had received it.

There had been a few words spoken between the two elder

ladies after the interview between Florence and Lady Mountjoy.
** She is a most self-willed young woman," said Lady Mountjoy.

" Of course she loves her lover," said Mrs. Mountjoy, desirous

of making some excuse for her own daughter. The girl was very
troublesome, but was not the less her daughter. I don't know
any of them that don't, who are worth anything."

"If you regard it in that light, Sarah, she'll get the better of
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you. If she marries him she will be lost ; that is the way you have
got to look at it. It is her future happiness you must think of,

—

and respectability. She is a headstrong young woman, and has to

be treated accordingly."

What would you do?"
" I would be very severe.*'
" But what am I to do ? I can't beat her ; I can't lock her up

in a room."
^' Then you mean to give it up ?

"

" No, I don't ; you shouldn't be so cross to me," said poor
Mrs. Mountjoy. When it had reached this the two ladies had
become intimate. " I don't mean to give it up at all ; but what am
1 to do ?

"

" Remain here for the next month, and,—and worry her ; let

Mr. Anderson have his chance with her. When she finds that

everything will smile with her if she accepts him, and that her life

will be made a burden to her if she still sticks to her Harry
Annesley, she'll come round if she be like other girls. Of course
a girl can't be made to marry a man ; but there are ways
and means." By this Lady Mountjoy meant that the utmost
cruelty should be used which would be compatible with a good
breakfast, dinner, and bed-room. Now Mrs. Mountjoy knew her-

self to be incapable of this, and knew also, or thought that she
knew, that it would not be efficacious.

" You stay here,—up to Christma? if you like it," said Sir Magnus
to his sister-in-law. " She can't but see Anderson every day, and
that goes a long way. She of course puts on a resolute air as well

as she can. They all know how to do that. Do you be resolute

in return. The deuce is in it if we can't have our way with her
among us. When you talk of ill-usage, nobody wants you to put
her in chains. There are different ways of killing a cat. You get

friends to write to you from England about young Annesley, and
I'll do the same,—the truth of course I mean."

** Nothing can be worse than the truth," said Mrs. Mountjoy,
shaking her head sorrowfully.

"Just so," said Sir Magnus, who was not at all sorrowful to hear
so bad an account of the favoured suitor. " Then we'll read her
the letters. She can't help hearing them. Just the true facts, you
know. That's fair ; nobody can call that cruel. And then, when
she breaks down and comes to our call, we'll all be as soft as

mother's milk to her. I shall see her going about the boulevards
with a pair of ponies yet" Mrs. Mountjoy felt that when Sir

Magnus spoke of Florence coming to his call, he did not know her
daughter. But she had nothing better to do than to obey Sir

Magnus. Therefore she resolved to stay at Brussels for another
period of six weeks, and told Florence that she had so resolved.

Just at present Brussels and Cheltenham would be all the same to

Florence.
" It will be a dreadful bore having them so long," said poor
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Lady Mountjoy piteously to her husband. For in the presence of

Sir Magnus she was by no means the valiant woman that she was
with some of her friends.

" You find everything a bore. What's the trouble ?

"

" What am I to do with them ?
"

" Take 'em about in the carriage. Lord bless my soul ! what
have you got a carriage for ?

"

"Then, with Miss Abbett, there's never room for any one
else."

" Leave Miss Abbott at home, then. What's the good of talking

to me about Miss Abbott 1 I suppose it doesn't matter to you who
my brother's daughter marries ? " Lady Mountjoy did not think

that it did matter much ; but she declared that she had already
evinced the most tender solicitude. Then stick to it. The girl

doesn't want to go out every day. Leave her alone, where Anderson
can get at her."

He's always out riding with you."
" No, he's not ; not always. And leave Miss Abbott at home-

Then there'll be room for two others. Don't make difficulties.

Anderson will expect that I shall do something for him, of course."

Because of the money," said Lady Mountjoy, whispering.

"And I've got to do something for her too." Now there was a
spice of honesty about Sir Magnus. He knew that as he could not
at once pay back these sums, he was bound to make it up in some
other way. The debts would be left the same. But that would
remain with Providence.

Then came Harry's letter, and there was a deep consultation.

It was known to have come from Harry by the Buntingford post-
mark. Mrs. Mountjoy proposed to consult Lady Mountjoy, but to

that Sir Magnus would not agree. " She'd take her skin off her if

she could now that she's angered," said the lady's husband, who, no
doubt, knew the lady well. " Of course she'll learn that the letter

has been written, and then she'll throw it in our teeth. She wouldn't
believe that it had gone astray in coming here. We should give
her a sort of a whip-hand over us." So it was decided that Florence
should have her letter.

CHAPTER XXXL
FLORENCE'S REQUEST.

Thus it was arranged that Florence should be left in Mr. Ander-
son's way. Mr. Anderson, as Sir Magnus had said, was not always
out riding. There were moments in which even he was off duty.

And Sir Magnus contrived to ride a little earlier than usual so that

he should get back while the carriage was still out on its rounds.
Lady Mountjoy certainly did her duty, taking Mrs. Mountjoy with
her daily, and generally Miss Abbott, so that P'lorence was, as it

were, left to the mercies of Mr. Anderson. She could of course
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shut herself up in her bed-room, but things had not as yet become
so bad as that. Mr. Anderson had not made himself terrible to

her. She did not in truth fear Mr. Anderson at all, who was
courteous in his manner and complimentary in his language ; and
she came at this time to the conclusion that if Mr. Anderson con-
tinued his pursuit of her she would tell him the exact truth of the

case. As a gentleman, and as a young man, she thought that he
would sympathise with her. The one enemy whom she did dread
was Lady Mountjoy. She too had felt that her aunt could " take
her skin off her," as Sir Magnus had said. She had not heard the

words, but she knew that it was so, and her dislike to Lady Mount-
joy was in proportion. It cannot be said that she was afraid. She
did not intend to leave her skin in her aunt's hands. For every
inch of skin taken she resolved to have an inch in return. She
was not acquainted with the expressive mode of language which
Sir Magnus had adopted, but she was prepared for all such attacks.

For Sir Magnus himself, since he had given up the letter to her, she
did feel some regard.

Behind the British Minister's house, which, though entitled to

no such name, was generally called the Embassy, there was a large

garden which, though not much used by Sir Magnus or Lady
Mountjoy, was regarded as a valuable adjunct to the establishment.

Here Florence betook herself for exercise, and here Mr. Anderson,
having put off the muddy marks of his riding, found her one after-

noon. It must be understood that no young man was ever more in

earnest than Mr. Anderson. He too, looking through the glass

which had been prepared for him by Sir Magnus, thought that he
saw in the not very far distant future a Mrs. Hugh Anderson driving

a pair of grey ponies along the boulevard, and he was much pleased
with the sight. It reached to the top of his ambition. Florence
was to his eyes really the sort of girl whom a man in his position

ought to marry. A Secretary of Legation in a small foreign capital

cannot do with a dowdy wife, as may a clerk, for instance, in the

Foreign Office. A Secretary of Legation,—the second secretary he
told himself,—was bound, if he married at all, to have a pretty and
distinguee wife. He knew all about those intricacies which had
fallen in a peculiar way into his own hand. Mr. Blow might have
married a South Sea Islander, and would have been none the worse
as regarded his official duties. Mr. Blow did not want the services

of a wife in discovering and reporting all the secrets of the Belgian
iron trade. There was no intricacy in that, no nicety. There was
much of what, in his lighter moments, Mr. Anderson called "sweat."
He did not pretend to much capacity for such duties ; but in his

own peculiar walk he thought that he was great. But it was very
fatiguing, and he was sure that a wife was necessary to him. There
were Httle niceties which none but a wife could perform. He had a
great esteem for Sir Magnus. Sir Magnus was well thought of by
all the court, and by the foreign minister at Brussels. But Lady
Mountjoy was of really no use. The beginning and the end of it all

o
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with her was to show herself in a carriage. It was incumbeiH noon
him, Anderson, to marry.

He was loving enough, and very susceptible: He was too
susceptible, and he knew his own fault, and he was always on
guard against it,—as behoved a young man with such duties as his.

He was always falling in love, and then using his diplomatic skill

in avoiding the consequences. He had found out that though one
girl had looked so well under waxlight she did not endure the

wear and tear of the day. Another could not be always graceful,

or, though she could talk well enough during a waltz, she had
nothing to say for herself at three o'clock in the morning. And he
was driven to calculate that he would be wrong to marry a girl

without a shilling. " It is a kind of thing that a man cannot afford

to do unless he's sure of his position,'* he had said on such an
occasion to Montgomery Arbuthnot, alluding especially to his

brother's state of health. When Mr. Anderson spoke of not being
sure of his position, he was always considered to allude to his

brother's health. In this way he had nearly got his little boat on
to the rocks more than once, and had given some trouble to Sir

Magnus. But now he was quite sure. It's all there all round,"
he had said to Arbuthnot more than once. Arbuthnot said that it

was there
—

*^all round, all round." Waxlight and daylight m^ade
no difference to her. She was always graceful. " Nobody with an
eye in his head can doubt that," said Anderson. I should think
not, by Jove !

" rephed Arbuthnot. And for talking,—you never
catch her out ; never." " I never did, certainly," said Arbuthnot,
who, as third secretary, was obedient and kind-hearted. " And
then look at her money. Of course, a fellow wants something to

help him on. My position is so uncertain that I cannot do without

it." " Of course not." *' Now with some girls it's so deuced hard
to find out. You hear that a girl has got money, but when the

time comes, it depends on the life of a father who doesn't think of

dying,—damme, doesn't think of it." Those fellows never do,''

said Arbuthnot. But here, you see, I know all about it. When
she's twenty-four,—only twenty-four,— she'll have ten thousand
pounds of her own. I hate a mercenary fellow." " Oh, yes ; that's

beastly." " Nobody can say that of me. Circumstanced as I am,
I want something to help to keep the pot boiling. She has got it,—

•

quite as much as I want,—quite, and I know all about it without

the slightest doubt in the world." For the small loan of fifteen

hundred pounds. Sir Magnus paid the full value of the interest and
deficient security. " Sir Magnus tells me that if I'll only stick to

her I shall be sure to win. There's some fellow in England has
just touched her heart,—just touched it, you know." " I under-

stand," said Arbuthnot, looking very wise. He is not a fellow of

very much account," said Anderson ;
" one of those handsome

fellows without conduct and without courage." " I've known lots

of 'em," said Arbuthnot. His name is Annesley," said Anderson.
I never saw him *ii my life, but that's what Sir Magnus says. He
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has done something awfully disreputable. I don't quite understand
what it is, but it's something which ought to make him unfit to be
her husband. Nobody knows the world better than Sir Magnus,
and he says that it is so." " Nobody does know the world better

than Sir Magnus," said Arbuthnot. And so that conversation

was brought to an end.

One day soon after this he caught her walking in the garden.

Her mother and Miss Abbott were still out with Lady Mountjoy in

the carriage, and Sir Magnus had retired after the fatigue of his

ride to sleep for half-an-hour before dinner. *'A11 alone, Miss
Mountjoy," he said.

" Yes, all alone, Mr. Anderson. I'm never in better company."
" So 1 think ; but then if 1 were here you wouldn't be all alone ;

would you ?

"

" Not if you were with me.*'

That's what I mean. But yet two people may be alone, as
regards the world at large

;
mayn't they ?

"

" I don't understand the nicety of language well enough to say.

We used to have a question among us when we were children

whether a wild beast could howl in an empty cavern. It's the

same sort of thing.'*

Why shouldn't he?"
" Because the cavern would not be empty if the wild beast were

in it. Did you ever see a girl bang an egg against a wall in a stock-

ing, and then look awfully surprised because she had smashed it.'*"

I don't understand the joke."
" She had been told she couldn't break an egg in an empty

stocking. Then she was made to look in, and there was the broken
egg for her pains. 1 don't know what made me tell you that story.''

" It's a very good story. I'll get Miss Abbott to do it to-night.

She believes everything."
*^ And everybody ? Then she's a happy woman."
" I wish you'd believe everybody."
** So 1 do

;
nearly everybody. There are some inveterate liars

whom nobody can believe."
" I hope I am not regarded as one.'*

You ! Certainly not ! If anybody were to speak of you as
such behind your back no one would take your part more loyally

than I. But nobody would."
" That's something, at any rate. Then you do believe that I

love you ?

"

*'
I believe that you think so.**

" And that I don't know my own heart ?
"

"That's very common, Mr. Anderson. I wasn't quite sure of

my own heart twelve months ago, but I know it now." He felt

that his hopes ran very low when this was said. She had never
before spoken to him of his rival, nor had he to her. He knew,—or
fancied that he knew,—that **her heart had been touched," as he
had said to Arbuthnot. But the "touch" must have been very

O 2
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deep if she felt herself constrained to speak to him on the subject
It had been his desire to pass over Mr. Annesley and never to hear
the name mentioned between them. " You were speaking of your
own heart."

" Well, I was, no doubt. It is a silly thing to talk of, I dare
say."

" Fm going to tell you of my heart, and I hope you won^t think
it silly. I do so because I believe you to be a gentleman, and a
man of honour." He blushed at the words and the tone in which
they were spoken,—but his heart fell still lower. " Mr. Anderson,
I am engaged." Here she paused a moment, but he had nothing
to say. " I am engaged to marry a gentleman whom I love with
all my heart, and all my strength, and all my body. I love him so

that nothing can ever separate me from him, or at least from the
thoughts of him. As regards all the interests of life, I feel as

though I were already his wife. If I ever marry any man I swear
to you that it will be him.'' Then Mr. Anderson felt that all hope
had utterly departed from him. She had said that she believed
him to be a man of truth. He certainly believed her to be a truth-

speaking woman. He asked himself, and he found it to be quite

impossible to doubt her word on this subject. " Now I will go on
and tell you my troubles. My mother disapproves of the man.
Sir Magnus has taken upon himself to disapprove, and Lady
Mountjoy disapproves especially. I don't care two straws about
Sir Magnus and Lady Mountjoy. As to Lady Mountjoy, it is

simply an impertinence on her part, interfering with me." There
was something in her face as she said this, which made Mr.
Anderson feel that if he could only succeed in having her and the
pair of ponies, he would be a prouder man than the ambassador at

Paris. But he knew that it was hopeless. As to my mother, that

is indeed a sorrow. She has been to me the dearest mother,
putting her only hopes of happiness in me. No mother was ever
more devoted to a child, and of all children I should be the most
ungrateful were I to turn against her. But from my early years
she has wished me to marry a man whom I could not bring myself
to love. You have heard of Captain Scarborough ?

"

" The man who disappeared }
"

" He was, and is, my first cousin."
" He is in some way connected with Sir Magnus."
" Through mamma. Mamma is aunt to Captain Scarborough,

and she married the brother of Sir Magnus. Well, he has dis-

appeared and been disinherited. I cannot explain all about it, for

I don't understand it ; but he has come to great trouble. It was
not on that account that I would not marry him. It was partly

because I did not like him, and partly because of Harry Annesley.
I will tell you everything, because I want you to know my story.

But my mother has disliked Mr. Annesley because she has thought
he has interfered with my cousin."

" I understand all that."
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" And she has been taught to think that Mr. Annesley has
behaved very badly. I cannot quite explain it, because there is a
brother of Captain Scarborough who has interfered. I never loved

Captain Scarborough, but that man 1 hate. He has spread those

stories. Captain Scarborough has disappeared, but before he went
he thought it well to revenge himself on Mr. Annesley. He
attacked him in the street late at night, and endeavoured to beat

him."
*' But why ?

"

" Why, indeed ! That such a trumpery cause as a girl's love

should operate with such a man !

"

" I can understand it ;—oh ! yes, I can understand it."

" I believe he was tipsy, and he had been gambling and had
lost all his money ;—more than all his money. He was a ruined
man, and reckless and wretched. I can forgive him, and so does
Harry. But in the struggle Harry got the best of it, and left him
there in the street. No weapons had been used, except that

Captain Scarborough had a stick. There was no reason to suppose
him hurt, nor was he much hurt. He had behaved very badly, and
Harry left him. Had he gone for a policeman he could only have
given him in charge. The man was not hurt, and seems to have
walked away/'

** The papers were full of it."

"Yes ; the papers were full of it, because he was missing. I

don't know yet what became of him, but I have my suspicions.''
" They say he has been seen at Monaco."
" Very likely. But I have nothing to do with that. Though he

was my cousin, I am touched nearer in another place. Young
Mr. Scarborough, who I suspect knows all about his brother, took
upon himself to cross-question Mr. Annesley. Mr. Annesley did
not care to tell anything of that struggle in the street, and denied
that he had seen him. In truth, he did not want to have my name
mentioned. My belief is that Augustus Scarborough knew exactly
what had taken place when he asked the question. It was he who
really was false. But he is now the heir to Tretton and a great
man in his way, and in order to injure Harry Annesley he has
spread abroad the story which they all tell here."

" But why.?"
" He does ; that is all I know. But I will not be a hypocrite.

He chose to wish that I should not marry Harry Annesley. I

cannot tell you further than that. But he has persuaded mamma,
and has told everyone. He shall never persuade me."

" Everybody seems to believe him," said Mr. Anderson, not as
intending to say that he believed him now ; but that he had done so.

" Of course they do. He has simply ruined Harry. He too
has been disinherited now. I don't know how they do these things,
but ifhas been done. His uncle has been turned against him, and
his whole income has been taken from him. But they will never
persuade me. Nor, if they did, would I be untrue to him. It is a
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grand thing for a girl to have a perfect faith in the man she has to

marry ; as I have. I know my man, and will as soon believe in

heaven as in him. But were he what they say he is, he would still

have to become my husband. I should be broken-hearted, but I

should still be true. Thank God, though,—thank God,—he has
done nothing and will do nothing to make me ashamed of hini.

Now you know my story."

"Yes ;—now I know it." The tears came very near to the
poor man's eyes as he answered.

" And what will you do for me ?"

"What shall I do?"
" Yes ; what will you do ? I have told you all my story, believ-

ing you to be a fine-tempered gentleman. You have entertained a
fancy which has been encouraged by Sir Magnus. Will you
promise me not to speak to me of it again ? W^ill you relieve me
of so much of my trouble ? Will you,—will you ? Then, when
he turned away, she followed him, and put both her hands upon
his arm. " Will you do that little thing for me ?

"

A little thing !

"

" Is it not a little thing ;—when I am so bound to that other
man that nothing can move me ? Whether it be little or whether
it be much, will you not do it She still held him by the arm,
but his face was turned from her so that she could not see it. The
tears, absolute tears, were running down his cheeks. W^hat did it

behove him as a man to do ? Was he to believe her vows now
and grant her request, and was she then to give herself to some
third person and forget Harry Annesley altogether ? How would
it be with him then ? A faint heart never won a fair lady. All is

fair in love and war. You cannot catch cherries by holding your
mouth open. A great amount of wisdom such as this came to

him at the spur of the moment. But there was her hand upon
his arm, and he could not elude her request. ** Will you not do
it for me " she asked again.

I will," he said, still keeping his face turned away.
" I knew it,— I knew you would. You are high-minded and

honest, and cannot be cruel to a poor girl. And if in time to

come when I am Harry Annesley's wife, we shall chance to meet
each other,—as we will,—he shall thank you."

" I shall not want that. What will his thanks do for me ? You
do not think that I shall be silent to oblige him ? " Then he walked
forth from out of the garden, and she had never seen his tears.

But she knew well that he was weeping, and she sympathised with
him.

CHAPTER XXXII.

MR. ANDERSON IS ILL.

When they all went down to dinner that day, it became known
that Mr. Anderson did not intend to dine with them. *' He's got
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a headache!'* said Sir Magnus. "He says he's got a headache.

I never knew such a thing in my life before." It was quite clear

that Sir Magnus did not think that his hcutenant ought to have
such a headache as would prevent his coming to dinner, and that

he did not quite believe in the headache. There was a dinner
ready, a very good dinner, which it was his business to provide.

He always did provide it, and took a great deal of trouble to see

that it was good. " There isn't a table so well kept in all Brussels,"

he used to boast. But when he had done his share, he expected
that Anderson and Arbuthnot should do theirs,—especially Ander-
son. There had been sometimes a few words,—not quite a quarrel

but nearly so,—on the subject of dining out. Sir Magnus only

dined out with royalty, cabinet ministers, and other diplomats.

Even then he rarely got a good dinner,—what he called a good
dinner. He often took Anderson with him. He was the doyen
among the diplomats in Brussels, and a little indulgence was shown
to him. Therefore he thought that Anderson should be as true to

him as was he to Anderson. It was not for Anderson's sake,

indeed, who felt the bondage to be irksome. And Sir Magnus
knew that his subordinate sometimes groaned in spirit. But a
good dinner is a good dinner,—especially the best dinner in

Brussels, and Sir Magnus felt that something ought to be given in

return. He had not that perfect faith in mankind which is the

surest evidence of a simple mind. Ideas crowded upon him. Had
Anderson a snug little dinner-party, just two or three friends in

his own room, Sir Magnus would not have been very angry. He
was rarely very angry. But he should like to show his cleverness

by finding it out. Anderson had been quite well when he was out
riding, and he did not remember him ever before to have had a
headache. *' Is he very bad, Arbuthnot ?

"

" I haven't seen him, sir, since he was riding."
" Who has seen him

"

" He was in the garden with me," said Florence boldly.

I suppose that did not give him a headache."
Not that I perceived."

" It is very singular that he should have a headache just when
dinner is ready," continued Sir Magnus.

" You had better leave the young man alone," said Lady Mountjoy.
Anyone who knew the ways of living at the British Embassy

would be sure that after this Sir Magnus would not leave the
young man alone. His nature was not simple. It seemed to him
again that there might be a little dinner party, and that Lady
Mountjoy knew all about it. " Richard," he said to the butler,
" go mto Mr. Anderson's room and see if he is very bad." Richard
came back, and whispered to the great man that Mr. Anderson
was not in his room. This is very remarkable. A bad headache
and not in his room ! Where is he ? I insist on knowing where
Mr. Anderson is."

" You had better leave him alone," said Lady Mountjoy,
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** Leave a man alone because he^s ill. He might die."
" Shall I go and see ? " said Arbuthnot.
" I wish you would, and bring him in here,—if he^s well enough

to show. I don't approve of a young man's going without his

dinner. There's nothing so bad."
He'll be sure to get something. Sir Magnus," said Lady

Mountjoy. But Sir Magnus insisted that Mr. Arbuthnot should go
and look after his friend.

It was now November, and at eight o'clock was quite dark,

but the weather was fine, and something of the mildness of autumn
remained. Arbuthnot was not long in discovering that Mr.
Anderson was again walking in the garden. He had left Florence
there and had gone to the house, but had found himself to be
utterly desolate and miserable. She had exacted from him a
promise which was not compatible with any kind of happiness to

which he could now look forward. In the first place all Brussels
knew that he had been in love with Florence Mountjoy. He
thought that all Brussels knew it. And they knew that he had
been in earnest in this love. He did believe that all Brussels had
given him credit for so much. And now they would know that he
had suddenly ceased to make love. It might be that this

should be attributed to gallantry on his part,—that it should
be considered that the lady had been deserted. But he was
conscious that he was not so good a hypocrite as not to

show that he was broken-hearted. He was quite sure that

it would be seen that he had got the worst of it. But when
he asked himself questions as to his own condition he told himself

that there was suffering in store for him more heavy to bear than
these. There could be no ponies, with Florence driving them, and
a boy in his own livery behind, seen upon the boulevards. That
vision was gone, and for ever. And then came upon him an idea

that the absence of the girl from other portions of his life might
touch him more nearly. He did feel something like actual love. And
the more she had told him of her devotion to Harry Annesley, the

more strongly he had felt the value of that devotion. Why should

this man have it and not he ? He had not been disinherited. He
had not been knocked about in a street quarrel. He had not been
driven to tell a lie as to his having not seen a man when he had
in truth knocked him down. He had quite agreed with Florence

that Harry was justified in the lie. But there was nothing in it to

make the girl love him the better for it. And then, looking forward,

he could perceive the possibility of an event, which, if it should

occur, would cover him with confusion and disgrace. If after all

Florence were to take, not Harry Annesley, but somebody else ?

How foolish, how credulous, how vain would he have been then to

have made the promise ! Girls did such things every day. He
had promised, and he thought that he must keep his promise ; but

she would be bound by no promise ! As he thought of it he
reflected that he might even yet exact such a promise from her.
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But when the dinner-time came he really was sick with love,

—or sick with disappointment. He felt that he could not eat his

dinnci under the battery of the raillery which was always coming
from Sir Magnus, and therefore he had told the servants that as

the evening progressed he would have something to eat in his own
room. And then he went out to wander in the dusk beneath
the trees in the garden. Here he was encountered by Mr. Arbuthnot
with his dress boots and white cravat. " What the mischief are
you doing here, old fellow ?"

" I'm not very well. I have an awfully bilious headache.'*
" Sir Magnus is kicking up a deuce of a row because you're not

there."
" Sir Magnus be blowed. How am I to be there if IVe got a

bilious headache ? I'm not dressed. I could not have dressed
myself for a five-pound note."

Couldn't you now ? Shall I go back and tell him that ? But
you must have something to eat. I don't know what's up, but Sir

Magnus is in a taking."
" He's always in a taking. I sometimes think he's the biggest

fool out."

"And there's the place kept vacant next to Miss Mountjoy.
Grascour wanted to sit there, but her ladyship wouldn't let him.
And I sat next Miss Abbott because I didn't want to be in your way."

"Tell Grascour to go and sit there,—or you may do so. It's all

nothir»g to me." This he said in the bitterness of his heart, by no
means n^ tending to tell his secret, but unable to keep it within his

own bosom.
What's the matter, Anderson ? " asked the other piteously.

" I am clean broken-hearted, I don't mind telling you. I know
you're a good fellow, and I'll you everything. It's all over."

"All over,—with Miss Mountjoy?" Then Anderson began to

tell the whole story ; but before he had got half through, or a
quarter through, another message came from Sir Magnus. " Sir

Magnus is becoming very angry indeed," whispered the butler.

He says that Mr. Arbuthnot is to go back."
" I'd better go or I shall catch it."

"What's up with him, Richard?" asked Anderson.
" Well, if you ask me, Mr. Anderson, I think he's—a suspecting

of something."
"What does he suspect?"
" I think he's a thinking that perhaps you are having a jolly

time of it." Richard had known his master many years, and could
almost read his inmost thoughts. " I don't say as it is so, but that's

what I am thinking."
" You tell him I ain't. You tell him I've a bad bilious headache,

and that the air in the garden does it good. You tell him that I

mean to have something to eat upstairs when my head is better ;

—

and do you mind and let me have it, and a bottle of claret."

With this the butler went back, and so did Arbuthnot, after
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asking one other question. Tm so sorry it isn't all serene with

Miss Mountjoy?"
It isn't then. Don't mind now, but it isn't serene. Don't say

a word about her ; but she has done me. I think I shall get leave

of absence and go away for two months. You'll have to do all the

riding, old fellow. I shall go But I don't know where I shall

go. You return to them now, and tell them I've such a bilious

headache I don't know which way to turn myself."

Arbuthnotw^ent back and found Sir Magnus quarrelling grievously

with the butler. I don't think he's doing anything as he shouldn't,"

the butler whispered, having seen into his master's mind.
What do you mean by that ?

"

Do let the matter drop,'' said Lady Mountjoy, who had also

seen into her husband's mind, and saw, moreover, that the butler

had done so. " A young man's dinner isn't worth all this bother."
" I won't let the matter drop. What does he mean when he

says that he isn't doing anything that he shouldn't.'^ I've never

said anything about what he was doing."
" He isn't dressed, Sir Magnus. He finds himself a little better

now, and means to have something upstairs." Then there came an
awful silence, during which the dinner was eaten. Sir Magnus
knew nothing of the truth, simply suspecting the headache to be a

myth. Lady Mountjoy, with a woman's quickness, thought that

there had been some words between Florence and her late lover,

and, as she disliked Florence, was inclined to throw all the blame
upon her. A word had been said to Mrs. Mountjoy. " I don't

think he'll trouble me any more, mamma,"—which Mrs. Mountjoy
did not quite understand, but which she connected with the young
man's absence. But Florence understood it all, and liked Mr.
Anderson the better. Could it really be that for love of her he
would lose his dinner.^ Could it be that he was so grievously

afilicted at the loss of a girl's heart ? There he was, walking out

in the dark and the cold, half-famished, all because she loved Harry
Annesley so well that there could be no chance for him ! Girls

believe so little in the truth of the love of men that any sign of its

reality touches them to the core. Poor Hugh Anderson ! A tear

came into her eye as she thought that he was wandering there in

the dark, and all for the love of her. The rest of the dinner passed
away in silence, and Sir Magnus hardly became cordial and com-
municative with M. Grascour, even under the influence of his wine.

On the next morning just before lunch Florence was waylaid by
Mr. Anderson as she was passing along one of the passages in the

back part of the house. " Miss Mountjoy," he said, " I want to ask
from your great goodness the indulgence of a few words."

" Certainly."
" Could you come into the garden ?

"

" If you will give me time to go and change my boots and get a
shawl. We ladies are not ready to go out always as arc you gentle-

men."
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Anywhere will do. Come in here and he led the way into a
small parlour which was not often used.

*'
I was so sorry to hear last night that you were unwell, Mr.

Anderson."
**

I was not very well certainly after what I had heard before
dinner." He did not tell her that he so far recovered as to be able
to drink a bottle of claret, and to smoke a couple of cigars in his

bed-room. " Of course you remember what took place yesterday.'*

Remember ! oh ! yes. I shall not readily forget it'*

I made you a promise.''
" You did ;—very kindly."
*^ And I mean to keep it."

*' I'm sure you do;— because you're a gentleman.**
" I don't think I ought to have made it."

'*0h ! Mr. Anderson !"

*'
I don't think I ought. See what I am giving up."

"Nothing!—except the privilege of troubling me."
But if it should be something else .'^ Do not be angry with

me,—but, loving you as I do, of course my mind is full of it 1 have
promised, and must be dumb."

And I shall be spared great vexation."
" But suppose I were to hear that in six months' time you had

married someone else !
''

"Mr. Annesley, you mean. Not in six months."
" Somebody else. Not Mr. Annesley."
" There is nobody else."

" But there might be."
" It is impossible. After all that I told you, do not you under-

stand ?

"

But if there were ? " The poor man as he made the suggestion
looked very piteous. If there were, I think you should promise me
I shall be that somebody else. That would be no more than fair."

She paused a moment to think, frowning the while. Certainly

not !

"

" Certainly not ?

"

" I can make no such promise, nor should you ask it. I am to

promise that under certain circumstances I would become your wife,

when I know that under no circumstances I would do so."

Under no circumstances?''
" Under none. What would you have me say, Mr. Anderson }

Supposing yourself engaged to marry a girl
"

" I wish I were,—to you."
** To a girl who loved you, and whom you loved."

There's no doubt about my loving her."

"You can follow my meaning, and I wish that you would do so.

What would you think if you were to hear that she had promised to

marry someone else in the event of your deserting her.'* It is out
of the question. I mean to be the wife of Harry Annesley. Say
that it is not to be so, and you will simply destroy me. Of one
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thing I may be sure,—that I will marry him or nobody. You pro-

mised me, not because your promise was necessary for that, but to

spare me from trouble till that time shall come. And I am grateful

—

very grateful." Then she left him,—suffering from another headache.
"Was there anything said between you and Mr. Anderson

yesterday ? her aunt inquired that afternoon.
" Why do you ask?"
Because it is necessary that I should know."

" I do not see the necessity. Mr. Anderson has at any rate your
permission to say what he likes to me, but I am not on that account
bound to tell you all that he does say. But I will tell you. He has
promised to trouble me no further. I told him that I was engaged
to Mr. Annesley, and he, like a gentleman, has assured me that he
will desist.'*

" Just because you asked him ?

"

" Yes, aunt
;
just because I asked him."

" He will not be bound by such a promise for a moment. It is

a thing not to be heard of. If that kind of thing is to go on, any
young lady will be entitled to ask any young gentleman not to say
a word of marriage, just at her request.''

" Some of the young ladies would not care for that, perhaps.''
" Don't be impertinent.''
" I should not, for one, aunt

;
only that I am already engaged."

" And of course the young ladies would be bound to make such
requests,—which would go for nothing at all. I never heard of

anything so monstrous. You are not only to have the liberty of

refusing, but are to be allowed to bind a gentleman not to ask !
"

" He has promised."
" Pshaw ! It means nothing."
" It is between him and me. I asked him because I wished to

save myself from being troubled."

"As for that other man, my dear, it is quite out of the question.

From all that I hear it is on the cards that he may be arrested and
put into prison. I am quite sure that at any rate he deserves it.

The letters which Sir Magnus gets about him are fearful. The
things that he has done— well

;
penal servitude for life would be

the proper punishment. And it will come upon him sooner or later.

I never knew a man of that kind escape. And you now to come
and tell us that you intend to be his wife !

"

" I do," said Florence, bobbing her head.
" And what your uncle says to you has no effect?"
" Not the least in the world ; nor what my aunt says. I believe

that neither the one nor the other knows what they are talking about.
You have been defaming a gentleman of the highest character, a

Fellow of a college, a fine-hearted, noble, high-spirited man,shnply
because—because—because " Then she burst into tears and
rushed out of the room ; but she did not break down before she had
looked at her aunt and spoken to her aunt with a fierce indignation
which had altogether served to silence Lady Mountjoy for the
moment.
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CHAPTER XXXIII.

MR. BARRY.

"Good-bye, sir. You ought not to be angry with me. I am sure

it will be better for us both to remain as we are." This was said by
Miss Dorothy Grey, as a gentleman departed from her and made
his way out of the front door at the Fulham Manor House. Miss
Grey had received an offer of marriage, and had declined it. The
offer had been made by a worthy man, he being no other than her

father's partner, Mr. Barry.

It may be remembered that, on discussing the affairs of the firm

with her father, Dolly Grey had been accustomed to call this

partner "the Devil.'' It was not that she had thought this partner

to be specially devilish ; nor was he so. It had ever been Miss
Grey's object to have the affairs of the firm managed with an
integrity which among lawyers might be called Quixotic. Her father

she had dubbed ''Reason," and herself "Conscience;" but in

calling Mr. Barry " the Devil," she had not intended to signify any
defalcation from honesty more than ordinary in lawyers' offices.

She did, in fact, like Mr. Barry. He would occasionally come out

and dine with her father. He was courteous and respectful, and
performed his duties with diligence. He spent nobody's money
but his own, and not all of that; nor did he look upon the world as

a place to which men were sent that they might play. He was
nearly forty years old, was clean, a little bald, and healthy in all his

ways. There was nothing of a devil about him,—except that his

conscience was not peculiarly attentive to abstract honesty and
abstract virtue. There must, according to him, be always a little

"give and take" in the world ; but in the pursuit of his profession

he gave a great deal more than he took. He thought himself to be
an honest practitioner, and yet in all domestic professional con-

ferences with her father Mr. Barry had always been Miss Grey's
"Devil."

The possibility of such a request, as had been now made, had
been already discussed between Dolly and her father. Dolly had
said that the idea was absurd. Mr. Grey had not seen the

absurdity. There had been nothing more common, he had said,

than that a young partner should marry an old partner's daughter.
"It's not put into the partnership deed Dolly had rejoined. But
Dolly had never believed that the time would come. Now it had
come.

Mr. Barry had as yet possessed no more than a fourth of the
business. He had come in without any capital, and had been con-
tented with a fourth. He now suggested to Dolly that on their

marriage the business should be equally divided. And he had
named the house in which they would live. There was a pleasant
genteel residence on the other side of the water,—at Putney. Miss
Grey had suggested that the business might be divided in a manner
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that would be less burdensome to Mr. Barry. As for the house,

—

she could not leave her father. Upon the whole she had thought
that it would be better for both of them that they should remain as

they were. By that Miss Grey had not intended to signify that Mr.
Barry was to remain single, but that he would have to do so in

reference to Miss Grey.
When he was gone Dolly Grey spent the remainder of the after-

noon in contemplating what would have been her condition had she
agreed to join her lot to that of Mr. Barry, and she came to the

conclusion that it would have been simply unendurable. There was
nothing of romance in her nature ; but as she looked at matrimony
with all its blisses,—and Mr. Barry among them,—she told herself

that death would be preferable. " I know myself," she said. I

should come to hate him with a miserable hatred. And then I

should hate myself for having done him so great an evil." And as

she continued thinking, she assured herself that there was but one
man with whom she could live, and that that man was her father.

And then other questions presented themselves to her ; which were
not so easily answered. What would become of her when he should
go ? He was now sixty-six, and she was only thirty-two. He was
healthy for his age, but would complain of his work. She knew that

he must in course of nature go much the first. Ten years he might
live, while she might probably be called upon to endure for thirty

more. " I shall have to do it all alone," she said ; all alone ;

—

without a companion, without one soul to whom I can open my own.
But if I were to marry Mr. Barry," she continued, I should at once
be encumbered with a soul to whom I could not open my own. 1

suppose I shall be enabled to live through it as do others." Then
she began to prepare for her father's coming. As long as he did

remain with her she would make the most of him.
" Papa," she said as she took him by the hand as he entered the

house, and led him into the dining-room. " Who do you think has
been here ?

Mr. Barry.''

Then he has told you?"
Not a word ;—not even that he was coming. But I saw him

as he left the chambers, and he had on a bright hat and a new
coat."

And he thought that those could move me."
" I have not known that he has wanted to move you. You asked

me to guess, and I have guessed right, it seems."
*' Yes ;

you have guessed right."

And why did he come ?
"

Only to ask me to be his wife."
" And what did you say to him, Dollv ?

" What did I say to the Devil ? " She still held him by the hand,
and now she laughed lightly as she looked into his face. " Cannot
you guess what I said to him?"

1 am sorry for it ;—that's all."
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" Sorry for it ? Oh, papa, do not say that you are sorry. Do
you want to lose me?"

I do not want to think that for my own selfish purposes I have
retained you. So he has asked you ?"

" Yes ; he has asked me."
" And you have answered him positively !

"

" Most positively."
" And for my sake ?

"

" No, papa ; I have not said that. I was joking when I asked
whether you wished to lose me. Of course you do not want to lose

me." Then she wound her arm round him, and put up her face to

be kissed. " But now come and dress yourself, as you call it. The
dinner is late. We will talk about it again after dinner.'*

But immediately after dinner the conversation went away to Mr.
Scarborough and the Scarborough matters. " I am to see Augustus,

and he is to tell me something about Mountjoy and his affairs.

They say that Mountjoy is now in Paris. The money can be given

to them now, if he will consent and will sign the deed releasing the

property. But the men have not all as yet agreed to accept the

simple sums which they advanced. That fellow Hart stands out
and says that he would sooner lose it all."

"Then he will lose it all," said Dolly.
" But the squire will consent to pay nothing unless they all agree.

Augustus is talking about his excessive generosity."
*^ It is generous on his part," said Dolly.
" He sees his own advantage, though I cannot quite understand

where. He tells Tyrrwhit that as there is so great an increase to

the property he is willing, for the sake of the good name of the

family, to pay all that has been in truth advanced ; but he is most
anxious to do it now, while his father is alive. I think he fears that

there will be law-suits, and that they may succeed. I doubt whether
he thanks his father."

" But why should his father lie for his sake since they are on
such bad terms ?

"

"Because his father was on worse terms with Mountjoy when
he told the lie. That is what I think Augustus thinks. But his

father told no lie at that time ; and cannot now go back to false-

hood. My belief is that if he were confident that such is the fact

he would not surrender a shilling to pay these men their moneys.
He may stop a law-suit,—which is like enough, though they could
only lose it. And if Mountjoy should turn out to be the heir,—which
is impossible,—he will be able to turn round and say that by his

efforts he had saved so much of the property."

"My head becomes so bewildered," said Dolly, "that I can
hardly understand it yet."

" I think I understand it ; but I can only guess at his mind.
But he has got Tyrrwhit to accept forty thousand pounds, which is

the sum he in truth advanced. The stake is too great for the man
lo lose it without ruin. He can get it back now, and save himself.
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But Hart is the more determined blackguard. He, with two others,

has a claim for thirty-five thousand pounds, for which he has given
but ten thousand pounds in hard cash, and he thinks that he may-

get some profit out of Tyrrwhit's money, and holds out."
" For how much ?

"

" For the entire debt, he tells me ; but I know that he is trying

to deal with Tyrrwhit. Tyrrwhit would pay him five thousand, I

think, so as to secure the immediate payment of his own money.
Then there are a host of others who are contented to take what
they have advanced, but not contented if Hart is to have more.
There are other men in the background who advanced the money.
All the rascaldom of London is let loose upon me. But Hart is the

one man who holds his head the highest."

'*But if they will accept no terms they will get nothing," said

Dolly. If once they attempt to go to law all will be lost."

"There are wheels within wheels. When the old man dies

Mountjoy himself will probably put in a claim to the entire estate,

and will get some lawyer to take up the case for him."
"You would not?"
"Certainly not,—because I know that Augustus is the eldest

legitimate son. As far as I can make it out Augustus is at present

allowing Mountjoy the money on which he lives. His father does
not. But the old man must know that Augustus does, though he
pretends to be ignorant."

" But why is Hart to get money out of Tyrrwhit ?"

" To secure the payment of the remainder. Mr. Tyrrwhit would
be very glad to get his forty thousand pounds back ;—would pay
five thousand pounds to get the forty back. But nothing will be
paid unless they all agree to join in freeing the property. Therefore
Hart, who is the sharpest rascal of the lot, stands out for some
share of his contemplated plunder."

"And you must be joined in such an arrangement?"
" Not at all. I cannot help surmising what is to be done. In

dealing with the funds of the property I go to the men, and say to

them so much, and so much, and so much you have actually lost.

Agree among yourselves to accept that, and it shall be paid to you.

That is honest?"
" I do not know."
" But I do. Every shilling that the son of my client has had

from them my client is ready to pay. There is some hitch among
them, and I make my surmises. But I have no dealings with them.
It is for them to come to me now." Dolly only shook her head.
"You cannot touch pitch and not be defiled." That was what
Dolly said, but she said it to herself. And then she went on and
declared to herself still further that Mr. Barry was pitch. She knew
that Mr. Barry had seen Hart, and had ^en Tyrrwhit, and had been
bargaining with them. She excused her father because he was her
father ; but according to her thinking there should have been no
dealings with such men as these, except at the end of a pair of tongs.
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"And now, Dolly," said her father, after a long pause, "tell me
about Mr. Barry."

1^
*There is nothing more to be told."

^ " Not of what you said to him, but of the reasons which have

made you so determined. Would it not be better for you to be
married ?

"

If I could choose my husband."
" Whom would you choose ?

"

" You."
" That is nonsense. I am your father."
" You know what I mean. There is no one else among my

circle of acquaintances with whom I should care to live. There is

no one else with whom I should care to do more than die. When
I look at it all round it seems to be absolutely impossible that I

should on a sudden entertain habits of the closest intimacy with

such a one as Mr. Barry. What should I say to him when he went
forth in the morning.'^ How should I welcome him when he came
back at night ? What would be our breakfast, and what would be
our dinner Think what are yours and mine ;—all the little

solicitudes; all the free abuse ; all the certainty of an affection which
has grown through so many years ; all the absolute assurance on
the part of each that the one does really know the inner soul of

the other."

"It would come."
"With Mr. Barry? That is your idea of my soul, with which

you have been in communion for so many years? In the first

place you think that I am a person likely to be able to transfer

myself suddenly to the first man that comes in my way ?

"

" Gradually you might do so,— at any rate so as to make life

possible. You will be all alone. Think what it will be to have to

live all alone."
" I have thought. I do know that it would be well that you

should be able to take me with you."
" But I cannot."
" No. There is no hardship. You must leave me, and I must

be alone. That is what we have to expect. But for your sake,

and for mine, we may be left while we can be left. What would
you be without me ? Think of that."

" I should bear it."

"You couldn't. You'd break your heart and die. And if you
can imagine my living there, and pouring out Mr. Barry's tea for
him, you must imagine also what I should have to say to myself
about you :

^ He will die of course. But then he has come to that
sort of age, at which it does not much signify.' Then I should go
on with Mr. Barry's tea. He'd come to kiss me when he went
away, and I—should plunge a knife into him."

"Dolly!"
"Or into myself, which would be more likely. Fancy that man

calling me Dolly." Then she got up and stood behind his chair,
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and put her arms round his neck. *^Would you like to kiss him?
Or any man for the matter of that ? There is no one else to whom
my fancy strays, but I think that I should murder them all,—or
commit suicide. In the first place I should want my husband to be
a gentleman. There are not a great many gentlemen about."

"You are fastidious."

"Come now, be honest. Is our Mr. Barry a gentleman?"
Then there was a pause, during which she waited for a reply. " I

will have an answer. I have a right to demand an answer to that

question, since you have proposed the man to me as a husband."
" Nay, I have not proposed him."
" You have expressed a regret that I have not accepted him.

Is he a gentleman ?"

"Well,—yes; I think he is."

" Mind ; we are sworn, and you are bound to speak the truth.

What right has he to be a gentleman ? Who was his father and
who was his mother ? Of what kind was his nursery belongings ?

He has become an attorney, and so have you. But has there been
anyone to whisper to him among his teachings that in that profes-

sion, as in all others, there should be a sense of high honour to

guide him ? He must not cheat, or do anything to cause him to

be struck off the rolls ; but is it not with him what his client wants
and not what honour demands ? And in the daily intercourse of
life would he satisfy what you call my fastidiousness ?

"

" Nothing on earth will ever do that."
" You do. I agree with you that nothing else on earth ever will.

The man who might, won't come. Not that I can imagine such a
man, because I know that I am spoiled. Of course there are
gentlemen, though not a great many. But he mustn't be ugly, and
he mustn't be good-looicing. He mustn't seem to be old, and
certainly he mustn't seem to be young. I shouldn't like a man to

wear old clothes, but he mustn't wear new. He must be well read,

but never show it. He must work hard, but he must come home
to dinner at the proper time." Here she laughed, and gently shook
her head. " He must never talk about his business at night.

Though dear, dear, darling old father, he shall do that if he will

talk like you. And then, which is the hardest thing of all, I must
have known him intimately for at any rate ten years. As for

Mr. Barry, I never should know him intimately, though I were
married to him for ten years."

" And it has all been my doing ?
"

"Just so. You have made the bed and you must lie on it. It

hasn't been a bad bed."
" Not for me ! Heaven knows it has not been bad for me."
Nor for me, as things go

;
only that there will come an

arousing before we shall be ready to get up together. Your time
will probably be the first. I can better afford to lose you than you
to lose me."

God send that it shall be so."
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" It is nature," she said. " It is to be expected, and will on
that account be less grievous because it has been expected. I shall

have to devote myself to those Carroll children. I sometimes
» think that the work of the world should not be made pleasant to

us. What profit will it be to me to have done my duty by you ? I

think there will be some profit if I am good to my cousins."

"At any rate, you won't have Mr. Barry?" said the father.

"No! if I know it," said the daughter ; "and you, I think, are

a wicked old man to suggest it." Then she bade him good-night
and went to bed, for they had been talking now till near twelve.

But Mr. Barry, when he had gone home, told himself that he
had progressed in his love-suit quite as far as he had expected on
the first opportunity. He went over the bridge and looked at the

genteel house, and resolved as to certain httle changes which
should be made. That one room should look here, and the nursery
should look there. The walk to the railway would only take five

minutes, and there would be five minutes again from the Temple
Station in London. He thought it would do very well for domestic
felicity. And as for a fortune, half of the business would not be
bad. And then the whole business would follow, and he in his

turn would be enabled to let some young fellow in who should do
the greater part of the work and take the smaller part of the pay,

—

as had been the case with himself.

But it had not occurred to him that the young lady had meant
what she said when she refused him. It was the ordinary way
with young ladies. Of course he had expected no enthusiasm of

love ; nor had he wanted it. He would wait for three weeks, and
then he would go to Fulham again.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

MR. JUNIPER.

Though there was an air of badinage, almost of tomfoolery, about
Dolly when she spoke of her matrimonial prospects to her father,

—

as when she said that she would "stick a knife" into Mr. Barry,

—

still there was a seriousness in all she said which was more than
grave. She was pathetic and melancholy. She knew that there
was nothing before her but to stay with her father, and then to
devote herself to her cousins, from whom she was aware that she
recoiled almost with hatred. And she knew that it would be a
good thing to be married,—if only the right man would come. The
right man would have to bear with her father, and live in the same
house with him to the end. The right man must be a preux
chevalier sans peur et sans reproche'^ The right man must be
strong-minded and masterful, and must have a will of his own

;

but he must be strong-minded always for good. And where was
she to find such a man as this, she who was only an attorney's
daughter, plain too, and with many eccentricities t She was not

P 2
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intended to marry, and consequently the only man who came in

her way was her father's partner,—for whom, in regard to a share
in the business, she might be desirable.

Devotion to the Carroll cousins was manifestly her duty. The
two eldest girls she absolutely did hate,—and their father. To hate
the father, because he was vicious beyond cure, might be very well ;

but she could not hate the girls, without being aware that she was
guilty of a grievous sin. Every taste possessed by them was antago-
nistic to her. Their amusements, their literature, their clothes,

their manners,—especially in regard to men,—their gestures and
colour, were distasteful to her. " They hide their dirt with a thin

veneer of cheap finery," said Dolly to her father. He had replied

by telling her that she was nasty. " No
;
but, unfortunately, I

cannot but see nastiness." Dolly herself was clean to fastidiousness.

Take off her coarse frock, and there the well-dressed lady began,
" Look at the heels of Sophie's boots. Give her a push, and she'd

fall off her pins as though they were stilts. They're always asking
to have a shoemaker's bill paid, and yet they w^on't wear stout

boots.'' I'll pay the man," she said to Amelia one day, " if you'll

promise to wear what I'll buy you for the next six months." But
Amelia had only turned up her nose. These were the relatives to

whom it would become her duty to devote her life

!

The next morning she started off to call in Bolsover Terrace
with an intention, not to begin her duty, but to make a struggle at

the adequate performance of it. She took with her some article of

clothing intended for one of the younger children, but which the
child herself was to complete. But when she entered the parlour,

she was astounded at finding that Mr. Carroll was there. It was
nearly twelve o'clock, and at that time Mr. Carroll never was there.

He was either in bed, or at Tattersall's, or Dolly did not care

where. She had long since made up her mind that there must be
a permanent quarrel between herself and her uncle, and her desire

was generally respected. Now, unfortunately, he was present, and
with him were his wife and two elder daughters. To be devoted,

thought Dolly to herself, to such a family as this,—and without
anybody else in the world to care for ! She gave her aunt a kiss,

and touched the girls' hands, and made a very distant bow to Mr.
Carroll. Then she began about the parcel in her hands, and having
given her instructions, was about to depart.

But her aunt stopped her. " I think you ought to know,
Dorothea."

Certainly,*' said Mr. Carroll. " It is quite right that your
cousin should know."

" If you think it proper, Tm sure I can't object," said Amelia.
**She won't approve, I'm sure,'' said Sophie.
" Her young man has come forward and spoken," said Mr.

Carroll.
" And quite in a proper spirit," said Amelia.
" Of course," said Mrs. Carroll, we are not to expect too much.
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Though we are respectable, in birth and all that, we are poor.

Mr. Carroll has got nothing to give her."
" I've been the most unfortunate man in the world," said Mr.

Carroll.

We won*t talk about that now," continued Mrs. Carroll. Here
we are without anything."

You have decent blood," said Dolly ;
" at any rate, on one

side ;"—for she did not believe in the Carrolls.
" On both, on both," said Mr. Carroll, rising up, and putting

his hand upon his heart. *' I can boast of royal blood among my
ancestors."

" But here we are without anything," said Mrs. Carroll again.
" Mr. Juniper is a most respectable man."

** He has been attached to some of the leading racing establish-

ments in the kingdom," said Mr. Carroll. Dolly had heard of

Mr. Juniper as a trainer, though she did not accurately know what
a trainer meant.

" He is almost as great a man as the owner, for the matter of

that," said Amelia, standing up for her lover.
" He is not to say young

;
perhaps forty," said Mrs. Carroll,

" and he has a very decent house of his own at Newmarket." Dolly
immediately began to think whether this might be for the better or

for the worse. Newmarket was a long way off, and the girl would
be taken away. And it might be a good thing to dispose of one of

such a string of daughters, even to Mr. Juniper. Of course there

would be the disagreeable nature of the connection. But, as Dolly
had once said to her father, their share of the world's burdens had
to be borne, and this was one of them. Her first cousin must
marry the trainer. She, who had spoken so enthusiastically about
gentlemen, must put up with it She knew that Mr. Juniper was
but a small man in his own line, but she would never disown him
by word of mouth. He should be her cousin Juniper. But she did
hope that she might not be called upon to see him frequently. After
all, he might be much more respectable than Mr. Carroll.

I am glad he has a house of his own," said Dolly.
*^ It's a much better house than Fulham Manor," said Amelia.
Dolly was angered, not at the comparison between the houses,

but at the ingratitude and insolence of the girl. " Very well," said

she, addressing herself to her aunt ;
" if her parents are contented,

of course it is not for me or for papa to be discontented. The
thing to think of is the honesty of the man and his industry ;—not
the excellence of the house."

But you seemed to think that we were to live in a pigsty," said
Amelia.

" Mr. Juniper stands very high on the turf,'* said Mr. Carroll.
Mr. Leadbit's horses have always run straight, and Mousetrap

won the Two-year-old Trial Stakes last spring, giving two pounds
to Box-and-Cox. A good-looking, tall fellow. You remember
seeing him here once last summer 1 " This was addressed to Miss
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Grey ; but Miss Grey had made up her mind never to exchange a
word with Mr. Carroll.

" When is it to be, my dear?'' said Miss Grey, turning to the

ladies, but intending to address herself to Amelia. She had
already made up her mind to forgive the girl for her insolence

about the house. If the girl was to be taken away there was so

much the more reason for forgiving her that and other things.
" Oh ! I thought you did not mean to speak to me at all," said

Amelia. " I supposed the cut was to be extended from papa to me."
Amelia, how can you be so silly ? " said the mother.

" If you think that I am going to put up with that kind of thing,

you're mistaken," said Amelia. She had got not only a lover but a
husband in prospect, and was much superior to her cousin,—who
had neither one nor the other, as far as she was aware. " Mr.
Juniper, with an excellent house and a plentiful income, is quite

good enough for me, though he hasn't got any regal ancestors."

She did not intend to laugh at her father, but was aware that

something had been said about ancestors by her cousin. *'A
gentleman who has the management of horses is almost the same
as owning them."

*' But when is it to be ? " again asked Dolly.

"That depends a little upon my brother," said Mrs. Carroll, in

a voice hardly above a whisper. Mr. Juniper has spoken about
a day."

*'Then it will depend chiefly on himself and the young lady, I

suppose."
" Well, Dorothea, there are money difficulties. There's no

denying it."

" I wish I could shower gold into her lap," said Mr. Carroll ;

—

only for the accursed conventionalities of the world."

Bother papa," said Sophia.
" It will be the last of it as far as I am concerned," said Amelia.
Mr. Juniper has said something about a few hundred pounds,"

said Mrs. Carroll. ** It isn't much that he wants."

Then Miss Grey spoke in a severe tone. You must speak to

my father about that."
^'

I am not to have your good word, I suppose," said Amelia.
Human flesh and blood could not but remember all that had been
done, and always with her consent. *' Five hundred pounds is not a

great deal for portioning off a girl when that is to be the last that

she is ever to have." One of six nieces whose father and mother
were maintained, and that without the slightest claim ! It was so

that Dorothy argued ; but her arguments were kept to her own
bosom. But 1 must trust to my dear uncle. I see that I am not

to have a word from you."

The matter was now becoming serious. Here was the eldest

girl, one of six daughters, putting in her claim for five hundred
pounds portion. This would amount to three thousand pounds for

the lot, and, as the process of marrying them went on, they would
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all have to be maintained as at present. What with their school

expenses and their clothes, the necessary funds for the Carroll family

amounted to six hundred pounds a year. That was the regular

allowance, and there were others whenever Mr. Carroll wanted a
pair of trousers. And Dolly's acerbation was aroused by a belief

on her part that the money asked for trousers took him generally

to racecourses. And now five hundred pounds was boldly

demanded so as to induce a groom to make one of the girls his

wife ! She almost regretted that in former years she had promised
to assist her father in befriending the Carroll relations. Perhaps,
Dorothea, you won't mind stepping into my bed-room with me, just

for a moment." This was said by Mrs. Carroll, and Dolly most
unwillingly followed her aunt upstairs.

" Of course I know all that youVe got to say," began Mrs.
Carroll.

" Then, aunt, why bring me in here ?

"

Because I wish to explain things a little. Don't be ill-natured,

Dorothea."
" I won't if I can help it."

I know your nature, how good it is." Here Dorothy shook
her head. " Only think of me and of my sufferings ! I haven't

come to this without suffering." Then the poor woman began to cry.
" I feel for you through it all ; I do," said Dolly.
" That poor man ! To have to be always with him, and always

doing my best to keep him out of mischief."

A man who will do nothing else must do harm."
" Of course he must. But what can he do now ? And the

children ! I can see. Of course I know that they are not all that

they ought to be. But with six of them, and nobody but myself,
how can I do it all ? And they are his children as well as mine."
Dolly's heart was filled with pity as she heard this, which she knew
to be so true !

" In answering you they have uppish bad ways.
They don't like to submit to one so near their own age."

Not a word that has come from the mouth of one of them
addressed to myself has ever done them any harm with my father.

That is what you mean."
No ;—but with yourself."

" I do not take anger,—against them,—out of the room with me.^
" Now about Mr. Juniper ?

"

" The question is one much too big for me. Am I to tell my
father?"

" I was thinking,—that if you would do so !

"

I cannot tell him that he ought to find five hundred pounds
for Mr. Juniper."

Perhaps four would do.**
" Nor can I ask him to drive a bargain."
** How much would he give her,—to be married ?**

"Why should he give her anything? He feeds her and gives
her clothes. It is only fit that the truth should be explained to you.
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Girls so circumstanced, when they are clothed and fed by their

own fathers, must be married without fortunes or must remain un-
married. As Sophie, and Georgina, and Minna, and Brenda come
up, the same requests will be made.''

" Poor Potsey !

" said the mother. For Potsey was a plain girl.

" If this be done for Amelia, must it not be done for all of

them ? Papa is not a rich man, but he has been very generous. Is

it fair to ask him for five hundred pounds to give to—-Mr. Juniper ?

"A gentleman nowadays does not like not to get something.''
" Then a gentleman must go where something is to be got. The

truth has to be told. Aunt Carroll. My father is willing enough to

do what he can for you and the girls, but I do not think that he
will give five hundred pounds to Mr. Juniper."

" It is once for all. Four hundred pounds perhaps would do."
" I do not think that he can make a bargain,—nor that he will

pay any sum to Mr. Juniper."
" To get one of them off would be so much ! What is to become

of them ? To have one married would be the way for others. Oh !

Dorothy, if you would only think of my condition ! I know your
papa will do what you tell him."

Dolly felt that her father would be more likely to do it if she were
not to interfere at all. But she could not say that. She did feel the

request to be altogether unreasonable. She struggled to avert from
her own mind all feeling of dislike for the girl, and to look at it as

she might have done if Amelia had been her special friend.

"Aunt Carroll," she said, "you had better go up to London and
see my father there,—in his chambers. You will catch him if you
go at once.''

" Alone ?
"

" Yes, alone. Tell him about the girl's marriage, and let him
judge what he ought to do."

Could not you come with me ?

"

" No. You don't understand. I have to think of his money.
He can say what he will do with his own."

" He will never give it without coming to you.'*

" He never will if he does come to me. You may prevail with

him. A man may throw away his own money as he pleases. I

cannot tell him that he ought to do it. You may say that you have
told me, and that I have sent you to him. And tell him, let him
do what he will, that I shall find no fault with him. If you can
understand me and him you will know that I can do nothing for

you beyond that." Then Dolly took her leave, and went home.
The mother, turning it all over in her mind, did understand

something of her niece, and went off to London as quick as the

omnibus could take her. There she did see her brother, and he
came back in consequence to dinner a little earlier than usual.
" Why did you send my sister to me " were the first words which
he said to Dolly.

" Because it was your business, and not mine."
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" How dare you separate my business and yours ? What do
you think I have done ?

'*

" Given the young lady five hundred pounds down on the nail."

"Worse than that.'^

"Worse?"
" Much worse. But why did you send my sister to my chambers?**
" But what have you done, papa ? You don't mean that you

have given the shark more than he demands ?"

" I don't know that he's a shark. Why shouldn't the man want
five hundred pounds with his wife ? Mr. Barry would want much
more with you, and would be entitled to ask for much more.'*

" You are my father."

"Yes ;— but those poor girls have been taught to look upon me
almost as their father."

** But what have you done ?
"

" I have promised them each three hundred and fifty pounds on
their wedding-day,—three hundred pounds to go to their husbands,
and fifty pounds for wedding expenses,—on condition that they
marry with my approval. I shall not be so hard to please for them
as for you.'*

And you have approved of Mr. Juniper ?
*'

" I have already set on foot inquiries down at Newmarket ; and
I have made an exception in favour of Mr. Juniper. He is to have
four hundred and fifty pounds. Jane only asked four hundred
pounds to begin with. You are not to find fault with me."

No ;—that is part of the bargain. I wonder whether my aunt
knew what a thoroughly good-natured thing I did. We must have
no more puddings now, and you must come down by the omnibus.'*

" It is not quite so bad as that, Dolly."
" When one has given away one's money extravagantly one

ought to be made to feel the pinch one's self But dear, dear,

darling old man, why shouldn't you give away your money as you
please ? I don't want it. I am not in the least afraid but what
there will be plenty for me. But when the girl talks about her five

hundred pounds so glibly, as though she had a right to expect it,

and spoke of this jockey with such inward pride of heart "

" A girl ought to be proud of her husband.''
Your niece ought not to be proud of marrying a groom. But

she angered me, and so did my aunt,—though I pitied her. Then
I reflected that they could get nothing from me in my anger,—not
even a promise of a good word. So I sent her to you. It was, at

any rate, the best thing I could do for them.*' Mr. Grey thought
that it was,

CHAPTER XXXV.
MR. BARRY AND MR. JUNIPER.

The joy in Bolsover Terrace was intense when Mrs. Carroll
returned home. We are all to have three hundred and fifty pound
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fortunes when we get husbands," said Georgina, anticipating at

once the pleasures of matrimony.
" I am to have four hundred and fifty," said Amelia. " I do

think he might have made it five hundred pounds. If I had it to

give away I never would show the cloven foot about the last fifty

pounds."
But he's only to have four hundred pounds," said Sophia

" Your things are to be bought with the other fifty pounds."
" I never can do it for fifty pounds," said Amelia. " I did noi

expect that I was to find my own trousseau out of my own fortune."
" Girls, how can you be so ungrateful ? " said their mother.
" I'm not ungrateful, mamma," said Potsey. " I shall be very

much obliged when I get my three hundred and fifty pounds. How
long will it be 1

"

You've got to find the young man first, Potsey. I don't think

you'll ever do that," said Georgina, who was rather proud of her
own good looks.

This took place on the evening of the day on which Mrs. Carroll

had gone to London, where Mr. Carroll was about attending to

some of those duties of conviviality in the performance of which he
was so indefatigable. On the following morning at twelve o'clock

he was still in bed. It was a well-known fact in the family that on
such an occasion he would lie in bed, and that before twelve o'clock

he would have managed to extract from his wife's little hoardings
at any rate two bottles of soda-water and two glasses of alcoholic

mixture which was generally called brandy. ^M'U have a gin and
potash, Sophie," he had said on this occasion with reference to the
second dose, " and do make haste. I wish you'd go yourself, because
that girl always drinks some of the spirits."

What !—go to the gin-shop ?
"

It's a most respectable publican's,—^just round the corner."
" Indeed, I shall do nothing of the kind. You've nofeeHng about

your daughters at all." But Sophie went on her errand, and in

order to protect her father's small modicum of " sperrits " she
slipped on her cloak and walked out so as to be able to watch the
girl. Still I think that the maiden managed to get a sip as she left

the bar. The father in the meantime, with his he^d upon his hands,
was ruminating on the " cocked up way which girls have who can't

do a turn for their father."

But with the gin and potash, and with Sophie, Mr. Juniper made
his appearance. He was a well-featured, tall man, but he looked
the stable and he smelt of it. His clothes, no doubt, were decent,

but they were made by some tailor who must surely work for horsey
men and no others. There is a class of men who always choose to

show by their outward appearance that they belong to horses, and
they succeed. Mr. Juniper was one of them. Though good-looking
he was anything but young, verging by appearance on fifty years.
" So he has been at it again. Miss Sophie," said Juniper. Sophie,

who did not like being detected in the performance of her filial
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duties, led the way in silence into the house, and disappeared up-

stairs with the gin and potash. Mr. Juniper turned into the parlour,

where was Mrs. Carroll, with the other girls. She was still angry,

as angry as she could be, with her husband, who on being informed
that morning of what his wife had done had called her brother ** a
beastly, stingy old beau," because he had cut Amelia off with four

hundred and fifty instead of five hundred pounds. Mr. Carroll

probably knew that Mr. Juniper would not take his daughter with-

out the entirety of the sum stipulated, and would allow no portion

of it to be expended on wedding-dresses.

Oh, Dick, is this you said Amelia. " I suppose youVe come
for your news." Mr. Juniper's christian-name was Richard. On this

occasion he showed no affectionate desire to embrace his betrothed.

Yes, it's me," he said, and then gave his hand all round, first

to Mrs. Carroll and then to the girls.

I've seen Mr. Grey," said Mrs. Carroll. But Dick Juniper held
his tongue and sat down and twiddled his hat.

Where have you come from 1 " asked Georgina.
" From the Brompton Road. I come down on a 'bus."
" YouVe come from Tattersall's, young man,'' said Amelia.
Then I just didn't." But to tell the truth he had come from

TattersalFs, and it might be difficult to follow up the workings of

his mind and find out why he had told the lie. Of course it was
known that when in London much of his business was done at

Tattersall's. But the horsey man is generally on the alert to take

care that no secret of his trade escapes from him unawares. And
it may be that he was thus prepared for a gratuitous lie.

" Uncle's gone a deal further than ever I expected," said Amelia.
He's been most generous to all the girls," said Mrs. Carroll,

moved nearly to tears.

Mr. Juniper did not care very much about *^all the girls," think-

ing that the uncle's affection ai the present moment should be shown
to the one girl who had found a husband, and thinking also that if

the husband was to be secured, the proper way of doing so would be
by liberality to him. Amelia had said that her uncle had gone
further than she expected. Mr. Juniper concluded from this that he
had not gone as far as he had been asked, and boldly resolved, at

the spur of the moment, to stand by his demand. " Five hundred
pounds ain't much," he said.

** Dick, don't make a beast of yourself," said Amelia. Upon
this Dick only smiled.

He continually twiddled his hat for three or four minutes, and
then rose up straight. I suppose," said he, " I had better go
upstairs and talk to the old man. I see'd Miss Sophie taking a
pick-up to him ; so I suppose he'll be able to talk."

"Why shouldn't he talk?" said Mrs. Carroll. But she quite
understood what Mr. Juniper's words were intended to imply.

"It don't always follow," said Juniper as he walked out of the
room.
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" Now there'll be a row in the house ; you see if there isn^'
said Amelia. But Mrs. Carroll expressed her opinion that the man
must be the most ungrateful of creatures if he kicked up a row on
the present occasion. " I don't know so much about that, mamma,"
said Amelia.

Mr. Juniper walked upstairs with heavy, slow steps, and knocked
at the door of the marital chamber. There are men who can't walk
upstairs as though to do so were an affair of ordinary life. They
perform the task as though they walked upstairs once in three

years. It is to be presumed that such men always sleep on the

ground floor, though where they find their bed-rooms it is hard to

say. Mr. Juniper was admitted by Sophie, who stepped out as he
went in. " Well ! old fellow ; B. and S., and plenty of it. That's

the ticket, eh ?
"

" I did have a little headache this morning. I think it was the
cigars."

" Very hke ;—and the stuff as washed 'em down. You haven't

got any more of the same, have you ?

"

" I'm uncommonly sorry," said the sick man, rising up on his

elbow in the bed, "but I'm afraid there is not. To tell the truth, I

had the deuce of a job to get this from the old woman."
"It don't matter," said the impassive Mr. Juniper; "only I

have been down among the 'orses at the yard till my throat is full

of dust. So your lady has been and seen her brother."
" Yes ; she's done that."

**Well."

"He ain't altogether a bad 'un ;—isn't old Grey. Of course
he's an attorney."

I never think much of them chaps."
" There's good and bad. Juniper. No doubt my brother-in-law

has made a little money."
" A pot of it ;—if all they say's true."
" But all they say isn't true. All they say never is true.
" I suppose he's got something."
*' Yes, he's got something."
" And how is it to be ?

"

" He's given the girl four hundred pounds on the nail,"—upon
this Mr. Juniper turned up his nose,—" and fifty pounds for her
wedding clotlies."

" He'd better let me have that."
" Girls think so much of it" Mr. Juniper only shook his head.

" And, upon my word, it's more than she had a right to expect."
" It ain't what she had a right to expect, but I,"— here Mr.

Carroll shook his head,—" I said five hundred pounds out, and I

means to hold by it. That's about it. If he wants to get the girl

married, why—he must open his pocket. It isn't very much that

Tm asking. I'm that sort of fellow, that if I didn't want it, I'd

i^ake her without a shilling."

" But you are that sort of fellow that always does want it.*
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" I wants it now. It's better to speak out,—ain't it ? I must
have tl.e five hundred pounds before I put my neck into the noose,

and there must be no paring off for petticoats and pelisses."
" An 1 Mr. Grey says that he must make inquiries into character,"

said Carroll.

"Into what?"
** Into character. He isn't going to give his money without

knowing something about the man."
" I'm all straight at Newmarket I ain't going to stand any

inquiries into me, you know. I can stand inquiries better than

some people. He's got a partner named Barry ;—ain't he ?
"

** There is such a gentleman. I don't know much about the

business ways of my respected brother-in-law. Mr. Barry is, I

believe, a good sort of man." X.
" It's he as is acting for Captain Scarborough/'
Is it now ? It may be, for anything I know."

"Then there came a long conversation, during which Mr.
Juniper told some details of his former life, and expressed himself

very freely upon certain points. It appeared that in the event of

Mr. Scarborough having died, as was expected in the course of the

early summer, and of Captain Scarborough succeeding to the

property in the accustomed manner, Mr. Juniper would have been
one of those who would have come forward with a small claim upon
the estate. He had lent, he said, a certain sum of money to help

the captain in his embarrassment, and expected to get it back again.

Now, inquiries had latterly been made very disagreeable in their

nature to Mr. Juniper ; but Mr. Juniper, seeing how the land lay,—to

use his own phrase,—consented only to accept so much as he had
advanced. "It don't make much difference to me," he had said.

" Let me have the three hundred and fifty pounds which the captain

got in hard money." Then the inquiries were made by Mr. Barry,

—that very Mr. Barry to whom the subsequent inquiries were com-
mitted,—and Mr. Barry could not satisfy himself as to the three

hundred and fifty pounds which the captain was said to have got
in hard money. There had been words spoken which seemed, to

Mr. Juniper, to make it very inexpedient, and we may say very unfair,

that these further inquiries into his character as a husband should
be intrusted to the same person. He regarded Mr. Barry as an
enemy to the human race, from whom, in the general confusion of

things, no plunder was to be extracted. Mr. Barry had asked for

the cheque by which the three hundred and fifty pounds had been
paid to Captain Scarborough in hard cash. There had been no
cheque, Mr. Juniper had said. Such a small sum as that had been
paid in notes at Newmarket. He said that he could not, or rather
that he would not, produce any evidence as to the money. Mr. Barry
had suggested that even so small a sum as three hundred and fifty

pounds could not have come and could not have gone without
leaving some trace. Mr. Juniper very indignantly had referred to

Sin acknowledgment on a bill-stamp for six hundred pounds which
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he had filled in, and which the captain had undoubtedly signed
It's not worth the paper it's written on," Mr. Barry had said.
" We'll see about that," said Mr. Juniper. "As soon as the

breath is out of the old squire's body, we'll see whether his son is

to repudiate his debts in that way. Ain't that the captain's signa-

ture ? '* and he slapped the bill with his hand.
The old ceremony was gone through of explaining that the

captain had no right to a shilling of the property. It had become
an old ceremony now. "Mr. Augustus Scarborough is going to pay
out of his own good-will only those sums of the advance of which
he has indisputable testimony."

" Ain't he my testimony of this ? " said Mr. Juniper.
" This bill is for six hundred pounds."
" In course it is."

" Why don't you say you advanced him five hundred and fifty

pounds instead of three hundred and fifty pounds ?

"

" Because I didn't."
" Why do you say three hundred and fifty pounds instead of one

hundred and fifty pounds ?
"

" Because I did.''

Then we have only your bare word. We are not going to pay
anyone a shilling on such testimony." Then Mr. Juniper had sworn
an awful oath that he would have every man bearing the name of

Scarborough hanged. But Mr. Barry's firm did not care much for

any law proceedings which might be taken by Mr. Juniper alone.

No law proceedings would be taken. The sum to be regained
would not be worth the while of any lawyer to insure the hopeless
expense of fighting such a battle. It would be shown in court on
Mr. Barry's side, that the existing owner of the estate, out of his

own generosity, had repaid all sums of money as to which evidence
existed that they had been advanced to the unfortunate illegitimate

captain. They would appear with clean hands ; but poor Mr.
Juniper would receive the sympathy of none. Of this Mr. Juniper
had by degrees become aware, and was already looking on his claim

on the Scarborough property as lost. And now, on this other little

affair of his, on this matrimonial venture, it was very hard that

inquiries as to his character should be referred to the same Mr.
Barry.

" I'm d if I stand it," he said, thumping his fist down on
%x. Carroll's bed, on which he was sitting.

"It isn't any of my doing. I'm on the square with you.'*
** I don't know so much about that."
" What have I done ? Didn't I send her to the girl's uncle, and

didn't she get from him a very liberal promise ?
"

" Promises ! Why didn't he stump up the rhino ? What's the

good of promises ? There's as much ado about a beggarly five

hundred pounds as though it were fifty thousand pounds. Inquiries !

Of course he knew very well what that meant. It's a most ungen-
tlemanlike thing for one gentleman to take upon himself to make
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inquiries about another. He is not the girl's father. What right

has he to make inquiries ?
"

**
I didn't put it into his head/' said Carroll, almost sobbing.

" He must be a low-bred pettifogging lawyer.'*
** He is a lawyer," said Carroll, on whose mind the memory of

the great benefit he had received had made some impression. I

have admitted that."

Psha !

"

" But I don't think he's pettifogging ; not Mr. Grey. Four
hundred pounds down, with fifty pounds for dress, and the same or

most the same to all the girls, isn't pettifogging. If you ever comes
to have a family, Juniper "

" I ain't in the way."
" But when you are, and there comes six of 'em, you won't find

an uncle pettifogging when he speaks out like Mr. Grey."
The conversation was carried on for some time further, and

then Mr. Juniper left the house without again visiting the ladies.

His last word was that if inquiries were made into him, they might
all go to—Bath ! If the money were forthcoming, they would know
where to find him,—but it must be five hundred pounds " square,"

with no parings made from it on behalf of petticoats and pelisses.

With this last word, Mr. Juniper stamped down the stairs and out
of the house.

He's a brute after all," said Sophie. ,
" No ; he isn't. What do you know about brutes ? Of course a

gentleman has to make the best fight he can for his money." This
was what Amelia said at that moment ; but in the seclusion of her
own room she wept bitterly. " Why didn't he come in to see me
and just give me one word ? I hadn't done anything amiss. It

wasn't my fault if Uncle John is stingy."
** And he isn't so very stingy after all," said Sophie.

Of course papa hasn't got anything, and wouldn't have any-
thing, though you were to pour golden rivers into his lap."

" There are worse than papa," said Sophie.
" But he knows all that, and that our uncle isn't any more than

an uncle. And why should he be so particular just about a hundred
pounds? I do think gentlemen are the meanest creatures when
they are looking after money. Ladies ain't half so bad. He'd no
business to expect five hundred pounds all out."

This was very melancholy, and the house was kept in a state of

silent sorrow for four or five days, till the result of the inquiries

had come. Then there was weeping and gnashing of teeth. Mr.
Barry came to Bolsover Terrace to communicate the result of the
inquiry, and was shut up for half an hour with poor Mrs. Carroll.

He was afraid that he could not recommend the match. " Oh, I'm
sorry for that,—very sorry," said Mrs. Carroll. The young lady
will be— disappointed." And her handkerchief went up to her eyes.

Then there was silence for awhile, till she asked why an opinion
so strongly condemnatory had been expressied.
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" The gentleman, ma'am, is not what a gentleman should be.

You may take my word for that. I must ask you not to repeat
what I say of him."

" Oh ! dear no."
" But perhaps the least said the soonest mended. He is not

what a gentleman should be."

"You mean a—fine gentleman."
He is not what a man should be. I cannot say more than

that. It would not be for the young lady's happiness that she
should select such a partner for her life."

" She is very much attached to him."
" I am sorry that it should be so. But it will be better that she

should—live it down. At any rate I am bound to communicate to

you Mr. Grey's decision. Though he does not at all mean to with-

hold his bounty in regard to any other proposed marriage, he
cannot bring himself to pay money to Mr. Juniper."

" Nothing at all?" asked Mrs. Carroll.

"He will make no payment that will go into the pocket of
Mr. Juniper."

Then Mr. Barry went, and there was weeping and wailing in the
house of Bolsover Terrace. So cruel an uncle as Mr. Grey had
never been heard of in history, or even in romance. " I know it's

that old cat, Dolly," said Amelia. " Because she hasn't managed to

get a husband for herself, she doesn't want anyone else to get one."
" My poor child," said Mr. Carroll, in a maudlin condition, I

pity thee from the bottom of my heart."
" I wish that Mr. Barry may be made to marry a hideous old

maid past forty," said Georgina.
I shouldn't care what they said, but would take him straight

off," said Sophie.

Upon this Mrs. Carroll shook her head. " I don't suppose that

he is quite all that he ought to be."
" Who is, I should like to know," said Amelia.
But my brother has to give his money according to his judg-

ment." As she said this the poor woman thought of those other

five who in process of time might become claimants. But here the

whole family attacked her, and almost drove her to confess that

her brother was a stingy old curmudgeon.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

GURNEY AND MALCOLMSON'S.

In Red Lion Square, on the first floor of a house which partakes of

the general dinginess of the neighbourhood, there are two rooms
which bear on the outside door the well-sounding names of Gurney
and Malcolmson ; and on the front door to the street are the names
of Gurney and Malcolmson, showing that the business transacted

by Messrs. Gurney and Malcolmson outweighs in importance any
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others conducted in the same house. In the first room, which is

the smaller of the two occupied, sits usually a lad, who passes most
of his time in making up and directing circulars, so that a stranger

might be led to suppose that the business of Gurney and Mal-
colmson was of an extended nature. But on the occasion to

which we are about to allude the door of the premises was closed,

and the boy was kept on the alert, posting, or perhaps delivering,

the circulars which were continually issued. This was the place
of business affected by Mr. Tyrrwhit, or at any rate one of the firm.

Who were Gurney and Malcolmson it is not necessary that our
chronicle should tell. No Gurney or no Malcolmson was then
visible, and though a part of the business of the firm in which it is

to be supposed that Gurney and Malcolmson were engaged, was
greatly discussed, their name on the occasion was never mentioned.
A meeting had been called, at which the presiding genius was

Mr. Tyrrwhit. You might almost be led to believe that, from the
manner in which he made himself at home, Mr. Tyrrwhit was
Gurney and Malcolmson. But there was another there who seemed
to be almost as much at home as Mr. Tyrrwhit, and this was
Mr. Samuel Hart, whom we last saw when he had unexpectedly
made himself known to his friend the captain at Monaco. He had
a good deal to say for himself, and as he sat during the meeting
with his hat on, it is presumed that he was not in awe of his com-
panions. Mr. Juniper also was there. He took a seat at one
corner of the table, and did not say much. There was also a man
who, in speaking of himself and his own affairs, always called him-
self Evans and Crooke. And there was one Spicer, who sat silent

for the most part, and looked very fierce. In all matters, however,
he appeared to agree with Mr. Tyrrwhit. He is specially named,
as his interest in the matter discussed was large. There were three
or four others, whose affairs were of less moment, though to them
they were of intense interest. These gentlemen assembled were
they who had advanced money to Captain Scarborough, and this

was the meeting of the captain's creditors, at which they were to

decide whether they would give up their bonds on payment of the
sums they had actually advanced, or whether they would stand out till

the old squire's death and then go to law with the owner of the estate.

At the moment at which we may be presumed to be introduced,
Mr. Tyrrwhit had explained the matter in a nervous, hesitating
manner, but still in words sufficiently clear. " There's the money
down now if you like to take it, and I'm for taking it." These were
the words with which Mr. Tyrrwhit completed his address.

" Circumstances is different," said the man with his hat on.
" I don't know much about that, Mr. Hart," said Tyrrwhit.
" Circumstances is different. I can't 'elp whether you know it

or not."

How different ?

"

" They is different ; and that's all about it. It'll perhaps shuit
you and them other shentlemen to take a pershentage.'*

Q
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" It won't suit Evans and Crooke," said the man who repre-
sented that firm.

" But perhaps Messrs. Evans and Crooke may be willing to save
so much of their property," said Mr. Tyrrwhit.

" They'd like to have what's due to 'em."
" We should all like that," said Spicer ; and he gnashed his

teeth and shook his head.
" But we can't get it all," said Tj-rrwhit.
" Speak for yourself, Mr. Tyrrwhit," said Hart. " I think I can

get mine. This is the most almighty abandoned swindle I ever
met in all ray born days." The whole meeting, except Mr. Tyrrwhit,
received this assertion with loudly-expressed applause. " Such a
blackguard, dirty, thieving job never was up before in my time. I

don't know 'ow to talk of it in language as a man isn't ashamed to

commit himself to. It's downright robbery.'*
" I say so too," said Evans and Crooke.

By George !
" continued Mr. Hart, " we come forward to help

a shentleman in his trouble and to wait for our moneys till the father

is dead, and then when 'es 'ad our moneys the father turns round
and says that 'is own son is a ! Oh ! it's too shocking 1 I 'aven't

slept since I 'eard it,—not a regular night's rest. Now it's my
belief the captain 'as no 'and in it."

Here Mr. Juniper scratched his head and looked doubtful,

and one or two of the other silent gentlemen scratched their heads.
Messrs. Evans and Crooke scratched his head. " It's a matter on
which I would not like to give an opinion one way or the other,"

said Tyrrwhit.

"No more wouldn't I," said Spicer.
" Let every man speak as he finds," continued Hart. " That's

my belief. I don't mind giving up a little of my claim, just a thou-

sand or so, for ready cash. The old sinner ought to be dead, and
can't last long. My belief is that when 'e's gone I'm so circum-
stanced I shall get the whole. Whether or no, I've gone in for

'elping the captain with all my savings, and I mean to stick to them."
And lose everything," said Tyrrwhit.

"Why don't we go and lug the old sinner into prison P'^ said

Evans and Crooke.
" Certainly, that's the game." said Juniper,—and there was

another loud acclamation of applause from the entire room.
Gentlemen, you don't know what you're talking about

; you
don't indeed," said Tyrrwhit.

" I don't beheve as we do," said Spicer.
" You can't touch the old gentleman. He owes you nothing,

nor have you a scratch of his pen. How are you to lug an old

gentleman to prison when he's lying there cut up by the doctors

rJmost to nothing ? I don't know that anybody can touch him.

The captain perhaps might if the present story be false, and the

younger son, if the other be true. And then they'd have to prove it

Mr. Grey says that no one can touch him.''
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" He's in the swim as bad as any of 'em," said Evans and
Crooke.

" Of course he is," said Hart. " But let everybody speak for

himself. I've gone in to earn a 'eavy stake honestly."
" That's all right," said Evans and Crooke.
" And I mean to 'ave it or nothing. Now, Mr. Tyrrwhit, you

know a piece of my mind. It's a biggish lot of money."
" We know what your claim is."

" But no man knows what the captain got, and I don't mean
'em to know."

About fifteen thousand," came in a whisper from someone in

the room.
" That's a lie," said Mr. Hart,— so there's no getting out of

that. If the shentleman will mind 'is own concerns I'll mind mine.

Nobody knows,—barring the captain, and he like enough has forgot,

—and nobody's going to know. What's written on these eight

bits of paper everybody may know ; " and he pulled out of a large

case or purse, which he carried in his breast coat-pocket, a fat sheaf
of bills. " There are five thou' written on each of them, and for

five thou' on each of them I means to stand out, 'it or miss. If any
shentleman chooses to talk to me about ready money I'll take two
thou' off. I like ready money as well as another."

*' We can all say the same as that, Mr. Hart," said Tyrrwhit.
" No doubt. And if you think you can get it, I advise you to

stick to it. If you thought you could get it, you would say the same.
But I should like to get that old man's 'ead between my fistes.

Wouldn't I punch it ! Thief! scoundrel ! 'orrid old man ! It ain't

for myself that I'm speaking now, because I'm a-going to get it.

It's for humanity at large. This kind of thing wiolates one's best
feelings."

*"Ear ; 'ear
; 'ear," said one of the silent gentlemen.

Them's the sentiments of Evans and Crooke," said the repre-

sentative of the firm.
^* They're all our sentiments in course," said Spicer ;

" but what's
the use ?"

" Not a ha'p'orth," said Mr. Tyrrwhit.
"Asking your pardon, Mr. Tyrrwhit," said Mr. Hart, " but as

this is a meeting of creditors who '^ve a largish lot of money to

deal with, I don't think they ought to part without expressing their

opinions in the way of British commerce. I say crucifying 'd be
too good for him."

You can't get at him to crucify him."
There's no knowing about that," said Mr. Hart.

**And now," said Mr. Tyrrwhit, drawing out his watch, "I
expect Mr. Augustus Scarborough to call upon us."

" You can crucify him," said Evans and Crooke.
It is the old man, and neither of the sons as have done it,** said

Hart.
^ Mr. Scarborough," continued Tyrrwhit, " will be here, and

Q ^
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will expect to learn whether we have accepted his offer. He will

be accompanied by Mr. Barry. If one rejects, all reject."
" Not at all," said Hart.
" He will not consent to pay anything unless he can make a

clean hit of it. He is about to sacrifice a very large sum of

money."
" Sacrifice ! " said Juniper.
" Yes ; sacrifice a very large sum of money. His father cannot

pay it without his consent. The father may die any day, and then
the money will belong altogether to the son. You have, none of

you, any claim upon him. It is likely he may think you will have
a claim on the estate,—not trusting his own father."

" I wouldn't trust him, not 'alf as far as I could see him, though
he was twice my father." This again came from Mr. Hart.

" I want to explain to these gentlemen how the matter stands."
" They understand," said Hart.
" I'm for securing my own money. It's very hard,—after all the

risk. I quite agree with Mr. Hart in what he says about the squire.

Such a piece of premeditated dishonesty for robbing gentlemen of

their property I never before heard. It's awful !

"

'Orrid old man," said Mr. Hart.

"Just so. But half a loaf is better than no bread. Now here is

a list, prepared in Mr. Grey's chambers."
" 'E's another, nigh as 'orrid."

" On this list we're all down, with the sums he says we ad-

vanced. Are we to take them ? If so we must sign our names,
each to his own figure." Then he passed the list down the table.

The men there assembled all crowded to look at the list, and
among others Mr. Juniper. He showed his anxiety by the eager
way in which he nearly annihilated Messrs. Evans and Crooke, by
leaning over him as he struggled to read the paper. Your name
ain't down at all," said Evans and Crooke. Then a tremendous
oath, very bitter and very wicked, came from the mouth of Mr.
Juniper, most unbefitting a young man engaged to marry a young
lady. I tell you it isn't here," said Evans and Crooke, trying to

extricate himself.
" I shall know how to right myself,'* said Juniper, with another

oath. And he then walked out of the room.
" The captain, when he was drunk one night, got a couple of

ponies from him. It wasn't a couple all out. And Juniper made
him write his name for five hundred pounds. It was thought then

* that the squire 'd have been dead next day, and Juniper 'd 've got a
good thing."

"I 'ate them ways," said Mr. Hart. "I never deal with a
shentleman if he's, to say—drunk. Of course it comes in my way,
but I never does."

Now there was heard a sound of steps on the stairs, and Mr.
Tyrrwhit rose from his chair so as to perform the duty of master of

the ceremonies to the gentlemen who were expected. Augustus
Scarborough entered the room followed by Mr. Barry. They were
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received with considerable respect, and seated on two chairs at

Mr. Tyrrwhit's right hand. *' Gentlemen, you most of you know
these two gentlemen. They are Mr. Augustus Scarborough and
Mr. Barry, junior partner in the firm of Messrs. Grey and Barry."

" We knows 'em," said Hart.
" My client has made a proposition to you," said Mr. Barry.

" If you will give up your bonds against his brother, which are not

worth the paper they are written on "

Gammon," said Mr. Hart.
" I will sign cheques paying to you the sums of money written

on that list. But you must all agree to accept such sums in liquida-

tion in full. I see you have not signed the paper yet. No time is

to be lost. In fact you must sign it now, or my client will withdraw
from his offer."

''Withdraw, will 'e?" said Hart. "Suppose we withdraw?
'O does your client think is the honestest man in this 'ere swim ?

"

Mr. Barry seemed somewhat abashed by this question. *' It

isn't necessary to go into that, Mr. Hart," said he.

Mr. Hart laughed long and loud, and all the gentlemen laughed.
There was sometliing to them extremely jocose in their occupying as

it were the other side of the question, and appearing as the honest,

injured party. They enjoyed it thoroughly, and Mr. Hart was dis-

posed to make the most of it.
'^ No ; it ain't necessary, is it There

ain't no question of honesty to be asked in this 'ere business. We
quite understand that."

Then up and spoke Augustus Scarborough. He rose on his

legs, and the very fact of his doing so quieted for a time the exube-
rant mirth of the party. " Gentlemen, Mr. Hart speaks to you of

honesty. I am not going to boast of my own. I am here to

consent to the expenditure of a very large sum of money, for which
I am to get nothing, and which, if not paid to you, will all go into

my own pocket. Unless you believed that, you wouldn't be here
to meet me."

" We don't believe nothing," said Hart.
*' Mr. Hart, you should let Mr. Scarborough speak,'* said

Tyrrwhit.
" Veil ; let 'im speak. Vat's the odds ?

"

" I do not wish to delay you,—nor to delay myself," continued
Augustus. '* I can go,—and will go ; at once. But I shall not
come back. There is no good discussing this matter any longer."

*' Oh no ;—not the least. Ve don't like discussion ; do ve,

captain ? " said Mr. Hart. " But you ain't the captain ; is you ?
"

As there seems to be no intention of signing that document,
I shall go," said Augustus. Then Mr. Tyrrwhit took the paper,
and signed it on the first line with his own name at full length.
He wrote his name to a very serious sum of money, but it was less

than half what he and others had expected to receive when the sum
was lent. Had that been realised there would have been no further
need for the formalities of Gurney and Malcolmson, and that young
lad must have found other work to do than the posting of circulars.
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The whole matter, however, had been much considered, and he
signed the document. Mr. Hart's name came next, but he passed
it on. " I ain't made up my mind yet. Maybe I shall have to call

on Mr. Barry. I ain't just consulted my partner.'^ Then the
document went down to Mr. Spicer, who signed it, grinning horribly

;

as did also Evans and Crooke and ail the others. They did believe

that was the only way in which they could get back the money they
had advanced. It was a great misfortune ; a serious blow. But in

this way there was something short of ruin. They knew that

Scarborough was about to pay the money so that he might escape
a law-suit which might go against him ; but then they also wished
to avoid the necessity of bringing the law-suit. Looking at the
matter all round we may say that the lawyers were the persons
most aggrieved by what was done that morning. They all signed
it as they sat there, except Mr. Hart, who passed it on, and still

wore his hat.

You won't agree, Mr. Hart ? " said Tyrrwhit.

Not yet I von't," said Hart, I ain't thought it out. I ain't in

the same boat with the rest. I'm not afraid of my money. I shall

get that all right."
" Then I may as well go," said Augustus.
Don't be in a hurry, Mr. Scarborough," said Tyrrwhit.

"Things of this kind can't be done just in a moment." But
Augustus explained that they must be done in a very few moments,
if they were to be done at all. It was not his intention to sit there
in Gurney and Malcolmson's oflfice discussing the matter with Mr.
Hart. Notice of his intention had been given, and they might take
his money or leave it.

"Just so, captain," said Mr. Hart. " Only I believe you ain't

the captain. Where's the captain now ? I see him last at Monte
Carlo, and he had won a pot of money. He was looking uncommon
well after his little accident in the streets with young Annesley."

Mr. Tyrrwhit contrived to get all the others out of the room, he
remaining there with Hart and Augustus Scarborough and Mr.
Barry. And then Hart did sign the document with altered figures

;—only that so much was added on to the sum which he agreed to

accept, and a similar deduction made from that to which Mr.
Tyrrwhit's name was signed. But this was not done without re-

newed expostulation from the latter gentleman. It was very hard,

he said, that all the sacrifice should be made by him. He would
be ruined, utterly ruined by the transaction. But he did sign for

the altered sum, and Mr. Hart also signed the paper. " Now, Mr.
Barry, as the matter is completed, I think I will withdraw," said
Augustus.

" It's five thousand pounds clean gone out of my pocket," said

Hart, " and I vas as sure of it as ever I vas in my life. There vas
no better money than the captain's. Veil, veil ! This vorld's a
queer place." So saying, he followed Augustus and Mr. Barry out

of the room, and left Mr. Tyrrwhit alone in his misery.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

VICTORIA STREET.

Lounging in an armchair in a small but luxuriously furnished

room in Victoria Street sat Captain Mountjoy Scarborough^ and
opposite to him, equally comfortably placed as far as externals

were concerned, but without any of that lounging look which the

captain affected, sat his brother. It was nearly eight o'clock, and
the sound of the dinner plates could be heard through the open
doors from the next room. It was evident, or at any rate was the

fact, that Augustus found his brother's presence a bore, and as

evident that the captain intended to disregard the dissatisfaction

evinced by the owner of the chambers. Do shut the door,

Mountjoy,'' said the younger. " I don't suppose we want the

servant to hear everything that we say."

He's welcome for me," said Mountjoy, without moving. Then
Augustus got up and banged the door. Don't be angry because
I sometimes forget that I am no longer considered to be your elder

brother," said Mountjoy.
Bother about elder brother. I suppose you can shut a door."

*' A man is sometimes compelled by circumstances to think

whether he can or not. I'd 've shut the door for you readily enough
the other day. I don't know that I can now. Ain't we going to

have some dinner ? It's eight o'clock."
" I suppose they'll get dinner for you,—I'm not going to dine

here." The two men were both dressed, and after this they re-

mained silent for the next five minutes. Then the servant came in

and said that dinner was ready.
' All this happened in December It must be explained that the

captain had come to London at his brother's instance, and was
there, in his rooms, at his invitation. Indeed, we may say that he
had come at his brother's command. Augustus had during the

last few months taken upon himself to direct the captain's move-
ments, and though he had not always been obeyed, still, upon the

whole, his purposes had been carried out as well as he could expect.

He had offered to supply the money necessary for the captain's

tour, and had absolutely sent a servant to accompany the traveller.

When the traveller had won money at Monaco he had been unruly,

but this had not happened very often. When we last saw him he
had expressed his intention to Mr. Hart of making a return journey
to the Caucasian provinces. But he got no further than Genoa on
his way to the Caucasus, and then, when he found that Mr. Hart
was not at his back, he turned round and went back to Monte Carlo.

Monte Carlo, of all places on the world's surface, had now charms
lor him. There was no longer a club open to him, either in London
or Paris, at which he could win or lose one hundred pounds. At
Monte Carlo he could still do so readily

; and, to do so, need not
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sink down into any peculiarly low depth of social gathering. At
Monte Carlo the ennui of the day was made to disappear. At
Monte Carlo he could lie in bed till eleven and then play till dinner-

time. At Monte Carlo there was always someone who would drink
a glass of wine with him without inquiring too closely as to his

antecedents. He had begun by winning a large sum of money.
He had got some sums from his brother, and when at last he was
summoned home he was penniless. Had his pocket been still full

of money it may be doubted whether he would have come, although
he understood perfectly the importance of the matter on which he
had been recalled.

He had been sent for in order that he might receive from Mr,
Grey a clear statement of what it was intended to do in reference

to the payment of money to the creditors. Mr. Grey had, in the

first place, endeavoured to assure him that his co-operation was in

no respect made necessary by the true circumstances of the case,

but in order to satisfy the doubts of certain persons. The money
to be paid was the joint property of his father and his brother ;—of

his father, as far as the use of it for his life was concerned, and of

his brother as to its continued and perpetual enjoyment. They
were willing to pay so much for the redemption of the bonds given
by him, the captain. As far as these bonds were concerned the

captain would thus be a free man. There could be no doubt that

nothing but benefit was intended for him,—as though he were him-
self the heir. " Though as to that I have no hesitation in telling

you that you will at your father's death have no right to a shilling

of the property." The captain had said that he was quite willing,

and had signed the deed. He was glad that these bonds should

be recovered so cheaply. But as to the property,—and here he
spoke with much spirit to Mr. Grey,— it was his purpose at his

father's death to endeavour to regain his position. He would never
believe, he said, that his mother was Then he turned away,
and, in spite of all that had come and gone, Mr. Grey respected
him

But he had signed the deed, and the necessity for his presence

was over. What should his brother do with him now.'* He could

not keep him concealed,—or not concealed,—in his rooms. But
something must be done. Some mode of living must be invented

for him. Abroad ! Augustus said to himself,—and to Septimus
Jones who was his confidential friend,—that Mountjoy must live

"abroad."
" Oh, yes ; he must go abroad. There's no doubt about that.

It's the only place for him.'' So spoke Septimus Jones, who,
though confidential friend, was not admitted to the post of con-
fidential adviser. Augustus liked to have a depositary for his

resolutions, but would admit no advice. And Septimus Jones had
become so much his creature that he had to obey him in all things.

We are apt to think that a man may be disposed of by being
made to go abroad

;
or, if he is absolutely penniless and useless,
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by being sent to the colonies,—that he may there become a shep-

herd and drink himself out of the world. To kill the man, so that

he may be no longer a nuisance, is perhaps the chief object in

both cases. But it was not easy to get the captain to go abroad,

unless, indeed, he was sent back to Monte Carlo. Some Monte
Carlo, such as a club might be with stakes practically unlimited,

was the first desire of his heart. But behind that or together with

it, was an anxious longing to remain near Tretton and " see it out,"

as he called it, when his father should die. His father must
die very shortly, and he would like " to see it out," as he
told Mr. Grey ; and with this wish, there was a longing also

for the company of Florence Mountjoy. He used to tell himself,

in those moments of sad thoughts,—thoughts serious as well as

sad which will come even to a gambler,—that if he could have
Tretton and Florence Mountjoy he would never touch another
card. And there was present to him an assurance that his aunt,

Mrs. Mountjoy, would still be on his side. If he could talk over
his circumstances with Mrs. Mountjoy, he thought that he might
be encouraged to recover his position as an English gentleman.
His debts at the club had already been paid, and he had met on
the sly a former friend who had given him some hope that he might
be readmitted. But at the present moment his mind turned to

Brussels. He had learned that Florence and her mother were at

the Embassy there, and, though he hesitated still, he desired to

go. But this was not the abroad contemplated by Augustus.
Augustus did not think it well that his father's bastard son, who
had been turned out of a London club for not paying his card
debts, and had then disappeared in a mysterious way for six months,
should show himself at the British Embassy, and there claim ad-
mittance and relationship. Nor was he anxious that his brother
should see Florence Mountjoy. He had suggested a prolonged
tour in South America, which he had declared to be the most
interesting country in the world. " I think I had rather go to

Brussels," Mountjoy had answered gallantly, keeping his seat in

the armchair and picking his teeth the while. This occurred on
the evening before that on which we found them just now. On
the morning of that day Mountjoy had had his interview with
Mr. Grey.

Augustus had declared that he intended to dine out. This he
had said in disgust at his brother's behaviour. No doubt he could
get his dinner at ten minutes' notice. He had not been expelled
Irom his club. But he had ordered the dinner on that day with a
view to eat it himself, and in effect he carried out his purpose.
The captain got up, thinking to go alone when the dinner was
announced, but expressed himself gratified when his brother said
that he had changed his mind." "You made yourself such an

ass about shutting the door that I resolved to leave you to yourself.
But come along." And he accompanied the captain into the
other room.
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A very pretty little dinner was prepared,—quite such as one
loving friend might give to another when means are sufficient,

—

such a dinner as the heir of Tretton might have given to his

younger brother. The champagne was excellent, and the bottle of
Leoville. Mountjoy partook of all the good things with much
gusto, thinking all the while that he ought to have been giving the
dinner to his younger brother. When that conversation had
sprung up about going to Brussels or South America, Mountjoy
had suggested a loan. " I'll pay your fare to Rio, and give you an
order on a banker there." Mountjoy had replied that that would
not at all suit his purpose. Then Augustus had felt that it would
be almost better to send his brother even to Brussels than to keep
him concealed in London. He had been there now for three or

four days, and even in respect of his maintenance, had become a
burden. The pretty little dinners had to be found every day, and
were eaten by the captain alone, when left alone, without an
attempt at an apology on his part. Augustus had begun with some
intention of exhibiting his mode of life. He would let his brother
know what it was to be the heir of Tretton. No doubt he did
assume all the outward glitter of his position, expecting to fill his

brother's heart with envy. But Mountjoy had seen and understood
it all, and remembering the days, not long removed, when he had
been the heir, he bethought himself that he had never shown off

before his brother. And he was determined to express no grati-

tude or thankfulness. He would go on eating the little dmners,
exactly as though they had been furnished by himself. It certainly

was dull. There was no occupation for him, and in the matter of

pocket-money he was lamentably ill-supplied. But he was gradu-
ally becoming used to face the streets again, and had already
entered the shops of one or two of his old tradesmen. He had
had quite a confidential conversation with his bootmaker, and had
ordered three or four new pairs of boots. Nobody could tell how
the question of the property would be decided till his father should
have died. His father had treated him most cruelly, and he would
only wait for his death. He could assure the bootmaker that when
that time came he should look for his rights. He knew that there

was a suspicion abroad that he was in a conspiracy with his father

and brother to cheat his creditors. No such thing. He himself
was cheated. He pledged himself to the bootmaker that, to the
best of his belief, his father was robbing him, and that he would
undoubtedly assert his right to the Tretton property as soon as
the breath should be out of his father's body. The truth of what
he told the bootmaker he certainly did believe. There was some
little garnishing added to his tale, which, perhaps, under the cir-

cumstances, was to be forgiven. The blow had come upon him so

suddenly, he said, that he was not able even to pay his card
account, and had left town in dismay at the mine which had been
exploded under his feet. The bootmaker believed him so far that

he undertook to supply his orders.
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When the dinner had been eaten, the two brothers lit their

cigars and drew to the fire. There must unfortunately come an
end to this, you know,'' said Augustus.

" I certainly can't stand it much longer," said Mountjoy.
" You, at any rate, have had the best of it. I have endeavoured

to make my little crib comfortable for you."

"The grub is good, and the wine. There's no doubt about

that. Somebody says somewhere that nobody can live upon bread
alone. That includes the whole menu, I suppose."

" What do you suggest to do with yourself
"

" You said, go abroad."
" So I did,—to Rio."
" Rio is a long way off ;—somewhere across the equator,

isn't it ?"

" I believe it is."

" I think we'd better have it out clearly between us, Augustus.

It won't suit me to be at Rio Janeiro when our father dies."
" What difference will his death make to you 1

"

A father's death generally does make a difference to his eldest

son,—particularly if there is any property concerned."
" You mean to say that you intend to dispute the circumstances

of your birth ?"

Dispute them ! Do you think that I will allow such a thing to

be said of my mother without disputing it.'* Do you suppose th:it

I will give up my claim to one of the finest properties in England
without disputing it }

"

Then I had better stop the payment of that money, and let the

gentlemen know that you mean to raise the question on their behalf."

That's your affair. The arrangement is a very good one for

me ; but you made it."

"You know very well that your present threat means nothing.

Ask Mr. Grey. You can trust him."
" But I can't trust him. After having been so wickedly deceived

by my own father, I can trust no one. Why did not Mr. Grey find

it out before, if it be true ? I give you my word, Augustus, the
lawyers will have to fight it out before you will be allowed to take
possession."

"And yet you do not scruple to come and live here at my cost."
" Not in the least. At whose cost can I live with less scruple

than at yours ? You, at any rate, have not robbed our mother of

her good name as my father has done. The only one of the family
with whom I could not stay is the governor. I could not sit at the
table with a man who has so disgraced himself."

" Upon my word I am very much obliged to you for the honour
you do me."

" That's my feeling. The chance of the game and his villainy

have given you for the moment the possession of the good things.
They are all mine by rights."

" Cards have had nothing to do with it ?"
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" Yes ;—they have. But they have had nothing to do with my
being the eldest legitimate son of my father. The cards have been
against me, but they have not affected my mother. Then there

came the blow from the governor ; and where was I to look for my
bread but to you ? I suppose if the truth be known you get the
money from the governor."

" Of course I do. But not for your maintenance."
" On what does he suppose that I have been living since last

June? It mayn't be in the bond, but I suppose he has made allow-

ance for my maintenance. Do you mean to say that I am not to

have bread and cheese out of Tretton

"

" If I were to turn you out of these rooms you'd find it very
difficult to get it."

" I don't think you'll do that."
" I'm not so sure."

You're meditating it, are you ? I shouldn't go just at present,

because I have not got a sovereign in the world. I was going to

speak to you about money. You must let me have some."
" Upon my word, I like your impudence."
" What the devil am I to do ? The governor has asked me to

go down to Tretton, and I can't go without a five-pound note in my
pocket."

" The governor has asked you to Tretton ?
"

*'Why not? I got a letter from him this morning." Then
Augustus asked to see the letter, but Mountjoy refused to show it.

From this there arose angry words, and Augustus told his brother
that he did not believe him. " Not beheve me ? You do believe

me ! You know that what I say is the truth. He has asked me
with all his usual soft-soap. But I have refused to go. I told him
that I could not go to the house of one who had injured my mother
so seriously."

All that Mountjoy said as to the proposed visit to Tretton was
true. The squire had written to him without mentioning the name
of Augustus, and had told him that, for the present, Tretton would
be the best home for him. " I will do what I can to make you
happy ; but you will not see a card," the squire had said. It was
not the want of cards which prevented Mountjoy ; but a feeling on
his part that for the future there could be nothing but war between
him and his father. It was out of the question that he should accept

his father's hospitality without telling him of his intention; and he
did not know his father well enough to feel that such a declaration

would not affect him at all. He had therefore declined.

Then Harry Annesley's name was mentioned. " I think I've

done for that fellow," said Augustus.
" What have you done ?

"

" I've cooked his goose. In the first place his uncle has stopped
his allowance, and in the second place the old fellow is gomg to

marry a wife. At any rate he has quarrelled with Master Harry i
eutrafue. Master Harry has gone back to the parental parsonage,
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and is there eating the bread of affliction and drinking the waters

of poverty. Flossy Mountjoy may marry him if she pleases. A
girl may marry a man now without leave from anybody. But if

she does, my dear cousin will have nothing to eat."

" And you have done this ?

"

"Alone I did it, boy."
" Then it's an infernal shame. What harm had he ever done

you ? For me I had some ground of quarrel with him ; but for you
there was none."

I have my own quarrel with him also."

I quarrelled with him,—with a cause. I do not care if I

quarrel with him again. He shall never marry Florence Mountjoy
if I can help it. But to rob a fellow of his property I think a very

shabby thing." Then Augustus got up and walked out of the

chambers into the street, and Mountjoy soon followed him.

1 must make him understand that he must leave this at once,"

said Augustus to himself, and if necessary I must order the

supplies to be cut off."

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

THE SCARBOROUGH CORRESPONDENCE.

It was as Mountjoy had said. The squire had written to him a

letter, inviting him to Tretton, and telling him that it would be the

best home for him till death should put Tretton into other hands.

Mountjoy had thought the matter over, sitting in the easy-chair in

his brother's room, and had at last dechned the invitation. As his

letter was emblematic of the man, it may be as well to give it to the

reader

:

My dear Father,
" I don't think it will suit me to go down to Tretton at

present. I don't mind the cards, and I don't doubt that you would
make it better than this place. But, to tell the truth, I don't believe

a word of what you have told to the world about my mother, and
some of these days I mean to have it out with Augustus. I shall

not sit quietly by and see Tretton taken out of my mouth. Therefore
I think I had better not go to Tretton.—Yours truly,

Mountjoy Scarborough."

This had not at all surprised the father, and had not in the
least angered him. He rather liked his son for standing up for his

mother, and was by no means offended at the expression of his

son's incredulity. But what was there in the prospect of a future
lawsuit to prevent his son coming to Tretton ? There need be no
word spoken as to the property. Tretton would be infinitely more
comfortable than those rooms in Victoria Street ; and he was aware
that the hospitality of Victoria Street would not be given m an un-
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grudging spirit. I shouldn't like it," said the old squire to himself,
as he lay quiet on his sofa. I shouldn't like at all to be the
humble guest of Augustus. Augustus would certainly say a nasty
word or two.'*

The old man knew his younger son well, and he had known,
too, the character of his elder son ; but he had not calculated
enough on the change which must have been made by such a reve-
lation as he, his father, had made to him. Mountjoy had felt that
all the world was against him, and that, as best he might, he would
make use of all the world,—excepting only his father, who of all the
world was the falsest and the most cruel. As for his brother, he
would bleed his brother to the very last drop without any compunc-
tion. Every bottle of champagne that came into the house was, to

Mountjoy's thinking, his own, bought with his money, and therefore
fit to be enjoyed by him. But as for his father,—he doubted whether
he could remain with his father without flying at his throat.

The old man decidedly preferred his elder son of the two. He
had found that Augustus could not bear success, and had first come
to dislike him, and then to hate him. What had he not done for

Augustus ? And with what a return I No doubt Augustus had, till

the spring of this present year, been kept in the background ; but
no injury had come to him from that. His father, of his own good
will, with infinite labour and successful ingenuity, had struggled
to put him back in the place which had been taken from him.
Augustus might, not unnaturally, have expressed himself as angry.

He had not done so, but had made himself persistently disagree-

able, and had continued to show that he was waiting impatiently
for his father's death. It had come to pass that at their last meet-
ing he had hardly scrupled to tell his father that the world would be
no world for him till his father had left it. This was the reward
which the old man received for having struggled to provide hand-
somely and luxuriously for his son ! He still made his son a suffi-

cient allowance befitting the heir of a man of large property ; but

he had resolved never to see him again. It was true that he almost
hated him, and thoroughly despised him.

But since the departure and mysterious disappearance of his

eldest son, his regard for the sinner had returned. He had become
apparently a hopeless gambler. His debts had been paid and re-

paid. At last the squire had learned that Mountjoy owed so much
on post-obits, that the further payment of them was an impossibility.

There was no way of saving him. To save the property he must
undo the doings of his early youth, and prove that the elder son
was illegitimate. He had still kept the proofs, and he did it. To
the great disgust of Mr. Grey, to the dismay of the creditors, to the

incredulous wonder of Augustus, and almost to the annihilation of

Mountjoy himself, he had done it. But there had been nothing in

Mountjoy's conduct which had in truth wounded him. Mountjoy's

vices had been dangerous, destructive, absurdly foolish, but not, to

his father, a shame. He ridiculed gambling as a source of excite-
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ment. No man could win much without dishonest practices ; and
fraud at cards would certainly be detected. But he did not on that

account hate cards. There was no reason why Mountjoy should

not become to him as pleasant a companion as ever for the few
days that might be left to him, if only he would come. But, when
asked, he refused to come. When the squire received the letter

above given, he was not in the least angry with his son, but simply
determined, if possible, that he should be brought to Tretton.

Mountjoy's debts would now be paid, and something, if possible,

should be done for him. He was so angry with Augustus that he
would, if possible, revoke his last decision,—but that, alas ! would
be impossible.

Sir William Brodrick had, when he last saw him, expressed some
hope,—not of his recovery, which was by all admitted to be impos-
sible,—but of his continuance in the land of the living for another
three months, or perhaps six, as Sir William had finally suggested,

opening out as he himself seemed to think indefinite hope. " The
most wonderful constitution, Mr. Scarborough, I ever saw in my
life. I've never known a dog even so cut about, and yet bear it."

Mr. Scarborough bowed and smiled, and accepted the compliment.
He would have taken the hat off his head, had it been his practice

to wear a hat in his sitting-room. Mr. Merton had gone farther.

Of course he did not mean, he said, to set up his opinion against Sir

William's, but if Mr. Scarborough would live strictly by rule, Mr.
Merton did not not see why either three months or six should be
the end of it. Mr. Scarborough had replied that he could not
undertake to live precisely by rule ; and Mr. Merton had shaken
his head. But from that time forth Mr. Scarborough did endeavour
to obey the injunctions given to him. He had something worth
doing in the six months now offered to him.

He had heard lately very much of the story of Harry Annesley,
and had expressed great anger at the ill-usage to which that young
man had been subjected. It had come to his ears that it was
intended that Harry should lose the property he had expected, and
that he had already lost his immediate income. This had come to

him through Mr. Merton, between whom and Augustus Scarborough
there was no close friendship. And the squire understood that

Florence Mountjoy had been the cause of Harr/s misfortune. He
himself recognised it as a fact that his son Mountjoy was unfit to

marry any young lady. Starvation would assuredly stare such
young lady in the face. But not the less was he acerbated and
disgusted at the idea that Augustus should endeavour to take the
young lady to himself. " What ! " he exclaimed to Mr. Merton

;

*' he wants both the property and the girl. There is nothing on
earth that he does not want. The gieater the impropriety in his
craving, the stronger the craving." Then he picked up by degrees
all the details of the midnight feud between Harry and Mountjoy,
and set himself to work to undermine Augustus. But he had
steadily carried out the plan for settling with the creditors ; and,
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with the aid of Mr. Grey, had, as he thought, already concluded
that business. Conjunction with Augustus had been necessary, but
that had been obtained.

It is not too much to say that, at the present moment of his life,

the idea of doing some injury to Augustus was the one object which
exercised Mr. Scarborough's mind. Since he had fallen into
business relations with his younger son, he had become convinced
that a more detestable young man did not exist. The reader will

perhaps agree with Mr. Scarborough, but it can hardly be hoped
that he should entertain the opinion as strongly. Augustus was
now the recognised eldest legitimate son of the squire ; and as the
property was entailed, it must no doubt belong to him. But the
squire was turning in his mind all means of depriving that condition
as far as was possible of its glory. When he had first heard of the
injury that had been done to Harry Annesley, he thought that he
would leave to our hero all the furniture, all the gems, all the books,
all the wine, all the cattle which were accumulated at Tretton.
Augustus should have the bare acres, and still barer house, but
nothing else. In thinking of this he had been actuated by a con-
viction that it would be useless for him to leave them to Mountjoy.
Whatever might be left to Mountjoy, would in fact be left to the
creditors ; and therefore Harry Annesley with his injuries had been
felt to be a proper recipient, not of the squire's bounty, but of the
results of his hatred for his son.

To run counter to the law ! That had ever been the chief object
of the squire's ambition. To arrange everything so that it should
be seen that he had set all laws at defiance ! That had been his

great pride. He had done so notably, and with astonishing astute-

ness, in reference to his wife and two sons. But now there had
come up a condition of things in which he could again show his

cleverness. Augustus had been most anxious to get up all the
post-obit bonds which the creditors held, feeling,—as his father

well understood,—that he would thus prevent them from making
any further inquiry when the squire should have died. Why should
they stir in the matter by going to law, when there would be nothing
to be gained ? Those bonds had now been redeemed, and were in

the possession of Mr. Grey. They had been bought up nominally
by himself, and must be given to him. Mr. Grey, at any rate,

would have the proof that they had been satisfied. They could not
be used again to gratify any spite that Augustus might entertain.

The captain, therefore, could now enjoy any property which might
be left to him. Of course, it would all go to the gaming-table. It

might even yet be better to leave it to Harry Annesley. But blood
was thicker than water,—though it were but the blood of a bastard.

He would do a good turn for Harry in another way. All the furni-

ture, and all the gems, and all the money, should again be the
future property of Mountjoy.

But in order that this might be effected before he died, he must
not let the grass grow under his feet. He thought of the promised
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three months, with a possible extension to six, as suggested by Sir

William. Sir William says three months," he said to Mr. Merton,

speaking in the easiest way of the possibility of his living.

" He said six."

" Ah ! that is if I do what I'm told. But I shall not exactly do
that. Three or six would be all the same, only for a little bit of

business I want to get through. Sir William's orders would include

the abandonment of my business."
" The less done the better. Then I do not see why Sir William

should limit you to six months."

I think that three will nearly suffice."

*^ A man does not want to die, I suppose," said Merton.
"There are various ways of looking at that question," replied

the squire. " Many men desire the prolongation of life as a
lengthened period of enjoyment. There is, perhaps, something of

that feeling with me ; but when you see how far I am crippled

and curtailed, how my enjoyments are confined to breathing the

air, to eating and drinking, and to the occasional reading of a few
pages, you must admit that there cannot be much of that. A con-

versation with you is the best of it. Some want to live for the sake
of their wives and children. In the ordinary acceptation of the

words, that it is all over with me. Many desire to live because they
fear to die. There is nothing of that in me, I can assure you. I

am not afraid to meet my Creator. But there are those who wish
for life that their purposes of love, or stronger purposes of hatred,

may be accomplished. I am among the number. But, on that

account, I only wish it till those purposes have been completed. I

think I'll go to sleep for an hour ; but there are a couple of letters

I want you to write before post-time." Then Mr. Scarborough
turned himself round, and thought of the letters he was to write.

Mr. Merton went out, and as he wandered about the park in the
dirt and slush of December, tried to make up his mind whether he
most admired his patron's philosophy or condemned his general
lack of principle.

At the proper hour he appeared again, and found Mr. Scar-
borough quite alert. I don't know whether 1 shall have the three
months unless I behave better,'* he said. " I have been thinking
about those letters, and very nearly made an attempt to write them.
There are things about a son which a father doesn't wish to com-
municate to anyone." Merton only shook his head. " I'm not a
bit afraid of you, nor do I care for your knowing what I have to
say. But there are words which it would be difficult even to write,

and almost impossible to dictate." But he did make the attempt,
though he did not find himself able to say all that he had intended.
The first letter was to the lawyer.

**''My dear Mr. Grey,
You will be surprised at my writing to summon you once

again to my bedside. I think there was some kind of a promise
K
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made that the request should not be repeated ; but the circum-
stances are of such a nature, that I do not well know how to avoid
it. However, if you refuse to come, I will give you my instructions.

It is my purpose to make another will, and to leave everything
that I am capable of leaving to my son Mountjoy. You are aware
that he is now free from debt, and capable of enjoying any property
that he may possess. As circumstances are at present he would
on my death be absolutely penniless, and Heaven help the man
who should find himself dependent on the mercy of Augustus
Scarborough.

" What I possess would be the balance at the bank, the house
in town, and everything contained in and about Tretton, as to which
I should wish that the will should be very explicit in making it

understood that every conceivable item of property is to belong to

Mountjoy. I know the strength of an entail, and not for worlds
would I venture to meddle with anything so holy." There came a
grin of satisfaction over his face as he uttered these words, and his

scribe was utterly unable to keep from laughing. " But as Augustus
must have the acres, let him have them bare."

**' Underscore that word, if you please ; " and the word was
underscored. " If I had time I would have every tree about the
place cut down."

" I don't think you could under the entail," said Merton.
" I would use up every stick in building the farmers' barns and

mending the farmers' gates, and I would cover an acre just in front

of the house with a huge conservatory. I respect the law, my boy,
and they would find it difficult to prove that I had gone beyond it.

But there is no time for that kind of finished revenge."

Then he went on with the letter. You will understand what
I mean. I wish to divide my property so that Mountjoy may have
everything that is not strictly entailed. You will of course say
that it will all go to the gambling-table. It may go the devil, so
that Augustus does not have it. But it need not go to the gambling-
table. If you would consent to come down to me once more we
might possibly devise some scheme for saving it. But whether we
can do so or not, it is my request that my last will may be prepared
in accordance with these instructions.—Very faithfully yours,

**JOHN Scarborough."

" And now for the other," said Mr. Scarborough.
" Had you not better rest a bit.^" asked Merton.
" No ; this is a kind of work at which a man does not want to

rest. He is carried on by his own solicitudes and his own eager-

ness. This will be very short, and when it is done, then perhaps I

may sleep."

The second letter was as follows

:

**My dear Mountjoy,
I think you are foolish in allowing yourself to be prevented

from coming here by a sentiment. But in truth, independently of
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the pleasure I should derive from your company, I wish you to be
here on a matter of business which is of some importance to your-

self I am about to make a new will, and although I am bound to

pay every respect to the entail, and would not for worlds do any-
thing in opposition to the law, still I may be enabled to do some-
thing for your benefit. Your brother has kindly interfered for the pay-
ment of your creditors, and as all the outstanding bonds have been
redeemed ;

you would now, by his generosity, be enabled to enjoy
any property which might be left to you. There are a few tables

and chairs at my disposal, and a gem or two, and some odd volumes
which perhaps you might like to possess. I have written to Mr. Grey
on the subject, and I would wish you to see him. This you might
do whether you come here or not. But I do not the less wish that

you should come.—Your affectionate father,

"John Scarborough."

" I think that the odd volumes will fetch him. He was always
fond of literature."

I suppose it means the entire library," replied Merton.
And he hkes tables and chairs. I think he will come and look

after the tables and chairs."
" Why not beds and washhand-stands," said Mr. Merton.
"Well, yes ; he may have the beds and the washhand-stands.

Mountjoy is not a fool, and will understand very well what I mean.
I wonder whether I could scrape the paper off the drawing-room
walls, and leave the scraps to his brother, without interfering with
the entail. But now I am tired and will rest."

But he did not even then go to rest, bat lay still scheming,
scheming, scheming about the property. There was now another
letter to be written, for the writing of which he would not again
summon Mr. Merton. He was half-ashamed to do so, and at last

sent for his sister. Martha," said he, "I want you to write a
letter for me."

" Mr. Merton has been writing letters for you all the morning."
That's just the reason why you should write one now. I am

still in some slight degree afraid of his authority, but I am not at
all afraid of yours."

" You ought to be quiet, John ; indeed you ought."
" And in order that I may be quiet, you must write this letter.

It's nothing particular or I should not have asked you to do it. It's

only an invitation."

"An invitation to ask somebody here ?"

" Yes, to ask somebody to come here. I don't know whether
he'll come."

'*Do I know him?"
" I hope you may, if he comes. He's a very good-looking young

man, if that is anything."
" Don't talk nonsense, John."
" But I believe he's engaged to another young lady, with whom

I must beg you not to interfere. You remember Florence ?

"

R 2
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" Florence Mountjoy ? Of course I remember my own niece."
" The young man is engaged to her."
" She was intended for poor Mountjoy.
" Poor Mountjoy has put himself beyond all possibility of a wife."

"Poor Mountjoy! " and the soft-hearted aunt almost shed tears.
" But we haven't to do with Mountjoy now. Sit down there and

begin. ' Dear Mr. Annesley '
"

" Oh ! It's Mr. Annesley ; is it ?
"

" Yes, it is. Mr. Annesley is the handsome young man. Have
you any objection ?

"

" Only people do say ^"

"What do they say?''
" Of course I don't know

;
only I have heard ^

" That he is a scoundrel ?

"

" Scoundrel is very strong," said the old lady, shocked.
"A villain, a liar, a thief, and all the rest of it. That's what you

have heard. And I'll tell you who has been your informant. Either
first or second-hand, it has come to you from Mr. Augustus Scar-

borough. Now we'll begin again. * Dear Mr. Annesley '
"

The old lady paused a moment, and then, setting herself firmly to

the task, commenced and finished her letter as follows :

"Dear Mr. Annesley,
" You spent a few days here on one occasion, and I want to

renew the pleasure which your visit gave me. Will you extend your
kindness so far as to come to Tretton for any time you may please

to name beyond two or three days ? I am sorry to say that your
friend Augustus Scarborough cannot be hereto meet you. My other

son, Mountjoy, may be here. If you wish to escape him, I will

endeavour so to fix the time when I shall have heard from you.

But I think there need be no ill-blood there. Neither of you did
anything of which you are, probably, ashamed ; though as an old

man I am bound to express my disapproval."
" Surely he must be ashamed," said Miss Scarborough.
" Never you mind. Believe me, you know nothing about it."

Then he went on with his letter. " But it is not merely for the
pleasure of your society that I ask you. I have a word to say to you
which may be important.—Yours faithfully,

"John Scarborough."

CHAPTER XXXIX.

HOW THE LETTERS WERE RECEIVED.

We must now describe the feelings of Mr. Scarborough's corre-

spondents as they received his letters. When Mr. Grey began to

read that which was addressed to him, he declared that on no con-

sideration would he go down to Tretton. But when he came to

inquire within himself as to his objection, he found that it lay chiefly
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in his great dislike to Augustus Scarborough. For poor Mountjoy,
as he called him, he entertained a feeling of deep pity,—and pity we
know is akin to love. And for the squire he in his heart felt but

little of that profound dislike which he was aware such conduct as

the squire's ought to have generated. " He is the greatest rascal

that I ever knew," he said again and again, both to Dolly and to

Mr. Barry. But yet he did not regard him as an honest man
regards a rascal, and was angry with himself in consequence. He
knew that there remained with him even some spark of love for Mr.
Scarborough, which to himself was inexplicable. From the moment
in which he had first admitted the fact that Augustus Scarborough
was the true heir-at-law, he had been most determined in taking

care that that heirship should be established. It must be known to

all men that Mountjoy was not the eldest son of his father, as the

law required him to be for the inheritance of the property, and that

Augustus was the eldest son ; but in arranging that these truths

should be notorious, it had come to pass that he had learned to hate

Augustus with an intensity that had redounded to the advantage
both of Mountjoy and their father. It must be so. Augustus must
become Augustus Scarborough, Esquire, of Tretton,—but the worse
luck for Tretton and all connected with it. And Mr. Grey did

resolve that, when that day should come, all relation between himself
and Tretton should cease.

It had never occurred to him that by redeeming the post-obit

bonds Mountjoy would become capable of owning and enjoying any
property that might be left to him. With Tretton, all the belongings
of Tretton, in the old-fashioned way would of course go to the heir.

The belongings of Tretton, which were personal property, would in

themselves amount to wealth for a younger son. That which Mr.
Scarborough w^ould in this way be able to bequeath, might probably
be worth thirty thousand pounds. Out of the proceeds of the real

property the debts had been paid. And because Augustus had
consented so to pay them, he was now to be mulcted of those loose
belongings which gave its charm to Tretton ! Because Augustus
had paid Mountjoy's debts,- Mountjoy was to be enabled to rob
Augustus ! There was a wickedness in this redolent of the old
squire. But it was a wickedness in arranging which Mr. Grey
hesitated to participate. As he thought of it, however, he could not
but feel what a very clever man he had for a client.

"It will all go to the gambling-table, of course," he said that

night to Dolly.
" It is no affair of ours."
" No. But when a lawyer is consulted, he has to think of the

prudent or imprudent disposition of property."
" Mr. Scarborough hasn't consulted you, papa."
" I must look at it as though he had. He tells me what he

intends to do, and I am bound to give him my advice. I cannot
advise him to bestow all these things on Augustus, whom I regard
as a long way the worst of the family."
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" You need not care about that."
" And here^ again," continued Mr. Grey, " comes up the ques-

tion. What is it that duty demands ? Augustus is the eldest son,

and is entitled to what the law allots him ; but Mountjoy was
brought up as the eldest son, and is certainly entitled to what
provision the father can make him.''

" You cannot provide for such a gambler."
" I don't know that that comes within my duty. It is not my

fault that Mountjoy is a gambler, any more than it is my fault

that Augustus is a beast. Gambler and beast, there they are.

And, moreover, nothing will turn the squire from his purpose. I

am only a tool in his hands, a trowel for the laying of his mortar
and bricks. Of course I must draw his will, and shall do it with
some pleasure, because it will dispossess Augustus."

Then Mr. Grey went to bed, as did also Dolly ; but she was
not at all surprised at being summoned to his couch after she had
been an hour in her own bed.

" I think I shall go down to Tretton," said Mr. Grey.
" You declared that you would never go there again."
" So I did ; but I did not know then how much I might come

to hate Augustus Scarborough."
" Would you go to Tretton merely to injure him ? " said his

daughter.
" I have been thinking about that," said Mr. Grey. " I don't

know that I would go simply to do him an injury ; but I think that

I would go to see that justice is properly done."
" That can be arranged without your going to Tretton."
" By putting our heads together, I think we can contrive that

the deed shall be more effectually performed. What we must
attempt to do is to save this property from going to the gambling-
table. There is only one way that occurs to me."

What is that ?
"

" It must be left to his wife."
" He hasn't a wife."
" It must be left to some woman whom he will consent to

marry. There are three objects :—to keep it from Augustus ; to

give the enjoyment of it to Mountjoy ; and to prevent Mountjoy
from gambling with it. The only thing I can see is a wife."

" There is a girl he wants to marry," said Dolly.

*'But she doesn't want to marry him, and I doubt whether
he can be got to marry anyone else. There is still a peck of

difficulties."

" Oh, papa, I wish you would wash your hands of the

Scarboroughs."
" I must go to Tretton first," said he ;

" and now, my dear,

you are doing no good by sitting up here and talking to me."
Then, with a smile, Dolly took herself off to her own chamber.

Mountjoy, when he got his letter, was sitting over a late

breakfast in Victoria Street. It was near twelve o'clock, and he
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was enjoying the delicious luxury of having his breakfast to eat,

with a cigar after it, and nothing else that he need do. But the

fruition of all these comforts was somewhat marred by the know-
ledge that he had no such dinner to expect. He must go out and
look for a dinner among the eating-houses. The next morning
would bring him no breakfast, and if he were to remain longer in

Victoria Street he must do so in direct opposition to the owner of

the establishment. He had that morning received notice to quit,

and had been told that the following breakfast would be the last

meal served to him. Let it be good of its kind/' Mountjoy had
said.

" I believe you care for nothing but dating and drinking."
** There's little else that you can do for me." And so they parted.

Mountjoy had taken the precaution of having his letters

addressed to the house of the friendly bootmaker ; and now, as

he was slowly pouring out his first cup of coffee, and thinking how
nearly it must be his last, his father's letter was brought to him.

The letter had been delayed one day, as he himself had omitted to

call for it. It was necessarily a sad time for him. He was a man
who fought hard against melancholy, taking it as a primary rule of

life, that, for such a one as he had become, the pleasures of the

immediate moment should suffice. If one day, or, better still, one
night of excitement was in store for him, the next day should be
regarded as the unlimited future, for which no man can be respon-

sible. But such philosophy will too frequently be insufficient for

the stoutest hearts. Mountjoy's heart would occasionally almost
give way, and then his thoughts would be dreary enough. Hunger,
absolute hunger, without the assured expectation of food, had never
yet come upon him ; but in order to put a stop to its cravings, if

he should find it troublesome to bear, he had already provided
himself with pistol and bullets.

And now, with his cup of coffee before him, aromatic, creamy,
and hot, with a filleted sole rolled up before him on a little dish,

three or four plover's eggs, on which to finish, lying by, and, on the
distance of the table, a chasse of brandy, of which he already knew
well the virtues, he got his father's letter. He did not at first open
it, disliking all thoughts as to his father. Then gradually he tore

the envelope, and was slow in understanding the full meaning of

the last hues. He did not at once perceive the irony of "his
brother's kindly interference," and of the " generosity " which had
enabled him, Mountjoy, to be a recipient of property. But his

father purposed to do something for his benefit Gradually it

dawned upon him that his father could only do that something
effectually, because of his brother's dealings with the creditors.

Then the chairs and tables, and the gem or two, and the odd
volumes, one by one, made themselves intelligible. That a father

should write so to one son, and should so write of another,
was marvellous. But then his father was a marvellous man, whose
character he was only beginning to understand. His father, he
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told himself, had fortunately taken it into his head to hate Augustus,
and intended, in consequence, to strip Tretton and the property
generally of all their outside personal belongings.

Yes ;—he thought that, with such an object before him, he
would certainly go and see Mr. Grey. And if Mr. Grey should so
advise him he would go down to Tretton. On such business as
this he would consent to see his father. He did not think that just
at present he need have recourse to his pistol for his devices. He
could not on the very day go to Tretton, as it would be necessary
that he should write to his father first. His brother would probably
extend his hospitaUty for a couple of days when he should hear of
the proposed journey, and, if not, would lend him money for his

present purposes, or under existing circumstances he might pro-
bably be able to borrow it from Mr. Grey. With a heart elevated
to almost absolute bliss he ate his breakfast, and drank his chasse,

and smoked his cigar, and then rose slowly that he might proceed
to Mr. Grey's chambers. But at this moment Augustus came in.

He had only breakfasted at his own club, much less comfortably
than he would have done at home, in order that he might not sit at

table with his brother. He had now returned, so that he might
see to Mountjoy's departure.

After all, Augustus, I am going down to Tretton," said the
elder brother, as he folded up his father's letter.

" What arguments has the old man used now Mountjoy did
not think it well to tell his brother the exact nature of the arguments
used, and therefore put the letter into his pocket.

" He wishes to say something to me about property," said

Mountjoy.
Then some idea of the old squire's scheme fell with a crushing

weight of anticipated sorrow on Augustus. In a moment it all

occurred to him, what his father might do, what injuries he might
inflict ; and,—saddest of all feelings,—there came the imme-
diate reflection that it had all been rendered possible by his own
doings. With the conviction that so much might be left away from
him, there came also a further feeling that after all there was a
chance that his father had invented the story of his brother's

illegitimacy, that Mountjoy was now free from debt, and that

Tretton with all its belongings might now go back to him. That
his father would do it if it were possible he did not doubt. From
week to week he had waited impatiently for his father's demise,
and had expected little or nothing of that mental activity which his

father had exercised. " What a fool he had been !

" he said to

himself, sitting opposite to Mountjoy, who in the vacancy of the

moment had hghted another cigar ;— what an ass ! " Had he
played his cards better, had he comforted and flattered and
cosseted the old man, Mountjoy might have gone his own way to

the dogs. Now, at the best, Tretton would come to him stripped

of everything ;
and,—at the worst,—no Tretton would come to him

at all. " Well ; what are you going to do " he said roughly.
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I think I shall probably go down and just see the governor."

All your feelings about your mother, then, are blown to the

wind."
" My feelings about your mother are not blown to the winds at

all ; but to speak of her to you would be wasting breath."
" I hadn't the pleasure of knowing her," said Augustus. And

I am not aware that she did me any great kindness in bringing me
into the world. Do you go to Tretton this afternoon ?"

Probably not."
*' Or tomorrow ?

"

Possibly tomorrow," said Mountjoy.
*' Because I shall find it convenient to have your room.**
" Today, of course, I cannot stir. Tomorrow morning I should

at any rate like to have my breakfast." Here he paused for a reply,

but none came from his brother. '* I must have some money to

go down to Tretton with ; I suppose you can lend it me just for

the present."

Not a shilling," said Augustus in thorough ill-humour.
'*

I shall be able to pay you very shortly."
" Not a shilling. The return I have had from you for all that

I have done, is not of a nature to make me do more."
If I had ever thought that you had expended a sovereign

except for the object of furthering some plot of your own, I should
have been grateful. As it is I do not know that we owe very much
to each other." Then he left the room, and getting into a cab,

went away to Lincoln's Inn.

Harry Annesley received Mr. Scarborough's letter down at

Buston, and was much surprised by it. He had not spent the
winter hitherto very pleasantly. His uncle he had never seen,

though he had heard from day to day sundry stories of his wooing.
He had soon given up his hunting, feeling himself ashamed, in his

present nameless position, to ride Joshua Thoroughbung's horses.

He had taken to hard reading, but the hard reading had failed,

and he had been given up to the miseries of his position. The
hard reading had been continued for a fortnight or three weeks,
during which he had at any rate respected himself; but in an evil

hour he had allowed it to escape from him, and now was again
miserable. Then the invitation from Tretton had been received.
" I have got a letter. It's from Mr. Scarborough of Tretton."

" What does Mr. Scarborough say ?

"

" He wants me to go down there."

Do you know Mr. Scarborough ? I believe you have altogether
quarrelled with his son."

" Oh yes ; I have quarrelled with Augustus, and have had an
encounter with Mountjoy not on the most friendly terms. But the
father and Mountjoy seem to be reconciled. You can see his

letter. I at any rate shall go there." To this Mr. Annesley senioi

had no objection to make.
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CHAPTER XL.

VISITORS AT TRETTON.

It so happened that the three visitors who had been asked to

Tretton all agreed to go on the same day. There was, indeed, no
reason why Harry should delay his visit, and much why the other
two should expedite theirs. Mr. Grey knew that the thing, if done
at all, should be done at once : and Mountjoy, as he had agreed
to accept his father's offer, could not put himself too quickly under
the shelter of his father's roof. " You can have twenty pounds,"
Mr. Grey had said when the subject of the money was mooted.
" Will that suffice ? Mountjoy had said that it would suffice

amply, and then, returning to his brother's rooms, had waited there

with what patience he possessed till he sallied forth to The Conti-

nental to get the best dinner which that restaurant could afford

him. He was beginning to feel that his life was very sad in

London, and to look forward to the glades of Tretton with some
anticipation of rural delight.

He went down by the same train as Mr. Grey ;
—" a great

grind," as Mountjoy called it, when Mr. Grey proposed a departure
at ten o'clock. Harry followed, so as to reach Tretton only in time
for dinner. " If I may venture to advise you," said Mr. Grey in

the train, " I should do in this matter whatever my father asked
me." Hereupon Mountjoy frowned. He is anxious to make
some provision for you."

" I am not grateful to my father, if you mean that."
" It is hard to say whether you should be grateful. But, from

the first, he has done the best he could for you, according to his

lights."

You believe all this about my mother ?
"

" I do."

I don't. That's the difference. And I don't think that Augustus
believes it."

*' The story is undoubtedly true."
" You must excuse me if I will not accept it."

" At any rate you had parted with your share in the property."

My share was the whole.''
" After your father's death," said Mr. Grey ;

" and that was
gone."

" We needn't discuss the property. What is it that he expects
me to do now 1

"

" Simply to be kind in your manner to him, and to agree to

what he says about the personal property. It is his intention, ay

far as I understand, to leave you everything."
" He is very kind."
" I think he is."

" Only that it would all have been mine if he had not cheated

me of my birthright."
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Or Mr. Tyrrwhit's, and Mr. Hart's, and Mr. Spicer's."

"Mr. Tyrrwhit, and Mr. Hart, and Mr. Spicer could not have
robbed me of my name. Let them have done what they would
with their bonds, I should have been at any rate Scarborough of
Tretton. My belief is that I need not blush for my mother. He
has made it appear that I should do so. I can't forgive him because
he gives me the chairs and tables."

"They will be worth thirty thousand pounds," said Mr. Grey.
** I can't forgive him."
The cloud sat very black upon Mountjoy Scarborough's face as

he said this, and the blacker it sat the more Mr. Grey liked him.
If something could be done to redeem from ruin a young man who
so felt about his mother,—who so felt about his mother, simply
because she had been his mother,—it would be a good thing to do.

Augustus had entertained no such feeling. He had said to Mr.
Grey, as he had said also to his brother, that ^' he had not known
the lady." When the facts as to the distribution of the property
had been made known to him, he had cared nothing for the injury

done by the story to his mother's name. The story was too true.

Mr. Grey knew that it was true ; but he could not on that account
do other than feel an intense desire to confer some benefit on
Mountjoy Scarborough. He put his hand out affectionately, and
laid it on the other man's knee. " Your father has not long to live,

Captain Scarborough."
" I suppose not."
" And he is at present anxious to make what reparation is in

his power. What he can leave you will produce, let us say, fifteen

hundred a year. Without a will from him you would have to live

on your brother's bounty."
" By Heaven, no ! " said Mountjoy, thinking of the pistol and

the bullets.
" I see nothing else."
" I see, but I cannot explain.''

" Do you not think that fifteen hundred a year would be better

than nothing,—with a wife, let us say?" said Mr. Grey, beginning
to introduce the one argument on which he believed so much must
depend.

"With a wife?''

"Yes ; with a wife."
" With what wife ? A wife may be very well, but a wife must

depend on who it is. Is there anyone that you mean ?

"

" Not exactly any particular person," said the lawyer lamely.
" Pshaw ! What do I want with a wife ? Do you mean to say

that my father has told you that he intends to clog his legacy with
the burden of a wife ? I would not accept it with such a burden,
unless I could choose the wife myself. To tell the truth, there is

a girl
"

"Your cousin ?"

" Yes ; my cousin. When I was well-do-to in the world I was
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taught to believe that I could have her. If she will be mine, Mr.
Grey, I will renounce gambling altogether. If my father can manage
that, I will forgive him,—or will endeavour to do so. The property
which he can leave me shall be settled altogether upon her. I will

endeavour to reform myself, and so to live that no misfortune shall

come upon her. If that is what you mean, say so."
" Well ; not quite that.''

" To no other marriage will I agree. That has been the dream
of my life through all those moments of hot excitement and assured
despair which I have endured. Her mother has always told me
that it should be so, and she herself in former days did not deny it.

Now you know it all. If my father wishes to see me married,
Florence Mountjoy must be my wife." Then he sank back on his

seat, and nothing more was said between them till they had
reached Tretton.

The father and son had not met each other since the day on
which the former had told the latter the story of his birth. Since
then Mountjoy had disappeared from the world, and for a few days
his father thought that he had been murdered. But now they met
as they might have done had they seen each other a week ago.

"Well, Mountjoy, how are you?" And ''How are you, sir?"
Such were the greetings between them. And no others were
spoken. In a few minutes the son was allowed to go and look
after the rural joys he had anticipated, and the lawyer was left

closeted with the squire.

Mr. Grey soon explained his proposition. Let the property be
left to trustees, who should realise from it what money it should
fetch, and keep the money in their own hands, paying Mountjoy
the income. " There could," he said, " be nothing better done,
unless Mountjoy would agree to marry. He is attached, it seems,

to his cousin," said Mr. Grey, " and he is unwiUing at present to

marry anyone else."

" He can't marry her," said the squire.

I do not know the circumstances."
" He can't marry her. She is engaged to the young man who

will be here just now. I told you,—did I not?—that Harry
Annesley is coming here. My son knows that he will be here
today."

"Everybody knows the story of Mr. Annesley and the captain.**
" They are to sit down to dinner together, and I trust they may

not quarrel. The lady of whom you are speaking is engaged to

young Annesley, and Mountjoy's suit in that direction is hopeless."

Hopeless, you think ?

"

"Utterly hopeless. Your plan of providing him with a wife

would be very good if it were feasible. I should be very glad to

see him settled. But if he will marry no one but Florence Mount-
joy he must remain unmarried. Augustus has had his hand in that

business, and don't let us dabble in it." Then the squire gave the

lawyer full instructions as to the will which was to be made. Mr,
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Grey and Mr. Bullfist were to be named as trustees, with instructions

to sell everything which it would be in the squire's legal power to

bequeath. The books, the gems, the furniture, both at Tretton and
in London, the plate, the stock, the farm-produce, the pictures on
the walls, and the wine in the cellars were all named. He
endeavoured to persuade Mr. Grey to consent to a cutting of the

timber, so that the value of it might be taken out of the pocket of

the younger brother and put into that of the elder. But to this

Mr. Grey would not assent. "There would be an air of persecu-

tion about it," he said, " and it mustn't be done.'' But to the

general stripping of Tretton for the benefit of Mountjoy he gave a
cordial agreement.

" I am not quite sure that I have done with Augustus as yet,'*

said the squire. I have made up my mind not be put out by
trifles ; not to be vexed at a little. My treatment of my children

has been such, that though I have ever intended to do them good,
I must have seemed to each at different periods to have injured

him. I have not therefore expected much from them. But I have
received less than nothing from Augustus. It is possible that he
may hear from me again." To this Mr. Grey said nothing, but he
had taken his instructions about the drawing of the will.

Harry came down by the train in time for dinner. On the

journey down he had been perplexed in his mind, thinking of

various things. He did not quite understand why Mr. Scarborough
had sent for him. His former intimacy had been with Augustus
and though there had been some cordiality of friendship shown by
the old man to the son's companion, it had amounted to no more
than might be expected from one who was notably good-natured.

A great injury had been done to Harry, and he supposed that his

visit must have some reference to that injury. He had been told

in so many words that, come when he might, he would not find

Augustus at Tretton. From this and from other signs he almost
saw that there existed a quarrel between the squire and his son.

Therefore he felt that something was to be said as to the state of

his affairs at Buston.

But if, as the train drew near to Tretton, he was anxious as to

his meeting with the squire, he was much more so as to the

captain. The reader will remember all the circumstances under
which they two had last seen each other. Harry had been furiously

attacked by Mountjoy and had then left him sprawling,—dead as

some folks had said on the following day,—under the railing. His
only crime had been that he was drunk. If the disinherited one
would give him his hand and let bygones be bygones, he would do
the same. He felt no personal animosity. But there was a
difficulty.

As he was driven up to the door in a cab belonging to the

squire, there was Mountjoy standing before the house. He too

had thought of the difficulties, and had made up his mind that it

would not do for him to meet his late foe without some few words
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intended for the making of peace. " I hope you are well, Mr.
Annesley," he said, offering his hand as the other got out of the
cab. " It may be as well that I should apologise at once for my
conduct. I was at that moment considerably distressed, as you
may have heard. I had been declared to be penniless, and to be
nobody. The news had a little unmanned me, and I was beside
myself."

" I quite understand it ;—quite understand it," said Annesley,
giving his hand. " I am very glad to see you back again, and in

your father's house." Then Mountjoy turned on his heel, and
went through the hall, leaving Harry to the care of the butler.

The captain thought that he had done enough, and that the affair

in the street might be regarded as a dream. Harry was taken up
to shake hands with the old man, and in due time came down to

dinner, where he met Mr. Grey and the young doctor. They were
all very civil to him, and, upon the whole, he spent a pleasant
evening. On the next day about noon the squire sent for him.
He had been told at breakfast that it was the squire's intention to

see him in the middle of the day, and he had been unable therefore

to join Mountjoy's shooting-party.

"Sit down, Mr. Annesley," said the old man. **You were
surprised, no doubt, when you got my invitation 1

"

" Well, yes
;
perhaps so ; but I thought it very kind."

" I meant to be kind. But still, it requires some explanation.

You see, I am such an old cripple that I cannot give invitations

like anybody else. Now you are here I must not eat and drink
with you, and in order to say a few words to you, I am obliged to

keep you in the house till the doctor tells me that I am strong

enough to talk."
" I am glad to find you so much better than when I was here

before."
" I don't know much about that. There will never be a ' much

better ' in my case. The people about me talk with the utmost
unconcern of whether I can live one month or possibly two. Any-
thing beyond that is quite out of the question." The squire took
a pride in making the worst of his case, so that the people to

whom he talked should marvel the more at his vitality. "But
we won't mind my health now. It is true, I fear, that you have
quarrelled with your uncle."

" It is quite true that he has quarrelled with me."
" I am afraid that that is more important. He means, if he

can, to cut you out of the entail."
" He does not mean that I shall have the property if he can

prevent it."

" I don't think very much of entails myself," said the squire.
" If a man has a property he should be able to leave it as he
pleases ;

or,—or else he doesn't have it."

" That is what the law intends, I suppose,'* said Harry.

"Just so ; but the law is such an old woman that she never
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knows how to express herself to any purpose. I haven't allowed

the law to bind me. I dare say you know the story."

About your two sons,—and the property ? I think all the

world knows the story."
" I suppose it has been talked about a little," said the squire

with a chuckle. " My object has been to prevent the law from
handing over my property to the fraudulent claims which my son's

creditors were enabled to make ;—and I have succeeded fairly

well. On that head I have nothing to regret. Now your uncle is

going to take other means."
" Yes ; he is going to take means which are at any rate lawful."
" But which will be tedious, and may not, perhaps, succeed.

He is intending to have an heir of his own."
That I believe is his purpose/' said Harry.

" There is no reason why he shouldn't ;—but he mayn't, you
know."

" He is not married yet."
" No ;—he is not married yet. And then he has also stopped

the allowance he used to make you." Harry nodded assent. Now
all this is a great shame."

" I think so."
" The poor gentleman has been awfully bamboozled."
" He is not so very old," said Harry. I don't think he is more

than fifty."

" But he is an old goose. You'll excuse me, I know. Augustus
Scarborough got him up to London, and filled him full of hes."

I am aware of it."

"And so am I aware of it. He has told him stories as to your
conduct with Mountjoy, which, added to some youthful indiscretions

of your own "

" It was simply because I didn't like to hear him read sermons."
" That was an indiscretion, as he had the power in his hands to

do you an injury. Most men have got some little bit of pet tyranny
in their hearts. I have had none." To this Harry could only bow.
" I let my two boys do as they pleased, only wishing that they
should lead happy lives. I never made them listen to sermons, or

even to lectures. Probably I was wrong. Had I tyrannised over
them, they would not have tyrannised over me as they have done.

Now I'll tell you what it is that I propose to do. I will write to

your uncle, or will get Mr. Merton to write for me, and will explain

to him as well as I can, the depth, and the blackness, and the

cruelty,—and the unfathomable heathen cruelty, together with the
falsehoods, the premeditated lies, and the general rascality on all

subjects,—of my son Augustus. I will explain to him that of all

men I know, he is the least trustworthy. I will explain to him that,

if led in a matter of importance by Augustus Scarborough, he will

be surely led astray. And I think that between us,—between
Merton and me that is,—we can concoct a letter that shall be
efficacious. But I will get Mountjoy also to go and see him, and
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explain to him out of his own mouth what in truth occurred that

night when he and you fell out in the streets. Mr. Prosper must
be a more vindictive man than I take him to be in regard to

sermons if he will hold out after that." Then Mr. Scarborough
allowed him to go out, and if possible find the shooters somewhere
about the park.

CHAPTER XLL
MOUNTJOY SCARBOROUGH GOES TO BUSTON.

Mr. Grey returned to London after staying but one night, having
received fresh instructions as to the will. The will was to be pre-

pared at once, and Mr. Barry was to bring it down for execution.

"Shall I not inform Augustus.^" asked Mr. Grey.

But this did not suit with Mr. Scarborough's views of revenge.
" I think not. I would do by him whatever honesty requires ; but I

have never told him that 1 mean to leave him anything. Of course
he knows that he is to have the estate. He is revelling in the
future poverty of poor Mountjoy. He turned him out of his house
just now because Mountjoy would not obey him by going to

—

Brazil. He would turn him out of his house if he could because I

won't at once go—to the devil. He is something over-masterful,

is master Augustus, and a rub or two will do him good. I'd rather

you wouldn't tell him, if you please." Then Mr. Grey departed
without making any promise ; but he determined that he would be
guided by the squire's wishes. Augustus Scarborough was not of
nature to excite very warmly the charity of any man.

Harry remained for two or three days shooting with Mountjoy,
and once or twice he saw the squire again. " Merton and I have
managed to concoct that letter," said the squire. " I'm afraid your
uncle will find it rather long. Is he impatient of long letters

"

" He likes long sermons."
" If anybody will listen to his reading. I think you have a deal

to answer for yourself, when you could not make so small a sacrifice

to the man to whom you were to owe everything. But he ought to

look for a wife in consequence of that crime, and not falsely allege

another. If, as I fear, he finds the wife plan troublesome, our
letter may perhaps move him, and Mountjoy is to go down and
open his eyes. Mountjoy hasn't made any difficulty about it."

I shall be greatly distressed " Harry began.

Not at all. He must go. I like to have my own way in these

little matters. He owes you as much reparation as that, and we
shall be able to see what members of the Scarborough family you
would trust the most."

Harry, during the two days, shot some hares in company with

Mountjoy, but not a word more was said about the adventure in

London. Nor was the name of Florence Mountjoy ever mentioned
between the two suitors. " I'm going to Buston, you know,"
Mountjoy said once.
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** So your father told me."
" What sort of a fellow shall I find your uncle ?

"

** He*s a gentleman, but not very wise.'* No more was said

between them on that head, but Mountjoy spoke at great length
about his own brother and his father's will.

" My father is the most singular man you ever came across."
" I think he is."

**
I am not going to say a good word for him. I wouldn't let

him think that I had said a good word for him. In order to save
the property he has maligned my mother, and has cheated me and
the creditors most horribly ;— most infernally. That's my con-
viction, though Grey thinks otherwise. I can't forgive him,—and
won't ; and he knows it. But after that he is going to do the best

thing he can for me. And he has begun by making me a decent
allowance again as his son. But I'm to have that only as long as

I remain here at Tretton. Of course I have been fond of cards."
" I suppose so.'*

"Not a doubt of it. But I haven't touched a card now for

a month nearly. And then he is going to leave me what property
he has to leave. And he and my brother have paid off those Jews
among them. Fm not a bit obliged to my brother. He's got some
game of his own which I don't quite clearly see, and my father is

doing this for me simply to spite my brother. He'd cut down
every tree upon the place if Grey would allow it. And yet to give

Augustus the property my father has done this gross injustice."
" I suppose the money-lenders would have had the best of it

had he not."

"That's true. They would have had it all. They had
measured every yard of it, and had got my name down for the full

value. Now they're paid.'*

" That's a comfort."
" Nothing's a comfort. I know that they're right, and that if I

got the money into my own hand it would be gone to-morrow. I

should be off to Monte Carlo like a shot ; and of course it would go
after the other. There is but one thing would redeem me."

" What's that?''
" Never mind. We won't talk of it." Then he was silent, but

Harry Annesley knew very well that he had alluded to Florence
Mountjoy.

Then Harry went, and Mountjoy was left to the companionship
of Mr. Merton, and such pleasure as he could find in a daily visit

to his father. He was at any rate courteous in his manner to the
old man, and abstained from those irritating speeches which
Augustus had always chosen to make. He had on one occasion
during this visit told his father what he thought about him; but
this the squire had taken quite as a compliment.

" I believe, you know, that you've done a monstrous injustice to

everybody concerned."

**I rather like doing what you call injusticeg,'*

8
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You have set the law at defiance."

Well
;
yes ; I think I have done that."

According to my belief it's all untrue.''

You mean about your mother. I like you for that ; I do
indeed. I like you for sticking up for your poor mother. Well,
now you shall have fifty pounds a month

;
say twelve pounds ten a

week as long as you remain at Tretton, and you may have whom you
like here as long as they bring no cards with them. And if you
want to hunt, there are horses ; and if they ain't good enough, you
can get others. But if you go away from Tretton there's an end of

it. It will all be stopped the next day.''

Nevertheless he did make arrangements by which Mountjoy
should proceed to Buston, stopping two nights as he went to

London. "There isn't a club he can enter," said the squire,

comforting himself, "nor a Jew that will lend him a five-pound

note."

Mountjoy had told the truth when he had said that nothing was
a comfort. Though it seemed to his father and to the people
around him at Tretton that he had everything that a man could

want, he had in fact nothing,—nothing that could satisfy him. In

the first place he was quite alive to the misery of that decision

given by the world against him, which had been of such comfort to

his father. Not a club in London would admit him. He had been
proclaimed a defaulter after such a fashion that all his clubs had
sent to him for some explanation, and as he had given none, and
bad not answered their letters, his name had been crossed out in the

books of them all. He knew himself to be a man disgraced, and
when he had fled from London he had gone under the conviction

that he would certainly never return. There were the pistol and
bullet as his last assured resource ; but a certain amount of good
fortune had awaited him,—enough to save him from having recourse

to their aid. His brother had supplied him with small sums of

money, and from time to time a morsel of good luck had enabled him
to gamble, not to his heart's content, but in some manner so as to

make his life bearable. But now, he was back in his own country,

and he could gamble not at all, and hardly even see those old

companions with whom he had lived. It was not only for the card-

tables that he sighed, but for the companions of the card-table.

A.nd though he knew that he had been scratched out from the lists

of all clubs as a dishonest man, he knew also, or thought that he
knew, that he had been as honest as the best of those companions.
As long as he could by any possibility raise money he had paid it

away, and by no false trick had he ever endeavoured to get it back
again. Had a little time been allowed him all would have been
paid ;—and all had been paid. He knew that by the rules of such
institutions time could not be granted ; but still he did not feel him-
self to have been a dishonest man. Yet he had been so disgraced
that he could hardly venture to walk about the streets of London in

the daylight. And then there came upon him, when he found him-
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self alone at Tretton, an irrepressible desire for gambling. It was
as though his throat were parched with an implacable thirst. He
walked about ever meditating certain fortunate turns of the cards, and
when he had worked himself up to some realisation of his old

excitement, he would remember that it was all a vain and empty
bubble. He had money in his pocket, and could rush up to

London if he would, and if he did so he could no doubt find some
coarse hell at which he could stake it till it would be all gone ; but
the gates of the A and the B and the C would be closed

against him. And he would then be driven to feel that he had
indeed fallen into the nethermost pit. Were he once to play at

such places as his mind painted to him he could never play at any
other. And yet when the day drew nigh on which he was to go to

London on his way to Buston, he did bethink himself where these

places were to be found. His throat was parched, and the thirst

upon him was extreme. Cards were the weapons he had used. He
had played ^carte, piquet, whist, and baccarat, with an occasional

night at some foolish game such as cribbage or vingt-et-un. Though
he had always lost, he had always played with men who had played
honestly. There is much that is in truth dishonest even in honest
play. A man who can keep himself sober after dinner, plays with

one who flusters himself with drink. The man with a trained

memory plays with him who cannot remember a card. The cool

man plays with the impetuous ;—the man who can hold his tongue,

with him who cannot but talk ; the man whose practised face will

tell no secrets, with him who loses a point every rubber by his

uncontrolled grimaces. And then there is the man who knows the

game, and plays with him who knows it not at all ! Of course,

the cool, the collected, the thoughtful, the practised, they who have
given up their whole souls to the study of cards, will play at a great

advantage, which in their calculations they do not fail to recognise.

See the man standing by and watching the table, and laying all the

bets he can on A and B as against C and D, and, however ignorant
you may be, you will soon become sure that A and B know the

game, whereas C and D are simply infants. That is all fair and
acknowledged ; but looking at it from a distance, as you lie under
your apple-trees in your orchard, far from the shout of " Two by
honours,^' you will come to doubt the honesty of making your
income after such a fashion.

Such as it is, Mountjoy sighed for it bitterly ;—sighed for it, but
could not see where it was to be found. He had a gentleman's
horror of those resorts in gin shops, or kept by the disciples of gin
shops, where he would surely be robbed,—which did not appal
him,—but robbed in bad company. Thinking of all this he went
up to London late in the afternoon, and spent an uncomfortable
evening in town. It was absolutely innocent as regarded the doings
of the night itself, but was terrible to him. There was a slow
drizzling rain, but not the less after dinner at his hotel he started

off to wander through the streets. With his great-coat and his

S 2
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umbrella he was almost hidden, and as he passed through Pall Mall,

up St. James's Street and along Piccadilly, he could pause and look
in at the accustomed door. He saw men entering whom he knew,
and knew that within five minutes they could be seated at their

tables. " I had an awfully heavy time of it last night," one said to

another as he went up the steps ; and Mountjoy, as he heard the
words, envied the speaker. Then he passed back and went again
a tour of all the clubs. What had he done that he, like a poor
Peri, should be unable to enter the gates of all these Paradises ?

He had now in his pocket fifty pounds. Could he have been made
absolutely certain that he would have lost it, he would have gone
into any Paradise, and have staked his money with that certainty.

At last, having turned up Waterloo Place, he saw a man standing
in the doorway of one of these palaces, and he was aware at once
that the man had seen him. He was a man of such a nature that

it would be impossible that he should have seen a worse. He was
a small, dry, good-looking little fellow, with a carefully preserved
moustache, and a head from the top of which age was beginning to

move the hair. He lived by cards, and lived well. He was called

Captain Vignolles, but it was only known of him that he was a
professional gambler. He probably never cheated. Men who play

at the clubs scarcely ever cheat. There are so many with whom
they play sharp enough to discover them, and with the discovered
gambler all in this World is over. Captain Vignolles never cheated

;

but he found that an obedience to those little rules which I have
named above stood him well in lieu of cheating. He was not known
to have any particular income, but he was known to live on the
best of everything as far as club-life was concerned.

He immediately followed Mountjoy down into the street and
greeted him. " Captain Scarborough, as I am a living man !

"

"Well, Vignolles ; how are you.'*"

'*And so you have come back once more to the land of the
living. I was awfully sorry for you, and think that they treated you
uncommonly harshly. As you've paid your money, of course they'll

let you in again." In answer to this Mountjoy had very little to

say ; but the interview ended by his accepting an invitation from
Captain Vignolles to supper for the following evening. If Captain
Scarborough would come at eleven o'clock Captain Vignolles would
ask a few fellows to meet him, and they would have,—^just a little

rubber of whist. Mountjoy knew well the nature of the man who
asked him, and understood perfectly what would be the result.

But there thrilled through his bosom as he accepted the invitation

a sense of joy which he could himself hardly understand.
On the following morning Mountjoy was up (for him) very early,

and, taking a return ticket, went down to Buston. He had written

to Mr. Prosper, sending his compliments, and saying that he would
do himself the honour of calling at a certain hour.

At the hour named he drove up at Buston Hall in a fly from
Buntingford Station, and was told by Matthew, the old butler, that
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his master was at home. If Captain Mountjoy would step into

the drawing-room, Mr. Prosper should be informed. Mountjoy
did as he was bidden, and after half-an-hour he was joined by
Mr. Prosper. "You have received a letter from my father," he
began by saying.

"A very long letter," said the squire of Buston.

I dare say ; I did not see it, and have, in fact, very little to

say as to its contents. I do not know indeed what they were."

"The letter refers to my nephew, Mr. Henry Annesley."
" I suppose so. What I have to say refers to Mr. Henry

Annesley also."

You are kind
;
very kind."

**
I don't know about that ; but I have come altogether at my

father's instance, and I think indeed that in fairness I ought to teil

you the truth as to what took place between me and your nephew."
" You are very good ; but your father has already given me his

account,—and I suppose yours."
" I don't know what my father may have done, but I think that

you ought to desire to hear from my lips an account of the trans-

action. An untrue account has been told to you."
" I have heard it all from your own brother."

**An untrue account has been told to you. I attacked your
nephew."

"What made you do that.'*" asked the squire.
" That has nothing to do with it ; but I did."
" I understood all that before."
" But you didn't understand that Mr. Annesley behaved per-

fectly well in all that occurred.'*
" Did he tell a lie about it afterwards

'*

" My brother no doubt lured him on to make an untrue
statement."

"A lie!"
" You may call it so if you will. If you think that Augustus

was to have it all his own way, I disagree with you altogether. In
point of fact, your nephew behaved through the whole of that

matter as well as a man could do. Practically he told no lie at all.

He did just what a man ought to do, and anything that you have
heard to the contrary is calumnious and false. As I am told that

you have been led by my brother's statement to disinherit your
nephew "

" I have done nothing of the kind."
" I am very glad to hear it. He has not at any rate deserved

it ; and I have felt it to be my duty to come and tell you."

Then Mountjoy retired, not without hospitality having been
coldly offered by Mr. Prosper, and went back to Buntingford and
to London. Now at last would come, he said to himself through
the whole of the afternoon, now at last would come a repetition of

those joys for which his very soul had sighed so eagerly.
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CHAPTER XLII.

CAPTAIN VIGNOLLES ENTERTAINS HIS FRIENDS.

MOUNTJOY, when he reached Captain Vignolles's rooms, was
received apparently with great indifference. " I didn't feel at

all sure you would come. But there is a bit of supper if you like

to stay. I saw Moody this morning, and he said he would look in

if he was passing this way. Now sit down and tell me what you
have been doing since you disappeared in that remarkable manner."
This was not at all what Mountjoy had expected, but he could
only sit down and say that he had done nothing in particular. Of
all the club men Captain VignoUes would be the worst with whom
to play alone during the entire evening. And Mountjoy remembered
now that he had never been inside four walls with Vignolles except

at a club. Vignolles regarded him simply as a piece of prey whom
chance had thrown upon the shore. And Moody, who would
no doubt show himself before long, was another bird of the same
covey, though less rapacious. Mountjoy put his hand up to his

breast-pocket, and knew that the fifty pounds were there, but
he knew also that it would soon be gone. Even to him it seemed
to be expedient to get up and at once to go. What delight would
there be to him in playing piquet with such a face opposite to him
as that of Captain Vignolles, or with such a one as that of old

Moody? There could be none of the brilliance of the room,
no pleasant hum of the voices of companions, no sense of his own
equality with others. There would be none to sympathise with him
when he cursed his ill-luck ; there would be no chance of con-
tending with an innocent who would be as reckless as was he
himself. He looked around. The room was gloomy and un-
comfortable. Captain Vignolles watched him, and was afraid

that his prey was about to escape. Won't you light a cigar?"
Mountjoy took the cigar, and then felt that he could not go quite

at once. " I suppose you went to Monaco?"
" I was there for a short time."
" Monaco isn't bad. Though there is of course the pull which

the tables have against you. But it's a grand thing to think that

skill can be of no avail. I often think that I ought to play nothing
bat rouge-et-noir."

" You ?

**Yes; I, I don't deny that Tm the luckiest fellow going.

But I never can remember cards. Of course I know my trade.

Every fellow knows his trade, and Fm up pretty nearly in all that

the books tell you."
" That's a great deal.'*

" Not when you come to play with men who know what play is.

Look at Grossengrannel. I'd sooner bet on him than any man in

London. Grossengrannel never forgets a card. I'll bet a hundred
pounds that he knows the best card in every suit throughout
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an entire day's play. That's his secret. He gives his mind to

it,—which I can't. Hang it! I'm always thinking of something
quite different, of what Tm going to eat, or that sort of thing.

Grossengrannel is always looking at the cards, and he wins the odd
rubber out of every eleven by his attention. Shall we have a
^ame of piquet ?

"

Now on the moment, in spite of all that he had felt during the
entire day, in the teeth of all his longings, in opposition to all his

thirst, Mountjoy for a minute or two did think that he could rise and
go. His father was about to put him on his legs again—if only he
would abstain. But Vignolles had the card-table open, with clean

packs, and chairs at the corners, before he could decide. "What
is it to be? Twos on the game, I suppose." But Mountjoy would
not play piquet. He named dearth, and asked that it might be
only ten shillings a game. It was many months now since he
had played a game of ^cartd. *' Oh, hang it

!

" said Vignolles,

still holding the pack in his hands. When thus appealed to

Mountjoy relented, and agreed that a pound should be staked
on each game. When they had played seven games Vignolles

had won but one pound, and expressed an opinion that that kind
of thing wouldn't suit them at all. " Schoolgirls would do better,"

he said. Then Mountjoy pushed back his chair as though to

go ; when the door opened and Major Moody entered the room.
'^Now we'll have a rubber at dummy," said Captain Vignolles.

Major Moody was a grey-headed old man of about sixty, who
played his cards with great attention, and never spoke a word—
either then or at any other period of his life. He was the most
taciturn of men, and was known not at all to any of his com-
panions. It was rumoured of him that he had a wife at home,
whom he kept in moderate comfort on his winnings. It seemed to

be the sole desire of his heart to play with reckless, foolish young
men, who up to a certain point did not care what they lost. He
was popular, as being always ready to oblige everyone, and, as was
frequently said of him, was the very soul of honour. He certainly

got no amusement from the play, working at it very hard—and very
constantly. No one ever saw him anywhere but at the club. At
eight o'clock he went home to dinner, let us hope to the wife of his

bosom, and at eleven he returned, and remained as long as there

were men to play with. A tedious and unsatisfactory hfe he had,
and it would have been well for him could his friends have pro-

cured on his behoof the comparative ease of a stool in a counting-
house. But, as no such Elysium was open to him, the major went
on accepting the smaller profits and the harder work of club life.

In what regiment he had been a major no one knew or cared
to inquire. He had been received as Major Moody for twenty
years or more, and twenty years is surely time enough to settle a
man's claim to a majority without reference to the Army List.

" How are you, Major Moody?" asked Mountjoy.
**Not much to boast of. I hope you're pretty well, Captain
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Scarborough." Beyond that there was no word of salutation, and
no reference to Mountjoy's wonderful absence.

"What's it to be? twos and tens.^" said Captain Vignolles,
arranging the cards and chairs.

" Not for me," said Mountjoy, who seemed to have been
enveloped by a most unusual prudence.

What ! are you afraid ;—you who used to fear neither man
nor devil }

"

"There is so much in not being accustomed to it," said Moui^N
joy. " I haven't played a game of whist since I don't know
when."

" Twos and tens is heavy against dummy," said Major Moody.
" ril take dummy if you like it," said Vignolles. Moody only

looked at him.
" We'll each have our own dummy, of course," said Mountjoy.
"Just as you please," said Vignolles. " Fm host here, and

of course will give way to anything you may propose. What's
it to be, Scarborough?"

"Pounds and fives. I shan't play higher than that." There
came across Mountjoy's mind as he stated the stakes for which he
consented to play a remembrance that in the old days he had
always been called Captain Scarborough by this man who now
left out the captain. Of course he had fallen since that,—fallen

very low. He ought to feel obliged to any man who had in

the old days been a member of the same club with him, who
would now greet him with the familiarity of his unadorned name.
But the remembrance of the old sounds came back upon his ear,

and the consciousness that before his father's treatment of him he
had been known to the world at large as Captain Scarborough
of Tretton.

" Well, well ;
pounds and fives," said Vignolles. It's better

than pottering away at ^cart^ at a pound a game. Of course

a man could win something if the games were to run all one way.
But where they alternate so quickly it amounts to nothing. You've
got the first dummy, Scarborough. Where will you sit ? Which
cards will you take ? I do believe that at whist everything depends
upon the cards,—or else on the hinges. I've known eleven

rubbers running to follow the hinges. People laugh at me because
I believe in luck. I speak as I find it ; that's all. You've turned

up an honour already. When a man begins with an honour he'll

always go on with honours. That's my observation. I know
you're pretty good at this game. Moody, so I'll leave it to you
to arrange the play, and will follow up as well as I can. You
lead up to the weak, of course." This was not said till the card
was out of his partner's hand. " But when your adversary has got

ace, king, queen in his own hand there is no weak. Well we've

saved that, and it's as much as we can expect. If I'd begun
by leading a trump it would have been all over with us. Won't
you light a cigar, Moody?"
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" I never smoke at cards/'
** That's all very well for the club, but you might relax a little

here. Scarborough will take another cigar." But even Mountjoy
was too prudent. He did not take the cigar, but he did win
the rubber. You're in for a good thing to night. I feel as
certain of it as though the money were in your pocket."

Mountjoy, though he would not smoke, did drink. What would
they have 1 asked Vignolles. There was champagne, and whisky,
and brandy. He was afraid there was no other wine. He opened
a bottle of champagne, and Mountjoy took the tumbler that was
filled for him. He always drank whisky and water himself. So
he said, and filled for himself a glass in which he poured a very
small allowance of alcohol. Major Moody asked for barley-water.

As there was none, he contented himself with sipping Apollinaris.

A close record of the events of that evening would make but a
tedious tale for readers. Mountjoy of course lost his fifty pounds.
Alas ! he lost much more than his fifty pounds. The old spirit

soon came upon him, and the remembrance of what his father was
to do for him passed away from him, and all thoughts of his

adversaries,—who and what they were. The major pertinaciously

refused to increase his stakes, and, worse again, refused to play for

anything but ready money. " It's a kind of thing I never do.

You may think me very odd, but it's a kind of thing I never do."
It was the longest speech he made through the entire evening.

Vignolles reminded him that he did in fact play on credit at

the club. " The committee look to that," he murmured, and shook
his head. Then Vignolles offered again to take the dummy, so

that there should be no necessity for Moody and Scarborough
to play against each other, and offered to give one point every
other rubber as the price to be paid for the advantage. But
Moody, whose success for the night was assured by the thirty

pounds which he had in his pocket, would come to no terms.
" You mean to say you're going to break us up," said Vignolles.
" That'll be hard on Scarborough."

" ril go on for money," said the immovable major.
" I suppose you won't have it out with me at double dummy,"

said Vignolles to his victim. *' But double dummy is a terrible

grind at this time of night." And he pushed all the cards up
together, so as to show that the amusement for the night was over.

He too saw the difficulty which Moody so pertinaciously avoided.
He had been told wondrous things of the old squire's intentions

towards his eldest son, but he had been told them only by that

eldest son himself. No doubt he could go on winning. Unless in

the teeth of a most obstinate run of cards, he would be sure

to win against Scarborough's apparent forgetfulness of all rules

and ignorance of the peculiarities of the game he was playing.

But he would more probably obtain payment of the two hundred
and thirty pounds now due to him,—that or nearly that,—than
of a larger sum. He already had in his possession the other
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twenty pounds which poor Mountjoy had brought with him. So
he let the victim go. Moody went first, and Vignolles then
demanded the performance of a small ceremony. "Just put your
name to that," said Vignolles. It was a written promise to pay
Captain Vignolles the exact sum of two hundred and twenty-seven
pounds on or before that day week. " You'll be punctual ; won't
you t

"

" Of course PU be punctual," said Mountjoy, scowling.

Well, yes ; no doubt. But there have been mistakes."
" I tell you, you'll be paid. Why the devil did you win it of me

if you doubt it t
"

" I saw you just roaming about, and I meant to be good-
natured."

*' You knew as well as any man what chances you should run,

and when to hold your hand. If you tell me about mistakes, I

shall make it personal."
" I didn't say anything, Scarborough, that ought to be taken up

in that way."
Hang your Scarborough ! When one gentleman talks to

another about mistakes he means something." Then he smashed
down his hat upon his head and left the room.

Vignolles emptied the bottle of champagne, in which one glass

was left, and sat himself down with the document in his hand.

Just the same fellow ! " he said to himself ;
" overbearing, reckless,

pigheaded, and a bully. He'd lose the Bank of England if he
had it. But then he don't pay ! He hasn't a scruple about that

!

If I lose I have to pay. By Jove, yes ! Never didn't pay a
shilling I lost in my life ! It's deuced hard when a fellow is on the

square like that to make two ends meet when he comes across

defaulters. Those fellows should be hung. They're the very
scum of the earth. Talk of welchers ! They're worse than any
welcher. Welcher is a thing you needn't have to do with if

you're careful. But when a fellow turns round upon you as a

defaulter at cards, there is no getting rid of him. Where the

play is all straightforward and honourable, a defaulter when he
shows himself ought to be well-nigh murdered."

Such were Captain Vignolles's plaints to himself as he sat

there looking at the suspicious document which Mountjoy had left

in his hands. To him it was a fact that he had been cruelly used
in haying such a bit of paper thrust upon him instead of being
paid by a cheque which on the morning would be honoured. And
as he thought of his own career ; his ready-money payments ; his

obedience to certain rules of the game,— rules, I mean, against

cheating ;—as he thought of his hands, which in his own estimation

were beautifully clean ; his diligence in his profession, which to

him was honourable ; his hard work ; his late hours ; his devotion

to a task which was often tedious ; his many periods of heart-

rending loss, which when they occurred would drive him nearly

mad ; his small customary gains ; his inability to put by anything
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for old age ; of the narrow edge by which he himself was oc-

casionally divided from defalcation, he spoke to himself of himself
as of an honest, hard-working, professional man upon whom the
world was peculiarly hard.

But Major Moody went home to his wife quite content with the
thirty pounds which he had won.

CHAPTER XLIII.

MR. PROSPER IS VISITED BY HIS LAWYERS.

Mr. Prosper had not been in good spirits at the time at whicH
Mountjoy Scarborough had visited him. He had received, some
time previously, a letter from Mr. Grey, as described in a previous

chapter, and had also known exactly what proposal had been
made by Mr. Grey to Messrs. Soames and Simpson. An equal
division of the lady's income, one half to go to the lady herself, and
the other half to Mr. Prosper, with an annuity of two hundred and
fifty pounds out of the estate for the lady if Mr. Prosper should
die first,—these were the terms which had been offered to Miss
Thoroughbung with the object of inducing her to become the wife

of Mr. Prosper. But to these terms Miss Thoroughbung had
declined to accede, and had gone about the arrangement of her
money matters in a most precise and business-like manner. A third

of her income she would give up since Mr. Prosper desired it, but
more than that she "would owe it to herself and her friends

to decline to abandon." The payment for the fish and the cham-
pagne must be omitted from any agreement on her part. As
to the ponies, and their harness, and the pony-carriage, she would
supply them. The ponies and the carriage would be indispensable

to her happiness. But the maintenance of the ponies must be left

to Mr. Prosper. As for the dower, she could not consent to accept
less than four hundred,—or five hundred if no house was to be
provided. She thought that seven hundred and fifty would be
little enough if there were no children, as in that case there was no
heir for whom Mr. Prosper was especially anxious. But as there

probably would be children, Miss Thoroughbung thought that this

was a matter to which Mr. Prosper would not give much considera-

tion. Throughout it all she maintained a beautiful equanimity,
and made two or three efforts to induce Mr. Prosper to repeat his

visit to Marmaduke Lodge. She herself wrote to him, saying that

she thought it odd that, considering their near alliance, he should
not come and see her. Once she said that she had heard that he
was ill, and offered to go to Buston Hall to visit him.

All this was extremely distressing to a gentleman of Mr. Prosper's
delicate feelings. As to the proposals in regard to money the
letters from Soames and Simpson to Grey and Barry, all of which
came down to Buston Hall, seemed to be innumerable. With Soames
and Simpson Mr. Prosper declined to have any personal com-
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munication. But every letter from the Buntingford attorneys was
accompanied by a further letter from the London attorneys, till the

correspondence became insupportable. Mr. Prosper was not strong
enough to stick firmly to his guns as planted for him by Messrs.
Grey and Barry. He did give way in some matters, and hence
arose renewed letters which nearly drove him mad. Messrs. Soames
and Simpson's client was wiUing to accept four hundred pounds
as the amount of the dower, without reference to the house, and to

this Mr. Prosper yielded. He did not much care about any heir

as yet unborn, and felt by no means so certain in regard to children

as did the lady. But he fought hard about the ponies. He could

not undertake that his wife should have ponies. That must be
left to him as master of the house. He thought that a pair of

carriage horses for her use would be sufficient. He had always
kept a carriage, and intended to do so. She might bring her
ponies if she pleased, but if he thought well to part with them
he would sell them. He found himself getting deeper and deeper
into the quagmire, till he began to doubt whether he should be
able to extricate himself unmarried if he were anxious to do so.

And all the while there came affectionate little notes from Miss
Thoroughbung asking after his health, and recommending him
what to take, till he entertained serious thoughts of going to Cairo
for the remainder of the winter.

Then Mr. Barry came down to see him after Mountjoy had
made his visit. It was now January, and the bargaining about
the marriage had gone on for more than two months. The letter

which he had received from the squire of Tretton had moved him ;

but he had told himself that the property was his own, and that he
had a right to enjoy it as he liked best. Whatever might have
been Harry's faults in regard to that midnight affair, it had cer-

tainly been true that he had declined to hear the sermons. Mr.
Prosper did not exactly mention the sermons to himself, but there

was present to him a feeling that his heir had been wilfully dis-

obedient, and the sermons no doubt had been the cause. When
he had read the old squire's letter he did not as yet wish to forgive

his nephew. He was becoming very tired of his courtship, but in

his estimation the wife would be better than the nephew. Though
he had been much put out by the precocity of that embrace, there

was nevertheless a sweetness about it which lingered on his lips.

Then Mountjoy had come down, and he had answered Mountjoy
very stoutly. "A lie!" he had exclaimed. "Did he tell a lie.'"*

he asked, as though all must be over with a young man who had
once allowed himself to depart from the rigid truth. Mountjoy had
made what excuse he could, but Mr. Prosper had been very stern.

On the very day after Mountjoy's coming Mr. Barry came. His
visit had been arranged, and Mr. Prosper was with great care pre-

pared to encounter him. He was wrapped in his best dressing-gown,

and Matthew had shaved him with the greatest care. The girls

over at the parsonage declared that their uncle had sent into
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Buntingford for a special pot of pomatum. The story was told to

young Thoroughbung in order that it might be passed on to his aunt,

and no doubt it did travel as it was intended. But Miss Thorough-
bung cared nothing for the pomatum with which the lawyer from
London was to be received. It would be very hard to laugh her
out of her lover while the title-deeds to Buston held good. But
Mr. Prosper had felt that it would be necessary to look his best, so
that his marriage might be justified in the eyes of the lawyer.

Mr. Barry was shown into the book-room at Buston, in which
Mr. Prosper was seated ready to receive him. The two gentlemen
had never before met each other, and Mr. Prosper did no doubt
assume something of the manner of an aristocratic owner of land.

He would not have done so had Mr. Grey come in his partner's

place. But there was a humility about Mr. Barry on an occasion
such as the present, which justified a little pride on the part of the

client. " I am sorry to give you the trouble to come down, Mr.
Barry," he said. " I hope the servant has shown you your room."

" I shall be back in London, to-day, Mr. Prosper, thank you. I

must see these lawyers here, and when I have received your final

instructions I will return to Buntingford." Then Mr. Prosper
pressed him much to stay. He had quite expected, he said, that

Mr. Barry would have done him the pleasure of remaining at any
rate one night at Buston. But Mr. Barry settled the question by
saying that he had not brought a dress-coat. Mr. Prosper did not
care to sit down to dinner with guests who did not bring their dress-

coats. And now," continued Mr. Barry, " what final instructions

are we to give to Soames and Simpson 1
"

" I don't think much of Messrs. Soames and Simpson.*'

I believe they have the name of being honest practitioners."
" I dare say ; I do not in the least doubt it. But they are people

to whom I am not at all desirous of intrusting my own private

affairs. Messrs. Soames and Simpson have not, I think, a large

county business. I had no idea that Miss Thoroughbung would
have put this affair into their hands.''

" Just so, Mr. Prosper. But I suppose it was necessary for her
to employ somebody. There has been a good deal of corre-

spondence."
" Indeed there has, Mr. Barry."
"It has not been our fault, Mr. Prosper. Now what we have

got to decide is this ;—what are the final terms which you mean to

propose ? I think, sir, the time has come when some final ternis

should be suggested."
" Just so. Final terms—must be what you call—the very last.

That is, when they have once been offered, you must—must "

"Just stick to them, Mr. Prosper."
" Exactly, Mr. Barry. That is what I intend. There is nothing

I dislike so much as this haggling about money,—especially with a
lady. Miss Thoroughbung is a lady for whom I have the highest
possible esteem.*'
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" That's of course.''

For whom, I repeat, I have the highest possible esteem. But
she has friends who have their own ideas as to money. The brewery
in Buntingford belongs to them, and they are very worthy people.

I should explain to you, Mr. Barry, as you are my confidential

adviser, that were I about to form a matrimonial alliance in the
heyday of my youth, I should probably not have thought of con-
necting myself with the Thoroughbungs. As I have said before

they are most respectable people. But they do not exactly belong
to that class in which I should under those circumstances have
looked for a wife. I might probably have ventured to ask for the
hand of the daughter of some county family. But years have
slipped by me, and now wishing in middle life to procure for

myself the comfort of wedded happiness, I have looked about, and
have found no one more likely to give it me than Miss Thorough-
bung. Her temper is excellent, and her person pleasing." Mr.
Prosper, as he said this, thought of the kiss which had been bestowed
upon him. " Her wit is vivacious, and I think that upon the whole
she will be desirable as a companion. She will not come to this

house empty-handed ; but of her pecuniary affairs you already
know so much that I need perhaps tell you nothing further. But
though I am exceedingly desirous to make this lady my wife, and
am, I may say, warmly attached to her, there are certain points

which I cannot sacrifice. Now about the ponies "

" I think I understand about the ponies. She may bring them
on trial."

" I'm not to be bound to keep any ponies at all. There are a
pair of carriage horses which must suffice. On second thoughts
she had better not bring the ponies." This decision had at last

come from some little doubt on his mind as to whether he was
treating Harry justly.

" And four hundred pounds is the sum fixed on for her jointure.'*
" She is to have her own money for her own life," said Mr.

Prosper.
" That's a matter of course."
*^ Don't you think that under these circumstances, four hundred

will be quite enough ?
"

" Quite enough if you ask me. But we must decide."
" Four hundred it shall be."

"And she is to have two-thirds of her own money for her own
expenses during your life ? " asked Mr. Barry.

" I don't see why she should want six hundred a year for her-

self ; I don't indeed. I am afraid it will only lead to extravagance !

"

Mr. Barry assumed a look of despair. " Of course, as I have said

so, I will not go back from my word. She shall have two-thirds.

But about the ponies my mind is quite made up. There shall be
no ponies at Buston. I hope you understand that, Mr. Barry."

Mr. Barry said that he did understand it well ; and then folding up
his papers prepared to go, congratulating himself that he would not

have to pass a long evening at Buston HalL
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But before he went, and when he had already put on his great-

coat in the hall, Mr. Prosper called him back to ask him one further

question. And for that purpose he shut the door carefully, and
uttered his words in a whisper. Did Mr. Barry know anything of

the hfe and recent adventures of Mr. Henry Annesley ? Mr. Barry
knew nothing ; but he thought that his partner, Mr. Grey, knew
something. He had heard Mr. Grey mention the name of Mr.
Henry Annesley. Then as he stood there enveloped in his great-

coat, with his horse standing in the cold, Mr. Prosper told him
much of the story of Harry Annesley, and asked him to induce

Mr. Grey to write and tell him what he thought of Harry's conduct.

CHAPTER XLIV.

MR. PROSPER'S troubles.

As Mr. Prosper sank into his armchair after the fatigue of the

interview with his lawyer, he reflected that when all was considered
Harry Annesley was an ungrateful pig,—it was thus he called him,
—and that Miss Thoroughbung had many attractions. Miss
Thoroughbung had probably done well to kiss him,—though the
enterprise had not been without its peculiar dangers. He often

thought of it when alone, and, as distance lent enchantment to the
view, he longed to have the experiment repeated. Perhaps she
had been right. And it would be a good thing, certainly, to have
dear little children of his own. Miss Thoroughbung jfelt very
certain on the subject, and it would be foolish for him to doubt*

T len he thought of the difference between a pretty fair-haired

little boy and that ungrateful pig, Harry Annesley. He told him-
self that he was very fond of children. The girls over at the
parsonage would not have said so, but they probably did not know
his character.

When Harry had come back with his fellowship his uncle had
for a few weeks been very proud of him,—had declared that he
should never be called upon to earn his bread, and had allowed
him two hundred and fifty pounds a year to begin with. But no
return had been made to this favour. Harry had walked in and
out of the Hall as though it had already belonged to him,—as
many a father delights to see his eldest son doing. But the uncle
in this instance had not taken any delight in seeing it. An uncle
is different from a father,—an uncle who has never had a child of
his own. He wanted deference, what he would have called respect

;

while Harry was at first prepared to give him a familiar affection

based on equality,—on an equality in money matters and worldly
interests, though I fear that Harry allowed to be seen his own
intellectual superiority. Mr. Prosper, though an ignorant man, and
by no means clever, was not such a fool as not to see all this.

Then had come the persistent refusal to hear the sermons, and Mr.
Prosper had sorrowfully declared to himself that his heir was not
the young man that he should have been. He did not then think
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of marrying, nor did he stop the allowance ; but he did feel that

his heir was not what he should have been. But then the terrible

disgrace of that night in London had occurred, and his eyes had
been altogether opened by that excellent young man, Mr. Augustus
Scarborough ; then he began to look about him. Then dim ideas
of the charms and immediate wealth of Miss Thoroughbung flitted

before his eyes, and he told himself again and again of the prospects
and undoubted good birth of Miss Puffle. Miss Puffle had dis-

graced herself, and therefore he had thrown Buston Hall at the feet

of Miss Thoroughbung.
But now he had heard stories about that excellent young man,

Augustus Scarborough," which had shaken his faith. He had been
able to exclaim indignantly that Harry Annesley had told a lie.

** A lie !
" He had been surprised to find that a young man who

had lived so much in the fashionable world as Captain Scarborough
had cared nothing for this. And as Miss Thoroughbung became
more and more exacting in regard to money, he thought, himself,

less and less of the lie. It might be well that Harry should
ultimately have the property, though he should never again be
taken into favour, and there should be no further question of the

allowance. As Miss Thoroughbung reiterated her demands for the

ponies, he began to feel that the acres of Buston would not be dis-

graced for ever by the telling of that lie. But the sermons remained,
and he would never willingly again see his nephew. As he turned
all this in his mind, the idea of spending what was left of the

winter at Cairo returned to him. He would go to Cairo for the

winter, and to the Italian lakes for the spring, and to Switzerland
for the summer. Then he might return to Cairo. At the present

moment Buston Hall and the neighbourhood of Buntingford had
few charms for him. He was afraid that Miss Thoroughbung
would not give way about the ponies ;—and against the ponies he
was resolved.

He was sitting in this state with a map before him, and with
the squire's letter upon the map, when Matthew, the butler, opened
the door and announced a visitor. As soon as Mr. Barry had gone
he had supported nature by a mutton-chop and a glass of sherry,

and the ddbris were now lying on the side-table. His first idea was
to bid Matthew at once remove the glass, and the bone, and the
unfinished potato, and the crust of bread. To be taken with such
remnants by any visitor would be bad, but by this visitor would be
dreadful. Lunch should be eaten in the dining-room, where chop-
bones and dirty glasses would be in their place. But here in his

book-room they would be disgraceful. But then as Matthew was
hurriedly collecting the two plates and the salt-cellar, his master
began to doubt whether this visitor should be received at alL It

was no other than Miss Thoroughbung.
Mr. Prosper, in order to excuse his slackness in calling on the

lady, had let it be known that he was not quite well, and Miss
Thoroughbung had responded to this move by otfering her services
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as nurse to her lover. He had then written to herself that though
he had been a little unwell, suffering from a cold in the chest, to

which at this inclement season of the year he was peculiarly

liable," he was not in need of anything beyond a little personal

attention, and would not trouble her for those services, for the offer

of which he was bound to be peculiarly grateful. Thus he had
thought to keep Miss Thoroughbung at a distance. But here she
was, with those hated ponies at his very door. Matthew," he said,

making a confidant in the distress of the moment of his butler,
**

I don't think I can see her "

"You must, sir ; indeed you must."
Must !

"

"Well; yes; Tm afraid so. Considering all things; the

materimonial prospects and the rest of it, 1 think you must, sir."

" She hasn't a right to come here, you know,—as yet." It will

be understood that Mr. Prosper was considerably discomposed
when he spoke with such familiar confidence to his servants. " She
needn't come in here at any rate."

" In the drawing-room, if I might be allowed to suggest, sir."

"Show Miss Thoroughbung into the drawing-room," said he
with all his dignity. Then Matthew retired, and the squire of

Buston felt that five minutes might be allowed to collect himself.

And the mutton-chop bone need not be removed.
When the five minutes were over, with slow steps he walked

across the intervening billiard-room, and slowly opened the
drawing-room door. Would she rush into his arms, and kiss him
again, as he entered? He sincerely hoped that there would be no
such attempt ; but if there were, he was sternly resolved to re-

pudiate it. There should be nothing of the kind till she had
clearly declared, and put it under writing by herself and her
lawyers, that she would consent to come to 13uston without the
ponies. But there was no such attempt.

"How do you do, Mr. Prosper?" she said in a loud voice,

standing up in the middle of the room. " Why don't you ever come
and see me? I take it very ill of you; and so does Miss
Tickle. There is no one more partial to you than Miss Tickle.

We were talking of you only last night over a despatched crab that
we had for supper." Did they have despatched crabs for supper
every night ? thought Mr. Prosper to himself. It was certainly a
strong reason against his marriage. " I told her that you had a
cold in your head."

" In my chest," said Mr. Prosper meekly.
Bother colds,* said Miss Tickle. ^ When people are keeping

company together they ought to see each other.' Those were Miss
Tickle's very words."

That it should be said of him, Mr. Prosper, of Buston, that he
was "keeping company" with any woman ! He almost resolved,
on the spur of the moment, that under no circumstances could he
now marry Miss Thoroughbung. But unfortunately his offer had

T
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been made, and the terms of the settlement, as suggested by
himself, placed in the hands of his lawyer. If Miss Thoroughbung
chose to hold him to his offer, he must marry her. It was not
that he feared an action for breach of promise, but that, as a
gentleman, it would behove him to be true to his word. He need
not, however, marry Miss Tickle. He had offered no terms in

respect to Miss Tickle. With great presence of mind he resolved
at once that Miss Tickle should never find a permanent resting-

place for her foot at Buston Hall. " I am extremely indebted to

Miss Tickle," said he.
" Why haven't you come over just to have a little chat in a

friendly way ? It's all because of those stupid lawyers, I suppose.
What need you and I care for the lawyers ? They can do their

work without troubling us, except that they will be sure to send in

their bills fast enough."
I have had Mr. Barry, from the firm of Messrs. Grey and

Barry, of Lincoln's Inn, with me this morning."
" I know you have. I saw the little man at Soames and

Simpson's, and drove out here immediately, after five minutes*
conversation. Now, Mr. Prosper, you must let me have those
ponies

"

That was the very thing which he was determined not to do.

The ponies grew in imagination, and became enormous horses
capable of consuming any amount of oats. Mr. Prosper was not

of a stingy nature, but he had already perceived that his escape, if

it were effected, must be made good by means of those ponies. A
steady old pair of carriage horses had been kept by him, and by
his father before him, and he was not going to be driven out of the

old family ways by a brewer's daughter. And he had but that

morning instructed his lawyer to stand out against the ponies.

He felt that this was the moment for firmness. Now, this

instant, he must be staunch, or he would be saddled with this

woman,—and with Miss Tickle,— for the whole of his life. She
had left him no time for consideration, but had come upon
him as soon almost as the words spoken to the lawyer had been out

of his mouth. But he would be firm. Miss Thoroughbung opened
out instantly about the ponies, and he at once resolved that he would
be firm. But was it not very indelicate on her part to come to him
and to press him in this manner ? He began to hope that she also

would be firm about the ponies, and that in this way the separation

might be effecled. At the present moment he stood dumb. Silence

would not in this case be considered as giving consent. Now,
like a good man, do say that I shall have the ponies," she con-

tinued. " I can keep 'em out of my own money, you know, if that's

all.'' He perceived at once that the offer amounted to a certain

yielding on her part, but he was no longer anxious that she should
give way. Do'ee now say yes, like a dear old boy." She came
closer to him, and took hold of his arm, as though she were going

to perform that other ceremony. But he was fully aware of the
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danjrer. If there came to be kissing between them it would be im-

possible for him to go back afterwards, in such a manner but that

the blame of the kiss should rest with him. When he should desire

to be " off," he could not plead that the kissing had been all her

doing. A man in Mr. Prosper's position has difficulties among
which he must be very wary. And then the ridicule of the world is

so strong a weapon, and is always worst on the side of the women.
He gave a little start, but he did not at once shake her off. What's
the objection to the ponies, dear ?

'*

Two pair of horses ! It's more than we ought to keep.*' He
should not have said we." He felt, when it was too late, that he
should not have said we."

*' They arn't horses."
" It's the same as far as the stables are concerned."

"But there's room enough, Lord bless you ! I've been in to

look. I can assure you that Dr. Stubbs says they are required for

my health. You ask him else. It's just what I'm up to,—is driving.

I've only taken to them lately, and I cannot bring myself to give

'em up. Do'ee, love. You're not going to throw over your own
Matilda for a couple of little beasts like that !

"

Every word that came out of her mouth was an offence. But
he could not tell her so ; nor could he reject her on that score. He
should have thought beforehand what kind of words might probably
come out of her mouth. Was her name Matilda } Of course he
knew the fact. Had anyone asked him he could have said, with

two minutes' consideration, that her name was Matilda. But it

had never become familiar to his ears, and now she spoke of it as

though he had called her Matilda since their earliest youth. And
to be called " Love !

" It might be very nice when he had first

called her " Love " a dozen times. But now it sounded extravagant,

—and almost indelicate. And he was about to throw her over for

a couple of little beasts. He felt that that was his intention, and he
blushed because it was so. He was a true gentleman, who would
not willingly depart from his word. If he must go on with the

ponies, he must. But he had never yet yielded about the ponies.

He felt now that they were his only hope. But as the difficulties of

his position pressed upon him, the sweat stood out upon his brow.
She saw it all and understood it all, and deliberately determined to

take advantage of his weakness. " I don't think that there is any-
thing else astray between us. We've settled about the jointure,

—

four hundred a year. It's too little, Soames and Simpson say \ but
Fm soft and in love, you know." Here she leered at him, and he
began to hate her. " You oughtn't to want a third of my income,
you know. But you're to be lord and master, and you must have
your own way. All that's settled."

"There is Miss Tickle," he said in a voice that was almost
cadaverous.

" Miss Tickle is of course to come. You said that from the
very first moment when you made the offer."

T 2
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"Never!"
** Oh, Peter ! how can you say so ? " He shrank visibly from the

sound of his own Christian-name. But she determined to persevere.
The time must come when she should call him Peter, and why not
commence the practice now at once ? Lovers always do call each
other Peter and Matilda. She wasn't going to stand any nonsense,
and if he intended to marry her, and use a large proportion of her
fortune, Peter he should be to her. " You did, Peter. You know
you told me how much attached you were to her."

" I didn't say anything about her coming with you."
Oh, Peter ! how can you be so cruel 1 Do you mean to say

that you will deprive me of the friend of my youth
" At any rate, there shall never be a pony come into my yard."

He knew when he made this assertion that he was abandoning his

objection to Miss Tickle. She had called him cruel, and his con-
science told him that if he received Miss Thoroughbung and refused

admission to Miss Tickle, he would be cruel. Miss Tickle, for

aught that he knew, might have been the friend of her youth. At
any rate, they had been constant companions for many years.

Therefore, as he had another solid ground on which to stand, he
could afford to yield as to Miss Tickle. But as he did so, he re-

membered that Miss Tickle had accused him of " keeping com-
pany," and he declared to himself that it would be impossible to

live in the same house with her.

But Miss Tickle may come," said Miss Thoroughbung. Was
the solid ground, the rock, as he believed it to be, of the ponies,

about to sink beneath his feet Say that Miss Tickle may come.
I should be nothing without Miss Tickle. You cannot be so hard-
hearted as that."

" I don't see what is the good of talking about Miss Tickle till

we have come to some settlement about the ponies. You say that

you must have the ponies. To tell you the truth. Miss Thorough-
bung, I don't like any such word as 'must.* And a good many
things have occurred to me."

^* What kind of things, dearie ?"

" I think you are inclined to be—gay.*'
" Me,—gay !

"

"While I am sober, and perhaps a little grave in my manners
of life. I am thinking only of domestic happiness, while your
mind is intent upon social circles. I fear that you would look for

your bliss abroad."
In France or Germany ?"

"When I say abroad, I mean out of your own house. There is

perhaps some discrepancy of taste of which I ought earlier to have
taken cognisance."

"Nothing of the kind," said Miss Thoroughbung. " I am quite

content to live at home, and do not want to go abroad, either to

France, nor yet to any other English county. I should never ask for

anything, unless it be for a single month in London."
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Here was a ground upon which he perhaps could make his

ground. "Quite impossible," said Mr. Prosper.

"Or for a fortnight," said Miss Thoroughbung.
" I never go up to London except on business.'*

" But I might go alone, you know,—with Miss Tickle. I

shouldn't want to drag you away. I have always been in the habit

of having a few weeks in London about the Exhibition time."
" I shouldn't wish to be left by my wife."

"Of course we could manage all that. We're not to settle

every little thing beforehand, and put it into the deeds. A precious

sum we should have to pay the lawyers."

It's as well we should understand each other."
" I think it pretty nearly is all settled that has to go into the

deeds. I thought I'd just run over after seeing Mr. Barry, and
give the final touch. If you'll give way, dear, about Miss Tickle

and the ponies, I'll yield in everything else. Nothing surely can be
fairer than that."

He knew that he was playing the hypocrite, and he knew also

that it did not become him as a gentleman to be false to a woman.
He was aware that from minute to minute, and almost from word
to word, he was becoming ever more and more averse to this

match whi( h he had proposed to himself. And he knew that in

honesty he ought to tell her that it was so. It was not honest in

him to endeavour to get rid of her by a side blow, as it were. And
yet this was the attempt which he had hitherto been making.
But how was he to tell her the truth ? Even Mr. Barry had not
understood the state of his mind. Indeed his mind had altered

since he had seen Mr. Barry. He had heard within the last half

hour many words spoken by Miss Thoroughbung which proved
that she was altogether unfit to be his wife. It was a dreadful mis-
fortune that he should have rushed into such peril ; but was he not
bound as a gentleman to tell her the truth? "Say that I shall

have Jemima Tickle ? " The added horrors of the Christian-name
operated upon him with additional force. Was he to be doomed to

have the word Jemima holloaed about his rooms and staircases for

the rest of his life.^* And she had given up the ponies and was
taking her stand upon Miss Tickle, as to whom at last he would be
bound to give way. He could see now that he should have
demanded her whole income, and have allowed her little or no
jointure. That would have been grasping, monstrous, altogether
impracticable ; but it would not have been ungentlemanlike. This
chaffering about little things was altogether at variance with his

tastes ; and it would be futile. He must summon courage to tell

her that he no longer wished for the match ; but he could not do it

on this morning. Then,—for that morning,—some benign god
preserved him.

Matthew came into the room and whispered into his ear that a
gentleman wished to see him. "What gentleman.?" Matthew
again whispered that it was his brother-in-law. " Show him in,"
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said Mr. Prosper with a sudden courage. He had not seen Mr,
Annesley since the day of his actual quarrel with Harry. *'

I shall

have the ponies," said Miss Thoroughbung during the moment
that was allowed to her.

"We are interrupted now. I am afraid that the rest of this

interview must be postponed." It should never be renewed, though
he might have to leave the country for ever. Of that he gave
himself assurance. Then the parson was shown into the room.

The constrained introduction was very painful to Mr. Prosper,

but was not at all disagreeable to the lady. " Mr. Annesley knows
me very well. We are quite old friends. Joe is going to marry
his eldest girl. I hope Molly is quite well.'' The rector said that

Molly was quite well. When he had come away from home just

now he had left Joe at the parsonage. You'll find him there a
deal oftener than at the brewery," said Miss Thoroughbung. "You
know what we're going to do, Mr. Annesley. There are no fools

like old fools." A thunder-black cloud came across Mr. Prosper's

face. That this woman should dare to call him an old fool ! W^e
wei e discussing a few of our future arrangements. We've arranged
everything about money in the most amicable manner, and now
there is merely a question of a pair of ponies."

"We need not trouble Mr. Annesley about that, I think."

"And Miss Tickle! Pm sure the rector will agree with me
that old friends like me and Miss Tickle ought not to be separated.

And it isn't as though there was any dislike between them, because
he has already said that he finds Miss Tickle charming."

"Damn Miss Tickle!" he said ;—whereupon the rector looked
astonished, and Miss Thoroughbung jumped a foot from oft the

ground. " I beg the lady's pardon," said Mr. Prosper piteously,

"and yours. Miss Thoroughbung;—and yours, Mr. Annesley."
It was as though a new revelation of character had been given.

No one, except Matthew, had ever heard the squire of Buston
swear. And with Matthew the cursings had been by no means
frequent, and had been addressed generally to some article of his

clothing or to some morsel of food prepared with less than the

usual care. But now the oath had been directed against a female,

and the chosen friend of his betrothed. And it had been uttered

in the presence of a clergyman, his brother-in-law, and the rector

of his parish. Mr. Prosper felt that he was disgraced for ever.

Could he have overheard them laughing over his ebullition in the

rectory drawing-room half an hour afterwards, and almost praising

his violence, some part of the pain might have been removed. As
it was he felt at the time that he was disgraced for ever.

"We will return to the subject when next we meet,'* said Miss
Thoroughbung.

" I am very sorry that I should so far have forgotten myself,"

said Mr. Prosper, "but "

" It does not signify ;—not as far as I am concerned ;" and she
made a little motion to the clergyman, half bow and half curtsy.
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Mr. Annesley bowed in return, as though declaring that neither did

it signily very much as far as he was concerned. Then she left the

room, and Matthew handed her into the carriage, when she took
the ponies in hand with quite as much composure as though her
friend had not been sworn at.

** Upon my word, sir," said Prosper, as soon as the door was
shut, " 1 beg your pardon. But I was so moved by certain things
which have occurred that I was carried much beyond my usual
habits."

*' Don't mention it."

**It is peculiarly distressing to me, that I should have been
induced to forget myself in the presence of a clergyman of the
parish and my brother-in-law. But I must beg you to forget it."

Oh, certainly. I will tell you now why I have come over. *

" I can assure you that such is not my habit," continued Mr.
Prosper, who was thinking much more of the unaccustomed oath
which he had sworn, than of his brother-in-law's visit, strange as it

was. " No one as a rule is more guarded in his expressions than
I am. How it should have come to pass that I was so stirred I can
hardly tell. But Miss Thoroughbung had said certain words which
had moved me very much." She had called him '* Peter," and
" dearie," and had spoken of him as "keeping company " with her.

All these disgusting terms of endearment he could not repeat to

his brother-in-law ; but felt it necessary to allude to them.
" i trust that you may be happy with her, when she is your

wife."
" I can't say. I really don't know. It's a very important step

to take at my age ; and 1 am not quite sure that I should be
doing wisely."

*' It is not too late," said Mr. Annesley.
" I don't know. I can't quite say." Then Mr. Prosper drew

himself up, remembering that it would not become him to discuss

the matter of his marriage with the father of his heir.

" I have come over here," said Mr. Annesley, "to say a few
words about Harry." Mr. Prosper again drew himself up. Of
course you're aware that Harry is at present living with us." Here
Mr. Prosper bowed. " Of course, in his altered circumstances, it

will not do that he shall be idle, and yet he does not hke to take a
final step without letting you know what it is." Here Mr. Prosper
bowed twice. "There is a gentleman of fortune going out to the

United States on a mission which will probably occupy him for

four or five years. I am not exactly warranted in mentioning his

name ; but he has taken in hand a political project of much im-
portance." Again Mr. Prosper bowed. "Now, he has offered to

Harry the place of private secretary, on condition that Harry will

undertake to stay the entire term. He is to have a salary of three
hundred a year, and his travelling expenses will of course be paid
for him. If he goes, poor boy, he will in all probability remain in

his new home and become a citizen of the United States. Under
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these circumstances I have thought it best to step up and tell you
in a friendly manner what his plans are.'' Then he had told his

tale, and Mr. Prosper again bowed.
The rector had been very crafty. There was no doubt about

the wealthy gentleman with the American project, and the salary

had been offered. But in other respects there had been some little

exaggeration. It was well known to the rector that Mr. Prosper
regarded America and all her institutions with a religious hated.

An American was to him an ignorant, impudent, foul-mouthed,
fraudulent creature, to have any acquaintance with whom was a
disgrace. Could he have had his way, he would have reconstituted

the United States as British Colonies at a moment's notice. Were
he to die without having begotten another heir, Buston must be-

come the property of Harry Annesley ; and it would be dreadful to

him to think that Buston should be owned by an American citizen.

The salary offered is too good to be abandoned," said Mr.
Annesley when he saw the effect which his story had produced.

" Everything is going against me," exclaimed Mr. Prosper.
*• Well ; I will not talk about that. I did not come here to

discuss Harry or his sins ;—nor, for the matter of that, his virtues.

But I felt it would be improper to let him go upon his journey

without communicating with you.'' So saying he took his departure

and walked back to the rectory.

CHAPTER XLV,

A DETERMINED YOUNG LADY.

When this offer had been made to Harry Annesley he found it to

be absolutely necessary that he should write a further letter to

Florence. He was quite aware that he had been forbidden to write.

He had written one letter since that order had been given to him,
and no reply had come to him. He had not expected a reply ; but

still her silence had been grievous to him. It might be that she
was angry with him, really angry. But let that be as it might, he
could not go to America, and be absent for so long a period, with-

out telling her. She and her mother were still at Brussels when
January came. Mrs. Mountjoy had gone there, as he had under-
stood, for a month, and was still at the Embassy when three months
had passed. " I thmk I shall stay here the winter," Mrs. Mountjoy
had said to Sir Magnus, " but we will take lodgings. I see that

very nice sets of apartments are to be let." But Sir Magnus would
not hear of this. He said, and said truly, that the ministerial

house was large ; and at last he declared the honest truth. His
sister-in-law had been very kind to him about money, and had said

not a word on that troubled subject since her arrival. Mrs.
Mountjoy, with that delicacy which still belongs to some English
ladies, would have suffered extreme poverty rather than have spoken
on such a matter. In truth she suffered nothing, and hardly
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thought about it. But Sir Magnus was grateful, and told her that

if she went to look for lodgings he should go to the lodgings and
say that they were not wanted. There!'ore Mrs. Mountjoy remained
where she was, entertaining a feeling of increased good-will
towards Sir Magnus.

Life went on rather sadly with Florence. Anderson was as
good as his word. He pleaded his own cause no further, telling

both Sir Magnus and Lady Mountjoy of the pledge he had made.
He did in fact tell two or three other persons, regarding himself as
a martyr to chivalry. All this time he went about his business
looking very wretched. But though he did not speak for himself,

he could not hinder others from speaking for him. Sir Magnus
took occasion to say a word on the subject once daily to his niece.

Her mother was constant in her attacks. But Lady Mountjoy was
the severest of the three, and was accounted by Florence as her
bitterest enemy. The words which passed between them were not
the most affectionate in the world. Lady Mountjoy would call her
*^ miss," to which Florence would reply by addressing her aunt as
" my lady." " Why do you call me my lady 1 It isn't usual in

common conversation." *' Why do you call me miss 1 If you
cease to call me miss, I'll cease to call you my lady." But no
reverence was paid by the girl to the wife of the British Minister.

It was this that Lady Mountjoy specially felt,—as she explained to

her companion, Miss Abbott. Then another cause for trouble

sprang up during the winter, of which mention must be made
further on. The result was that Florence was instant with her
mother to take her back to England.

We will return, however, to Harry Annesley, and give the letter,

verbatim, which he wrote to Florence :

"Dear Florence,
" I wonder whether you ever think of me, or ever remember

that I exist. I know you do. I cannot have been forgotten like

that. And you yourself are the truest girl that ever owned to

loving a man. But there comes a chill across my heart when I

think how long it is since I wrote to you, and that I have not had
a line even to acknowledge my letter. You bade me not to write,

and you have not even forgiven me for disobeying your order. I

cannot but get stupid ideas into my mind, which one word from
you would dissipate.

Now, however, I must write again, order or no order.

Between a man and a woman, circumstanced as you and I, things

will arise which make it incumbent on one or the other to write, it

is absolutely necessary that you should now know what are my
intentions, and understand the reasons which have actuated me.
I have found myself left in a most unfortunate condition by my
uncle's folly. He is going on with a stupid marriage for the purpose
of disinheriting me, and has in the meantime stopped the allowance
which he had made me since I left college. Of course I have no
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absolute claim on him. But I cannot understand how he can
reconcile himself to do so, when he himself prevented my going to
the Bar, saying that it would be unnecessary.

" But so it is, and I am driven to look about for myself. It is

very hard at my time of life to find an opening in any profession. I

think I told you before that I had ideas of going to Cambridge and
endeavouring to get pupils, trusting to my fellowship rather than to

my acquirements. But this I have always looked upon with great
dislike, and would only have taken to it if nothing else was to be had.
Now there has come forward an old college acquaintance, a man
who is three or four years my senior, who has offered to take me to

America as his private secretary. He proposes to remain therefor
three years. I of course shall not bind myself to stay as long ; but
I may not improbably do so. He is to pay my expenses and to

give me a salary of three hundred a year. This will perhaps lead
to nothing else ; but it will for the present be better than nothing.

I am to start in just a month from the present time.

**Now you know it all except that the man's name is Sir

William Crook. He is a decent sort of fellow, and has got a wife

who is to go with him. He is the hardest-working man I know,
but between you and me he will never set the Thames on fire. If

the Thames is to be illumined at all, I rather think that I shall be
expected to do it.

Now, my own one, what am I to say about you, and of myself,

as your husband that is to be t Will you wait, at any rate, for three

years, with the conviction that the three years will too probably end
in your having to wait again 1

I do feel that in my altered position I ought to give you back
your troth, and tell you that things shall be as they used to be
before that happy night at Mrs. Armitage's party. I do not know
but that it is clearly my duty. I almost think that it is. But I am
sure of this,—that it is the one thing in the world that I cannot do.

1 don't think that a man ought to be asked to tear himself altogether

in pieces, because someone else has ill-treated him. At any rate I

cannot. If you say that it must be so, you shall say it. I don't

suppose it will kill me, but it will go a long way.
In writing so far I have not said a word of love, because, as

far as I understand you, that is the subject on which you expect

me to be silent. When you order me not to write, I suppose
you intend that I am to write no love-letter. This, therefore, you
will take simply as a matter of business, and as such, I suppose you
will acknowledge it. In this way 1 shall at any rate see your
handwriting.—Yours affectionately,

" Harry Annesley."

Harry, when he wrote this letter, considered that it had been
cold, calm, and philosophical. He could not go to America for

three years without telling her of his purpose, nor could he mention
that purpose, as he thought, in any language less glowing. But
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Florence, when she 'received it, did not req-ard it in the same light.

To her thinking the letter was full of love, and of love expressed
in the warmest possible language. "Sir William Crook!" she
said to herself. " What can he want of Harry in America for

three years? I am sure he- is a stupid man. Will I wait? Of
course I will wait. What are three years? And why should I

not wait? But for the matter of that " Then thoughts
came into her mind which even to herself she could not express in

words. Sir William Crook had got a wife, and why should not

Harry take a wife also ? She did not see why a private secretary

should not be a married man ; and as for money there would be
plenty for such a style of life as they would live. She could not

exactly propose this, but she thought that, if she were to see Harry
just for one short interview before he started, he might probably then
propose it himself.

Things be as they used to be," she exclaimed to herself.
" Never ! Things cannot be as they used to be. I know what is

his duty. It is his duty not to think of anything of the kind.

Remember that he exists," she said, turning back to the earlier

words of the letter. That of course is his joke. I wonder
whether he knows that every moment of my life is devoted to him.
Of course I bade him not to write. But I can tell him now, that

I have never gone to bed without his letter beneath my pillow."

This and much more of the same kind was uttered in soliloquies,

but need not be repeated at length to the reader.

But she had to think what steps she must first take. She must
tell her mother of Harry's intention. She had never for an instant

allowed her mother to think that her affection had dwindled, or her
purpose failed her. She was engaged to marry Harry Annesley,
and marry him some day she would. That her mother should be
sure of that, was the immediate purpose of her life. And in

carrying out that purpose she must acquaint her mother with the

news which this letter had brought to her. " Mamma, I have got
something to tell vou."

" Well, my dear."

Harry Annesley is going to America." There was something
pleasing to Mrs. Mountjoy in the sound of these words. If Harry
Annesley went to America, he might be drowned, or it might more
probably be that he would never come back. America was, to her
imagination, a long way off. Lovers did not go to America, except
with the intention of deserting their lady-loves. Such were her
ideas. She felt at the moment that Florence would be more easily

approached in reference either to her cousin Mountjoy or to

Mr. Anderson. Another lover had sprung up too in Brussels of
whom a word shall be said by-and-by. If her Harry, the pernicious
Harry, should have taken himself to America, the chances of all

these three gentlemen would be improved. Any one of them
would now be accepted by Mrs. Mountjoy as a bar, fatal to Harry
Annesley. Mountjoy was again the favourite with her. She had
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heard that he had returned to Tretton, and was living amicably with

his father. She knew even of the income allotted to him for the

present,—of the six hundred pounds a year, and had told P'lorence

that as a preliminary income it was more than double that two
hundred and fifty pounds which had been taken away from Harry,
—^taken away never to be restored. There was not much in this

argument, but still she thought it well to use it. The captain was
living with his father, and she did not believe a word about the

entail having been done away with. It was certain that Harry's

uncle had quarrelled with him, and she did understand that a baby
at Buston would altogether rob Harry of his chance. And then,

look at the difference in the properties ! It was thus that she

argued the matter. But in truth her word had been pledged
to Mountjoy Scarborough, and Mountjoy Scarborough had ever

been a favourite with her. Though she could talk about the money,
it was not the money that touched her feelings. " Well ; —he may
go to America. It is a dreadful destiny for a young man, but in his

case it may be the best thing that he can do."

Of course he intends to come back again.''

" That is as it may be.''

** I do not understand what you mean by a dreadful destiny,

mamma. I don't see that it is a destiny at all. He is getting a
very good offer for a year or two, and thinks it best to take it. I

might go with him for that matter."

A thunderbolt had fallen at Mrs. Mountjoy's feet ! Florence
go with him to America ! Among all the trials which had come
upon her with reference to this young man there had been nothing
so bad as this proposal. Go with him ! The young man was to

start in a month ! Then she began to think whether it would be
within her power to stop her daughter. What would all the world
be to her with one daughter, and she in America married to Harry
Annesley ? Her quarrel with Florence was not at all as was the

quarrel of Lady Mountjoy. Lady Mountjoy would be glad to get

rid of the girl, whom she thought to be impertinent and believed to be
false. But to her mother Florence was the very apple of her eye.

It was because she thought Mountjoy Scarborough was a grand
fellow, and because she thought all manner of evil of Harry
Annesley, that she wished Florence to marry her cousin, and to

separate herself for ever from the other. When she had heard that

Harry was to go to America she had rejoiced,—as though he was
to be transported to Botany Bay. Her ideas were old-fashioned.

But when it was hinted that Florence was to go with him she nearly

fell to the ground.
Florence certainly had behaved badly in making the suggestion.

She had not intended to make it ; had not in truth thought of it.

But when her mother talked of Harry's destiny, as though some
terrible evil had come upon him,—as though she were speaking of

a poor wretch condemned to be hanged when all chances of a
reprieve were over,—then her spirit rose within in. She had not
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meant to say that she was going. Harry had never asked her

to go. " If you talk of his destiny I am quite prepared to share it

with him." That was her meaning. But her mother already saw
her only child in the hands of those American savages. She threw
herself on to a sofa, buried her face in hands, and burst into tears.

" I don't say that I am going, mamma."
"My darling, my dearest, my child.'*

" Only that there is no reason why I shouldn't, except that it

would not suit him. At least I suppose it would not."
*' Has he said so ?"

"He has said nothing about it."

"Thank Heaven for that. He does not intend to rob me
of my child."

" But, mamma, I am to be his wife."

"No, no, no !"

"It is that that I want to make you understand. You know
nothing of his character

;
nothmg."

" I do know that he told a base falsehood."

"Nothing of the kind! I will not admit it. It is of no use
going into that again, but there was nothing base about it. He
has got an appointment in the United States, and is going out

to do the work. He has not asked me to go with him. The
two things would probably not be compatible." Here Mrs. Mount-
joy rose from the sofa and embraced her child, as though liberated

from her deepest grief " But, mamma, you must remember this,

—that I have given my word, and will never be induced to abandon
it." Here her mother threw up her hands and again began to

weep. "Either today or tomorrow, or ten years hence,— if he
will wait as long I will,—we shall be married. As far as I can see
we need not wait ten years, or perhaps more than one or two.

My money will suffice for us."
" He proposes to live upon you ?"
" He proposes nothing of the kind. He is going to America

because he will not propose it. Nor am I proposing it,—just

at present."

"At any rate I am glad of that."

"And now, mamma, you must take me back home as soon
as possible."

" When he has started."

"No, mamma. I must be there before he starts. I cannot
let him go without seeing him. If I am to remain here, here
he must come."

" Your uncle would never receive him."
" I should receive him."
This was dreadful ;—this flying into actual disobedience. What-

ever did she mean ? Where was she to receive him t " How could
you receive a young man in opposition to the wishes, and indeed
to the commands, of all your friends

"

" I'm not going to be at all shamefaced about it, mamma.
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I am the woman he has selected to be his wife, and he is the
man I have selected to be my husband. If he were coming, I

should go to my uncle and ask to have him received/'
" Think of your aunt/'
" Yes ; I do think of her. My aunt would make herself very

disagreeable. Upon the whole, mamma, I think it would be best

that you should take me back to England. There is this M. Gras-
cour here, who is a great trouble, and you may be sure of this, that

I intend to see Harry Annesley before he starts for America."
So the interview was ended ; but Mrs. Mountjoy was left greatly

in doubt as to what she might best do. She felt sure that were
Annesley to come to Brussels, Florence would see him,—would see
him in spite of all her uncle and aunt, and Mr. Anderson, and
M. Grascour could do to prevent it. That reprobate young man
would force his way into the Embassy, or Florence would force

her way out. In either case there would be a terrible scene. But
if she were to take Florence back to Cheltenham, interviews to any
extent would be arranged for at the house of Mrs. Armitage. As
she thought of all this, the idea came across her, that when a
young girl is determined to be married nothing can prevent it.

Florence in the meantime wrote an immediate answer to her
lover, as follows ;

"Dear Harry,
Of course you were entitled to write when there was

something to be said which it was necessary that 1 should know.
When you have simply to say that you love me, I know that well

enough without any further telling.
*' Go to America for three years ! It is very, very serious. But

of course you must know best, and I shall not attempt to interfere.

What are three years to you and me? If we were rich people
of course we should not wait ; but as we are poor, of course we
must act as do other people who are poor. I have about four

hundred a year ; and it is for you to say how far that may be
sufficient. If you think so, you will not find that I shall want more.

But there is one thing necessary before you start. I must
see you. There is no reason on earth for our remaining here,

—

except that mamma has not made up her mind. If she will consent
to go back before you start, it will be best so. Otherwise you must
take the trouble to come here,—where I am afraid you will not be
received as a welcome guest. I have told mamma that if I cannot
see you here in a manner that is becoming, I shall go out and meet
you in the streets, in a manner that is unbecoming.

** Your alYectionate—wife that is to be,

"Florence Mountjoy.**

This letter she took to her mother, and read aloud to her

in her own room. Mrs. Mountjoy could only implore that it

might not be sent ; but prevailed not at all.
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"There is not a word in it about love," said Florence. "It

is simply a matter of business, and as such I must send it.

I do not suppose my uncle will go to the length of attempting

to lock me up. He would, I think, find it difficult to do so." There
was a look in Florence's face as she said this which altogether

silenced her mother. She did not think that Sir Magnus would
consent to lock Florence up, and she did think that were he to

attempt to do so, he would find the task very difficult.

CHAPTER XLVI.

MONSIEUR GRASCOUR.

M. Grascour was a Belgian about forty years old, who looked as

though he were no more than thirty, except that his hair was in

patches beginning to be a little gray. He was in the government
service of his country, well educated, and thoroughly a gentleman.
As is the case with many Belgians, he would have been taken to

be an Englishman were his country not known. He had dressed
himself in English mirrors, living mostly with the English. He
spoke English so well that he would only be known to be a foreigner

by the correctness of his language. He was a man of singularly

good temper, and there was running, through all that he did, some-
what of a chivalric spirit which came from study rather than
nature. He had looked into things and seen whether they were
good, or at any rate popular, and endeavoured to grasp hard to

make his own whatever he found to be so. He was hitherto un-
married, and was regarded generally by his friends as a non-
marrying man. But Florence Mountjoy was powerful over him,
and he set to work to make her his wife.

He was intimate at the house of Sir Magnus, and» saw, no
doubt, that Anderson was doing the same thing. But he saw also

that Anderson did not succeed. He had told himself from the

first that if Anderson did succeed, he would not wish to do so.

The girl who would be satisfied with Anderson would hardly con-

tent him. He remained therefore quiet till he saw that Anderson
had failed. The young man at once took to an altered mode of

life which was sufficiently marked. He went, like Sir Proteus,

ungartered. Everything about him had of late " demonstrated a
careless desolation." All this M. Grascour observed, and, when he
saw it, he felt that his own time had come.

He took occasion at first to wait upon Lady Mountjoy. He
beheved that to be the proper way of going to work. He was
very intimate with the Mountjoys, and was aware that his circum-
stances were known to them. There was no reason, on the score
of money, why he should not marry the niece of Sir Magnus. He
had already shown some attention to Florence, which, though it

had excited no suspicion in her mind, had been seen and under-

stood by her aunt. And it had been understood also by Mr.
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Anderson. " That accursed Belgian ! If, after all, she should
take up with him ! I shall tell her a bit of my mind if anything of

that kind should occur."
" My niece, M. Grascour !

"

Yes, my lady." M. Grascour had not quite got over the way
of calling Lady Mountjoy "my lady." "It is presumption, I

know."
" Not at all."

I have not spoken to her. Nor would I do so till I had first

addressed myself to you or to her mother. May I speak to Mrs.
Mountjoy?"

Oh ! certainly. I do not in the least know what the young
lady's ideas are. She has been much admired here and elsewhere,

and that may have turned her head."

I think not."
" You may be the better judge, M. Grascour.'*
" I think that Miss Mountjoy's head has not been turned by any

admiration. She does not appear to be a young lady whose head
would easily be turned. It is her heart of which I am thinking."

The interview ended by Lady Mountjoy passing the Belgian
lover on to Mrs. Mountjoy.

"Florence!" said Mrs. Mountjoy.
" Yes, Mrs. Mountjoy ;— I have the great honour of asking

your permission. I am well known to Sir Magnus and Lady
Mountjoy, and they can tell what are my circumstances. I am
forty years of age."

*^ Oh yes
;
everything is, I am sure, quite as it should be. But

my daughter thinks about these things for herself." Then there

was a pause, and M. Grascour was about to leave the room, having
obtained the permission he desired, when Mrs. Mountjoy thought
it well to acquaint him with something of her daughter's condition.
" I ought to tell you that my daughter has been engaged."

Indeed!"
" Yes ;—and I hardly know how to explain the circumstances.

I should say that she had been promised to her cousin. Captain
Scarborough ; but to this she will not give her assent. She has
since met a gentleman, Mr. Annesley, for whom she professes an
attachment. Neither can I, nor can her uncle and aunt, hear of

Mr. Annesley as a husband for Florence. She is therefore at

present disengaged. If you can gain her affections, you have my
leave." With this permission M. Grascour departed, professing

himself to be contented.

He did not see Florence for two or three days, no doubt leaving

the matter to be discussed with her by her mother and her aunt.

To him it was quite inditferent what might be the fate of Captain
Scarborough, or of Mr. Annesley, or indeed of Mr. Anderson. And
to tell the truth he was not under any violent fear or hope as to his

own fate. He admired Miss Mountjoy, and thought it would be
well to secure for a wife such a girl with such a fortune as would
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belong to her. But he did not intend to go ungartered," nor yet

to assume an air of " desolation." If she would come to him, it

would be well ; if she would not,—why, it would still be well. The
only outward difference made by his love was that he brushed his

clothes and his hair a little more carefully, and had his boots

brought to a higher state of polish than was usual.

Her mother spoke to her first. My dear, M. Grascour is a
most excellent man."

I am sure he is, mamma."
" And he is a great friend to your uncle and Lady Mountjoy.'*
" Why do you say this, mamma ? What can it matter to me ?

"

**My dear, M. Grascour wishes you to—to—to become his

wife."
" Oh ! mamma, why didn't you tell him that it is impossible "

** How was 1 to know, my dear ?
"

" Mamma, I am engaged to marry Harry Annesley, and no
word shall ever turn me from that purpose, unless it be spoken by
himself. The crier may say that all round the town if he wishes.

You must know that it is so. What can be the use of sending
M. Grascour or any other gentleman to me 1 It is only giving me
pain and him too. I wish, mamma, you could be got to understand
this." But Mrs. Mountjoy could not altogether be got as yet to

understand the obstinacy of her dau^^hter's character.

There was one point on which Florence received information
from these two suitors who had come to her at Brussels. They
were both favoured, one after the other, by her mother ; and would
not have been so favoured had her mother absolutely believed in

Captain Mountjoy. It seemed to her as though her mother would
be willing that she should marry anyone, so long as it was not
Harry Annesley. It is a pity that there should be such a differ-

ence," she said to herself. " But we will see what firmness can do."

Then Lady Mountjoy spoke to her. " You have heard of
M. Grascour, my dear ?"

" Yes ; I have heard of him, aunt."
" He intends to do you the honour of asking you to be his wife."

So mamma tells me."
I have only to say that he is a man most highly esteemed

here. He is well known at the court ; and is at the royal parties.

Should you become his wife you would have all the society of
Brussels at your feet."

" All the society of Brussels would do no good.''
" Perhaps not."
" Nor the court and royal parties."
" If you choose to be impertinent when I tell you what are his

advantages and conditions in life, I cannot help it."
" I do not mean to be impertinent."
What you say about the royal parties and the court is intended

for impertinence, knowing as you do know your uncle's position."
Not at all. You know my position. I am engaged to marry

U
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another man, and cannot therefore marry M. Grascour. Why
should he be sent to me, except that you won't believe me when I

tell you that I am engaged Then she marched out of the room,
and considered within her own bosom what answer she would
give to this new Belgian suitor.

She was made peifectly aware when the Belgian suitor was about
to arrive. On the day but one after the interview with her aunt, she
was left alone when the other ladies went out, and suspected that

even the footman knew what was to happen, when M. Grascour
was shown into the drawing-room. There was a simple mode of
dealing with the matter on his part,—very different from that state

of agitation into which Harry had been thrown when he had made
his proposition. She was quite prepared to admit that M. Grascour's
plan might be the wisest. But Harry's manner had been full of
real love, and had charmed her. M. Grascour was not in the

least flustered, whereas poor Harry had been hardly able to speak
his mind. But it had not mattered much whether Harry spoke his

mind or not ; whereas all the eloquence in the world could have
done no good for M. Grascour. Florence had known that Harry
did love her, whereas of M. Grascour she only knew that he wanted
to make her his wife.

" Miss Mountjoy," he said, " I am charmed to find you
here. Allow me to add that I am charmed to find you alone."

Florence, who knew all about it, only bowed. She had to go
through it, and thought that she would be able to do so with

equanimity. " I not do know whether your aunt or your mother
have done me the honour of mentioning my name to you."

"They have both spoken to me."
" I thought it best that they should have the opportunity of

doing so. In our country these things are arranc^ed chiefly by the

lady's friends. With your people I know it is different. Perhaps
it is much better that it should be so in a matter in which the heart

has to be concerned."
"It would come to the same thing with me. I must decide for

myself."
" I am sure of it. May I venture to feel a hope that ultimately

that decision may not go against me?" M. Grascour as he said

this did throw some look of passion into his face. " But I have
spoken nothing as yet of my own feelings."

" It is unnecessary."
This might be taken in either one of two senses ; but the gentle-

man was not sufficiently vain to think that the lady had intended

to signify to him that she would accept his love as a thing of which
she could have no doubt. "Ah! Miss Mountjoy," he con-

tinued, " if you would allow me to say that since you have been at

Brussels not a day has passed in which mingled love and respect

have not grown within my bosom. I have sat by and watched
while my excellent young friend Mr. Anderson has endeavoured to

express his feelings. I have said to myself that I would bide my
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time. If you could give yourself to him,—why then the aspiration

would be quenched within my own breast. But you have not done

so ;
though, as I am aware, he has been assisted by my friend Sir

Magnus. I have seen and have heard and have said to myself at

last,—now, too, my turn may come. I have loved much, but I

have been very patient. Can it be that my turn should have come
at last?" Though he had spoken of Mr. Anderson he had not

thought it expedient to say a word either of Captain Scarborough

or of Mr. Annesley. He knew quite as much of them as he did of

Mr. Anderson. He was clever, and had put together with absolute

correctness what Mrs. Mountjoy had told him ; with other little

facts which had reached his ears.
" M. Grascour, I suppose I am very much obliged to you. I

ought to be.'' Here he bowed his head. "But my only way of

being grateful is to tell you the truth." Again he bowed his head.
" I am in love with another man. That's the truth." Here he
shook his head with the smallest possible shake, as though depre-

cating her love, but not doing so with any harshness. I am
engaged to marry him too." There was another shake of the head
somewhat more powerful. *'And I intend to marry him." This
she said with much bold assurance. **A11 my old friends know
that it is BO, and ought not to have sent you to me. I have given
a promise to Harry Annesley, and Harry Annesley alone can make
me depart from it." This she said in a low voice, but almost with

violence, because there had come another shake of the head in

reply to her assurance that she meant to marry Annesley. And
though he were to make me depart from it ;—which he never will

do,— I should be just the same as regards anybody else. Can't

you understand that when a girl has given herself heart and soul

to a man, she won't change ?

"

" Girls do change,—sometimes."
*' You may know them ; I don't ;—not girls that are worth

anything."
But when all your friends are hostile

"

" What can they do } They can't make me marry another
person. They may hinder my happiness ; but they can't hand me
over like a parcel of goods to anyone else. Do you mean to say
that you would accept such a parcel of goods ?

'*

" Oh yes ;— such a parcel !

"

"You would accept a girl who would come to you telling you
that she loved another man ? I don't believe it of you."

" I should know that my tenderness would beget tenderness in

you."
" It wouldn't do anything of the kind. It would be all horror,

—horror. I should kill myself,— or else you,— or perhaps both."
" Is your aversion so strong .?"

" No ; not at all ; not at present, I like you very much. I do
indeed. I'd do anything for you,—in the way of friendship. I

believe you to be a real gentleman,''

U 2
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But you would kill me

!

" You make me talk of a condition of things which is quite,

quite impossible. When I say that I hke you, I am talking of the
present condition of things. I have not the least desire to kill you,
or myself, or anybody. I want to be taken back to England, and
there to be allowed to marry Mr. Henry Annesley. That's what I

want. But I intend to remain engaged to him. That's my purpose.
And no man and no woman shall stir me from it.'' He smiled and
again shook his head, and she began to doubt whether she did like

him so much. "Now Tve told you all about myself," she said,

rising to her feet. " You may believe me or not, as you please
;

but as I have believed you, I have told you all.'^ Then she walked
out of the room.

M. Grascour, as soon as he was alone, left the room and the
house, and, making his way into the Park, walked round it twice,

turning in his mind his success and his want of success. For in

truth he was not at all dispirited by what had occurred. With her
other Belgian lover,—that is, with Mr. Anderson,— Florence had
at any rate succeeded in making the truth appear to be the truth.

He did believe that she had taken such a fancy to that " fellow,

Harry Annesley," that there would be no overcoming it. He had
got a glimpse into the firmness of her character, which was denied
to M. Grascour. M. Grascour, as he walked up and down the
shady paths of the Park, told himself that such events as this so-

called love on the part of Florence was very common in the lives

of English young ladies. *^They are the best in the world," he
said to himself, " and they make the most charming wives. But
their education is such that there is no preventing these accidents.'*

The passion displayed in the young lady's words he attributed

solely to her powei of expression. One girl would use language such
as had been hers, and such a girl would be clever, eloquent, and
brave ; another girl would hum and haw with half a "yes " and a
quarter of a " no," and would mean just the same thing. He did

not doubt but that she had engaged herself to Harry Annesley
;

nor did he doubt that she had been brought to Brussels to break
off that engagement ;—and he thought it most probable that her
friends would prevail. Under these circumstances why should he
despair ;—or why, rather, as he was a man not given to despair,

should he not think that there was for him a reasonable chance of

success ? He must show himself to be devoted, true, and not

easily repressed. She had used, he did not doubt, the same sort of

language in silencing Anderson. Mr. Anderson had accepted her

words ; but he knew too well the value of words coming from a

young lady's mouth to take them at their true meaning. He had
at this interview affected a certain amount of intimacy with

Florence of which he thought that he appreciated the value. She
had told him that she would kill him,— of course in joke ; and a

joke from a girl on such an occasion was worth much. No Belgian

girl would have joked. But then he was anxious to marry Florence
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because Florence was English. Therefore when he went back to

his own home, he directed that the system of the high polish should
be continued with his boots.

**
I don't suppose he will come again," Florence had said to her

mother, misunderstanding the character of her latest lover quite as
widely as he misunderstood hers. But M. Grascour, though he
did not absolutely renew his offer at once, gave it to be understood
that he did not at all withdraw from the contest. He obtained
permission from Lady Mountjoy to be constantly at the Embassy

;

and succeeded even in obtaining a promise of support from Sir

Magnus. You're quite up a tree," Sir Magnus had said to his

Secretary of Legation. " It's clear she won't look at you."
**

I have pledged myself to abstain," said poor Anderson in a
tone which seemed to confess that all chance was over with him.

" I suppose she must marry someone, and I don t see why
Grascour should not have as good a chance as another." Anderson
had stalked away brooding over the injustice of his position, and
declaring to himself that this Belgian should never be allowed to

marry Florence Mountjoy in peace.
But M. Grascour continued his intentions ; and this it was

which had induced Florence to tell her mother that the Belgian
was a great trouble,'' which ought to be avoided by a return to

England.

CHAPTER XLVIL

FLORENCE BIDS FAREWELL TO HER LOVERS.

Mamma, had you not better take me back to Cheltenham at

once ?

"

" Has that unfortunate young man written to you?"
" Yes. The young man whom you call unfortunate has written.

Of course I cannot agree to have him so called. And to tell the

truth I don't think he is so very unfortunate. He has got a girl

who really loves him, and that I think is a step to happiness."

Every word of this was said by Florence as though with the
purpose of provoking her mother ; and so did Mrs. Mountjoy feel

it. But behind this purpose there was that other fixed resolution

to get Harry at last accepted as her husband, and perhaps the

means taken were the best. Mrs. Mountjoy was already beginning
to feel that there would be nothing for her but to give up the battle,

and to open her motherly arms to Harry Annesley. Sir Magnus
had told her that M. Grascour would probably prevail. M. Grascour
was said to be exactly the man likely to be effective with such a
girl as Florence. That had been the last opinion expressed by
Sir Magnus. But Mrs. Mountjoy had found no comfort in it.

Florence was going to have her own way. Her mother knew that

it was so, and was very unhappy. But she was still anxious to

continue a weak ineffective battle. " It was very impertinent of

him writing/' she said.
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" When he was going to America for years ! Dear mamma, Ho
put yourself in my place. How was it possible that he should no\
write ?

"

A young man has no business to come and insinuate himself
into a family in that way. And then, when he knows he is not
welcome, to open a correspondence !

"

" But, mamma, he knows that he is welcome. If he had gone
to America without writing to me Oh, it would have been
impossible ! I should have gone after him !

"

" No—no—never !

I am quite in earnest, mamma. But it is no good talking

about what could not have taken place/'
" We ought to have prevented you from receiving or sending

letters.'* Here Mrs. Mountjoy touched on a subject on which the
practice of the English world has been much altered during the
last thirty or forty years,—perhaps we may say fifty or sixty years.

Fifty years ago young ladies were certainly not allowed to receive

letters as they chose, and to write them, and to demand that this

practice should be carried on without any supervision from their

elder friends. It is now usually the case that they do so. A young
lady, before she falls into a correspondence with a young man, is

expected to let it be understood that she does so. But she does
not expect that his letters, either coming or going, shall be subject

to any espial, and she generally feels that the option of obeying or

disobeying the instructions given to her rests with herself Prac-
tically the use of the post-office is in her own hands. And as this

spirit of self-conduct has grown up, the morals and habits of our
young ladies have certainly not deteriorated. In America they
carry latch-keys, and walk about with young gentlemen as young
gentlemen walk about with each other. In America the young
ladies are as well behaved as with us,—as well behaved as they are

in some continental countries in which they are still watched close

till they are given up as brides to husbands with whom they have
had no means of becoming acquainted. Whether the latch-key

system, or that of free correspondence, may not rob the flowers

of some of that delicate aroma which we used to appreciate, may
be a question ; but then it is also a question whether there does
not come something in place of it which in the long run is found
to be more valuable. Florence, when this remark was made as

to her own power of sending and receiving letters, remained silent,

but looked very firm. She thought that it would have been difficult

to silence her after this fashion. " Sir Magnus could have done it

at any rate, if I had not been able."
" Sir Magnus could have done nothing, I think, which would

not have been within your power. But it is useless talking of this.

Will you not take me back to England, so as to prevent the necessity

of Harry coming here.'^
"

*^Why should he come?"
Because, mamma, I intend to see my future husband before he
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goes from me for so great a distance, and for so long a time. Don't
you feel any pity for me, mamma ?

"

** Do you feel pity for me ?

" Because one day you wish me to marry my cousin Scarborough,
and the next Mr. Anderson, and then the next M. Grascour? How
can 1 pity you for that It is all done because you have taken it

in your head to think ill of one whom I beheve to be especially

worthy. You began by disliking him because he interfered with

your plans about Mountjoy. I never would have married my
cousin Mountjoy. He is not to my taste, and he is a gambler. But
you have thought that you could do what you liked with me."

" It has always been for your own happiness."

"But I must be the judge of that. How could I be happy with

any of these men, seeing that I do not care for them in the least?

It would be utterly impossible for me to have myself married to

either of them. To Harry Annesley I have given myself altogether
;

but you, because you are my mother, are able to keep us apart.

Do you not pity me for the sorrow and trouble which I must suffer ?"

" I suppose a mother always pities the sufferings of a child.'*

" And removes them when she can do so. But how, mamma, xt

he to come here, or will you take me back to England t
"

This was a question which Mrs. Mountjoy found it very difficult

to answer. On the spur of the moment she could not answer it, as

it would be necessary that she should first consult Sir Magnus,
Could Sir Magnus undertake to confine her daughter within the

precincts of the Embassy, and to exclude the lover during such
time as Harry Annesley might remain in Brussels } As she thought
of the matter in her own room, she conceived that there would be
great difficulty in the matter. All the world of Brussels would
become aware of what was going on. The young lady would
endeavour to get out, and could only be constrained by the co-

operation of the servants ; and the young gentleman in his

endeavours to get in could only be prevented by the assistance of
the police. Dim ideas presented themselves to her mind of further

travel. But wherever she went there would be a post-office, and
she was aware that the young man could pursue her much quicker
than she could fly. How good it would be that in such an emergency
she might have the privilege of locking her daughter up in some
convent ! And yet it must be a Protestant convent, as all things

savouring of the Roman Catholic religion were abhorrent to her.

Altogether, as she thought of her own condition and that of her
daughter, she felt that the world was sadly out of joint.

Coming here, is he?" said Sir Magnus. Then he will just

have to go back again, as wise as he came."
** But can you shut your doors against him ?

"

" Shut my doors ! Of course I can. He'll never be able to get
his nose in here if once an order has been given for his exclusion.

Who's Mr. Annesley ? I don't suppose he knows an Englishman
in Bru>ii>els."
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*' But she will go out to meet him."
"What ! in the streets ?" said Sir Magnus in horror.
" I fear she would."
" By George ! She must be a stifif-necked one if she'll do that/'

Then Mrs. Mountjoy with tears in her eyes began to explain with
very many epithets that her daughter was the best girl in all the

world. She was entirely worthy of confidence. Those who knew
her were aware that no better-behaved young woman could exist.

She was very conscientious, religious, and high-principled. " But
she'll go out in the streets and walk with a young man when all her
friends tell her not. Is that her idea of religion?" Then Mrs.
Mountjoy, with some touch of anger in the tone of her voice, said

that she would return to England, and carry her daughter with her.

What the deuce can I do, Sarah, when the young lady is so
unruly ? I can give orders to have him shut out, and can take care

that they are obeyed. But I cannot give orders to have her shut

in. I should be making her a prisoner, and everybody would talk

about it. In that matter you must give her the orders ;—only you
say that she would not comply with them."

On the following day Mrs. Mountjoy informed her daughter that

they would go back to Cheltenham. She did not name an imme-
diate day, because it would be w^ell, she thought, to stave off the

evil hour. Nor did she name a distant day, because were she to

do so the terrible evil of Harry Annesley's arrival in Brussels would
not be prevented. At first she wished to name no day, thinking

that it would be a good thing to cross Harry on the road. But
here Florence was too strong for her, and at last a day was fixed.

In a week's time they would take their departure, and go home by
slow stages. With this arrangement Florence expressed herself

well pleased, and of course made Harry acquainted with the probable
time of their arrival.

M. Grascour, when he heard that the day had been suddenly
fixed for the departure of Mrs. Mountjoy and her daughter, not un-
naturally conceived that he himself was the cause of the ladies'

departure. Nor did he on that account resign all hope. The
young lady's mother was certainly on his side, and he thought it

quite possible that, were he to appear in England, he might be
successful. But when he had heard of her coming departure, of

course it was necessary that he should say some special farewell.

He dined one evening at the British Embassy, and took an oppor-
tunity during the evening of finding himself alone with Florence.
"And so. Miss Florence," he said, you and your estimable mamma
are about to return to England.^"

We have been here a very long time, and are going home at

last"
" It seems to me but the other day when you came," said

M. Grascour, with all a lover's eagerness.

"It was in autumn, and the weather was quite mild and soft.

JMow we are iii the middle January."
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" I suppose so. But still the lime has gone only too rapidly. But
the heart can hardly take account of days and weeks." As this was
decided lover's talk, and was made in terms which even a young
lady cannot pretend to misunderstand, Florence was obliged to

answer it in some manner equally direct. And now she was angry
with him. She had informed him that she was in love with another
man. In doing so she had done much more than the necessity of

the case demanded, and had told him, as the best way of silencing

him, that which she might have been expected to keep as her own
secret. And yet here he was talking to her about his heart. She
made him no immediate answer, but frowned at him and looked
stern. It was clear to her intelligence that he had no right to talk

to her about his heart after the information she had given him.
" I hope, Miss Mountjoy, that I may look forward to the pleasure

of seeing you when I go over to England."
** But we don't live in London, or near it. We live down in the

country,—at Cheltenham."
Distance would be nothing."

This was very bad and must be stopped, thought Florence. " I

suppose I shall be married by that time. I don't know where we
may live, but I shall be very happy to see you if you call."

She had here made a bold assertion, and one which M. Grascour
did not at all believe. He was speaking of a visit which he might
make perhaps in a month or six weeks, and the young lady told him
that he would find her married ! And yet, as he knew very well,

her mother and her uncle and her aunt were all opposed to this

marriage. And she spoke of it without a blush, without any
reticence ! Young ladies were much emancipated, but he did not

think that they generally carried their emancipation so far as this.

I hope not that," he said.

I don't know why you should be so ill-natured as to hope it.

The fact is, M. Grascour, you don't believe what I told you the
other day. Perhaps as a young lady I ought not to have alluded
to it, but I do so in order to set the matter at rest altogether. Of
course I can't tell when you may come. If you come quite at once
I shall not be married."

"No ;—not married."
" But I shall be as much engaged as it is possible for a girl to

be. I have given my word, and nothing will make me false to it.

I don't suppose you will come on my account."
** Solely on your account."
" Then stay at home. I am quite in earnest and now I must

say good-bye."
She departed, and left him seated alone on the sofa. He at first

told himself that she was unfeminine. There was a hard way with
her of talking about herself, which he almost pronounced to be un-
ladylike. An unmarried girl should, he thought, under no circum-
stances speak of the gentleman to whom her affections had been
given as Miss Mountjoy spoke of Mr. Annesley. But nevertheless
he would sooner possess her as his own wife than any other girl he
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had ever met. Something of the real passion of unsatisfied love
made him feel chili at his heart. Who was this Harry Annesley
for whom she professed so warm a feeling.^ Ker mother declared
Harry Annesley to be a scapegrace, and something of the story of
a discreditable midnight street quarrel between him and the young
lady's cousin had reached his ears. He did not suppose it to be
possible that the young lady could actually get married without her
mother's co-operation, and therefore he thought that he still would
go to England. In one respect he was altogether untouched. If

he could ultimately succeed in marrying the young lady, she would
not be a bit the worse as his wife because she had been attached to

Harry Annesley. That was a kind of foliy which a girl could very
quickly get over when she had not been allowed to have her own
way. Therefore upon the whole he thought that he would go to

England.
But the parting with Anderson had also to be endured and

must necessarily be more difficult. She owed him a debt for

having abstained, and she could not go without paying the debt by
some expression of gratitude. That she would have done so had
he kept aloof was a matter of course ; but equally a matter of

course was it that he could not keep aloof I shall want to

see you for just five minutes tomorrow morning before you take
your departure," he said in a lugubrious voice during her last

evening.
He had kept his promise to the very letter, mooning about

in his desolate manner very conspicuously. The desolation had
been notorious, and very painful to Florence ;—but the promise
had been kept, and she was grateful. Oh ! certainly ; if you
wish it," she said.

" I do wish it." Then he made an appointment, and she
promised to keep it.

It was in the ball-room, a huge chamber, very convenient for

its intended purpose and always handsome at night time ; but
looking as desolate in the morning as did poor Anderson himself.

He was stalking up and down the long room when she entered it,

and being at the further end stalked up to her and addressed
her with words he had chosen for the purpose. Miss Mountjoy,"
he said, you found me here a happy, light-hearted young man."

" I hope I leave you, soon to be the same in spite of this little

accident."

He did not say that he was a blighted being, because the word
had, he thought, become ridiculous ; but he would have used it

had he dared, as expressing most accurately his condition.

A cloud has passed over me, and its darkness will never
be effaced. It has certainly been your doing."

" Oh ! Mr. Anderson, what can I say?*'
** I have loved before,—but never like this."
** And so you will again."

"Never I When I declare that, I expect my word to be
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respected." He paused for an answer, but what could she say?
She did not at all respect his word on such a subject, but she
did respect his conduct. Yes ; I call upon you to believe me
when I say that for me all that is over. But it can be nothing
to you."

** It will be very much to me."
** I shall go on in the same disconsolate miserable way. I

suppose I shall stay here, because I shall be as well here as any-

where else. I might move to Lisbon ; but what good would that

do me ? Your image would follow me to whatever capital I might
direct my steps. But there is one thing you can do." Here he
brightened up, putting on quite an altered face.

"I will do anything, Mr. Anderson,—in my power."
" If—if— if you should change."
" I shall never change," she said with an angry look.
" If you should change, I think you should remember the

promise you exacted and the fidelity with which it has been kept."
*'

I do remember it."

"And then I should be allowed to come again and have my
chance. Wherever I may be, at the court of the Shah of Persia or

at the Chinese capital, I will instantly come. I promised you when
you asked me. Will you not now promise me ?

'*

" I cannot promise anything— so impossible."
" It will bind you to nothing but to let me know that Mr. Henry

Annesley has gone his way." But she had to explain to him that

it was impossible she should make any promise founded on the

idea that Mr. Henry Annesley should ever go any way in which
she would not accompany him. With that he had to be as well

satisfied as the circumstances of the case would admit, and he left

her with an assurance not intended to be quite audible that he was
and ever should be a blighted individual.

When the carriage was at the door Sir Magnus came down
into the hall full of smiles and good-humour, but at that moment
Lady Mountjoy was saying a last word of farewell to her relatives

in her own chamber. " Good-bye, my dear ; I hope you will get

well through all your troubles." This was addressed to Mrs.
Mountjoy. "And as for you, my dear," she said, turning to

Florence, "if you would only contrive to be a little less stiff-

necked, I think the world would go easier with you."
" I think my stiff neck, aunt, as you call it, is what I have

chiefly to depend upon ; I mean in reference to other advice
than mamma's. Good-bye, aunt.

"Good-bye, Florence." And the two parted, hating each other
as only female enemies can hate. But Florence, when she was in

the carriage, threw herself on to her mother's neck and kissed her.
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CHAPTER XLVIII.

MR. PROSPER CHANGES HIS MIND.

When Florence with her mother reached Cheltenham, she found
a letter lying for her which surprised her much. The letter was
from Harry, and seemed to have been written in better spirits than
he had lately displayed. But it was very short

:

" Dearest Florence,
When can I come down ? It is absolutely necessary that

I should see you. All my plans are likely to be changed in the most
extraordinary manner.—Yours affectionately, H. A.

" Nobody can say that this is a love-letter."

Florence, of course, showed the letter to her mother, who was
much frightened by its contents. What am I to say to him when
he comes ? " she exclaimed.

" If you will be so very, very good as to see him you must not
say anything unkind."

" Unkind ! How can I say anything else than what you would
call unkind? I disapprove of him altogether. And he is coming
here with the express object of taking you away from me."

" Oh ! no ;—not at once."
" But at some day,—which I trust may be very distant. How

can 1 speak to him kindly when I feel that he is my enemy?" But
the matter was at last set at rest by a promise from Florence, that

she would not marry her lover in less than three years without her
mother's express consent. Three years was a long time, was Mrs.
Mountjoy's thought, and many things might occur within that term.
Harry, of whom she thought all manner of unnatural things, might
probably in that time have proved himself to be utterly unworthy.
And Mountjoy Scarborough might again have come forward into

the light of the world. She had heard of late that Mountjoy had
been received once more into his father's full favour. And the old

man had become so enormously rich through the building of mills

which had been going on at Tretton, that, as Mrs. Mountjoy
thought, he would be able to make any number of elder sons. On
the subject of entail her ideas were misty ; but she felt sure that

Mountjoy Scarborough would even yet become a rich man. That
Florence should be made to change on that account she did not
expect. But she did think that when she should have learned that

Harry was a murderer, or a midnight thief, or a wicked conspirator,

she would give him up. Therefore she agreed to receive him with
not actually expressed hostility, when he should call at Montpellier
Place.

But now in the proper telling of our story we must go back to

Harry Annesley himself. It will be remembered that his father

had called upon Mr. Prosper, to inform him of Harry's projected
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journey to America ; that Mountjoy Scarborough had also called

at Buston Hall; and that previous to these two visits old Mr.
Scarborough had himself written a long letter, giving a detailed

account of the conflict which had taken place in the London
streets. These three events had operated strongly on Mr. Prosper's
mind ; but not so strongly as the conduct of Miss Thoroughbung
and Messrs. Soames and Simpson. It had been made evident to

him from the joint usage which he had received from these persons
that he was simply "made use of" with the object of obtaining from
him the best possible establishment for the lady in question. After

that interview, at which the lady, having obtained in way of jointure

much more than was due to her, demanded also for Miss Tickle a
life-long home, and for herself a pair of ponies, he received a further

letter from the lawyers. This offended him greatly. Nothing on
earth should induce him to write a line to Messrs. Soames and
Simpson. Nor did he see his way to writing again to Messrs.

Grey and Barry about such trifles as those contained in the letter

from the Buntingford lawyers. Trifles to him they were not ; but
trifles they must become if put into a letter addressed to a London
firm. Our client is anxious to know specifically that she is to be
allowed to bring Miss Tickle with her when she removes to Buston
Hall. Her happiness depends greatly on the company of Miss
Tickle, to which she has been used now for many years. Our
client wishes to be assured also that she shall be allowed to keep a
pair of ponies in addition to the carriage-horses which will be
maintained, no doubt, chiefly for your own purposes." These were
the demands as made by Messrs. Soames and Simpson, and felt by
Mr. Prosper to be altogether impossible. He recollected the pas-

sionate explosion of wrath to which the name of Miss Tickle had
already brought him in the presence of the clergyman of his parish.

He would endure no further disgrace on behalf of Miss Tickle.

Miss Tickle should never be an inmate of his house, and as for the
ponies, no pony should ever be stabled in his stalls. A pony was
an animal which of its very nature was objectionable to him. There
was a want of dignity in a pony to which Buston Hall should never
be subjected. " And also," he said to himself at last, there is a
lack of dignity about Miss Thoroughbung herself which would do
me an irreparable injury."

But how should he make known his decision to the lady herself,

and how should he escape from the marriage in such a manner as
to leave no stain on his character as a gentleman ? If he could
have offered her a sum of money, he would have done so at once :

but that he thought would not be gentlemanlike, and would be a
confession on his own part that he had behaved wrongly.

At last he determined to take no notice of the lawyers' letter,

and himself to write to Miss Thoroughbung, telling her that the
objects which they proposed to themselves by marriage were not
compatible ; and that therefore their matrimonial intentions must
be allowed to subside. He thought it well over, and felt assured
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that very much of the success of such a measure must depend upon
the wording of the letter. There need be no immediate haste.
Miss Thoroughbung would not come to Buston again quite at once
to disturb him by a further visil. Before she would come, he would
have flown to Italy. The letter must be courteous, and somewhat
tender ; but it must be absolutely decisive. There must be no
loop-hole left by which she could again entangle him ; no crevice

by which she could creep into Buston ! The letter should be a
work of time. He would give himself a week or ten days for com-
posing it. And then when it should have been sent, he would be
off to Italy.

But before he could allow himself to go upon his travels, he
must settle the question about his nephew, which now lay heavy
upon his conscience. He did feel that he had ill-treated the youn;^

man. He had been so told in very strong language by Mr. Scar-
borough of Tretton, and Mr. Scarborough of Tretton was a man of

very large property, and much talked about in the world. Very
wonderful things were said about Mr. Scarborough, but they all

tended to make Mr. Prosper believe that he was a man of distinc-

tion. And he had also heard lately about Mr. Scarborough's
younger son,—or, indeed, his only son, according to the new way
of speaking of him,—tidings which were not much in that young
man's favour. It was from Augustus Scarborough that he had
heard those evil stories about his own nephew. Therefore his

belief was shaken ; and it was by no means clear to him that there

could be any other heir for their property. Miss Thoroughbung
had proved herself to be altogether unfit for the high honour he
had intended her. Miss Puffle had gone off with Farmer Tazle-

hurst's son. Mr. Prosper did not think that he had energy enough
to look for a third lady who might be fit at all points to become his

wife. And now another evil had been added to all these. His
nephew had declared his purpose of emigrating to the United
States, and becoming an American. It might be true that he
should be driven to do so by absolute want. He, Mr. Prosper, had
stopped his allowance, and had done so after deterring him from
following any profession by which he might have earned his bread.

He had looked into the law, and, as far as he could understand it,

Buston must become the property of his nephew, even though his

nephew should become an American citizen. His conscience

pricked him sorely as he thought of the evil which might thus

accrue, and of the disgrace which would be attached to his own
name. He therefore wrote the following letter to his nephew, and
sent it across to the parsonage, done up in a large envelope, and
sealed carefully with the Buston arms. And on the corner of the

envelope, "Peter Prosper" was written very legibly.

"My dear Nephew, Henry Annesley,
" Under existing circumstances you will, I think, be sur-

prised at a letter written in my handwriting ; but facts have arisen

which make it expedient that 1 should address yc.u.
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** You are about, I am informed, to proceed to the United States,

a country against which I acknowledge I entertain a serious anti-

pathy. They are not a gentlemanhke people, and I am given to

understand that they are generally dishonest in their dealings.

Their President is a low person, and all their ideas of government
are pettifogging. Their ladies, I am told, are very vulgar, though

I have never had the pleasure of knowing one of them. They are

an irreligious nation, and have no respect for the established Church
of England and her bishops. I should be very sorry that my heir

should go among them.
" With reference to my stopping the income which I have

hitherto allowed you, it was a step I took upon the best advice, nor

can I allow it to be thought that there is any legal claim upon me
for a continuance of the payment. But I am willing for the present

to continue it on the full understanding that you at once give up
your American project.

" But there is a subject on which it is essentially necessary that

I should receive from you as niy heir a full and complete explana-

tion. Under what circumstances did you beat Captain Scarborough
in the streets late on the night of the 3rd of June last ? And how
did it come to pass that you left him bleeding, speechless, and
motionless on that occasion ?

**As I am about to continue the payment of the sum hitherto

allowed, I think it only fitting that I should receive this explanation

under your own hand.
" I am your affectionate uncle,

*Teter Prosper."
" P.S.—A rumour may probably have reached you of a projected

alliance between me and a young lady belonging to a family with
which your sister is about to connect herself. It is right that I

should tell you that there is no truth in this report."

This letter, which was much easier to write than the one
intended for Miss Thoroughbung, was unfortunately sent off a
little before the completion of the other. A day's interval had
been intended. But the missive to Miss Thoroughbung was, under
the press of difficulties, delayed longer than was intended.

There was, we grieve to say, much of joy, but more of laughter

at the rectory when this letter was received. As usual, Joe
Thoroughbung was there, and it was found impossible to keep the
letter from him. The postscript burst upon them all as a surprise,

and was welcomed by no one with more vociferous joy than by the

lady's nephew. " So there is an end for ever to the hope that a
child of the Buntingford Brewery should sit upon the throne of the
Prospers.'' It was thus that Joe expressed himself.

'*Why shouldn't he have sat there ?" said Polly. '*A Thorough-
bung is as good as a Prosper any day." But this was not said in

the presence of Mrs. Annesley, who on that subject entertained
views very different from her daughter.

I wonder what his idea is of the Church of England I said
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Mr. Annesley. " Does he think that the Archbishop of Canterbury
is supreme in all religious matters in America ?

'*

How on earth he knows that the women are all vulgar when
he has never seen one of them is a mystery ! " said Harry.

" And that they are dishonest in all their dealings ! " said Joe.
" I suppose he got all that out of some of the Radical newspapers.*'

For Joe, after the manner of brewers, was a staunch Tory.
And their President, too, is vulgar as well as the ladies ! " said

Mr. Annesley. *^ And this is the opinion of an educated English-
man, who is not ashamed to own that he entertains serious anti-

pathies against a whole nation/*

But at the parsonage they soon returned to a more serious con-
sideration of the matter. Did Uncle Prosper intend to forgive the
sinner altogether ? And was he coerced into doing so by a convic-

tion that he had been told lies, or by the uncommon difficulties

v/hich presented themselves to him in reference to another heir ?

At any rate it was agreed to by them all that Harry must meet his

uncle halfway, and write the " full and complete explanation " as
desired. " Bleeding, speechless, and motionless !

" said Harry.

I can't deny that he was bleeding ; he certainly was speechless ;

and for a few moments he may have been motionless. What am I

to say ? " But the letter was not a difficult one to write, and was
sent across on the same day to the Hall. There Mr. Prosper gave
up a day to its consideration ; a day which would have been much
better devoted to applying the final touch to his own letter to Miss
Thoroughbung. And he found at last that his nephew's letter

required no rejoinder.

Hut Harry had much to do. It was first necessary that he
should see his friend, and explain to him that causes over which
he had no control forbade him to go to America. " Of course, you
know, I can't fly in my uncle's face. I was going because he
intended to disinherit me ; but he finds that more troublesome than

letting me alone, and therefore I must remain. You see what he
says about the Americans." The gentleman, whose opinion about

our friends on the other side of the Atlantic was very different from
Mr. Prosper's, fell into a long argument on the subject. But he
was obliged at last to give up his companion.

Then came the necessity of explaining the change of all his

plans to Florence Mountjoy, and with this view he wrote the short

letter given at the beginning of the chapter, following it down in

person to Cheltenham. " Mamma, Harry is here," said Florence
to her mother.

" Well, my dear ! I did not bring him.'*
" But what am I to say to him ?

"

" How can I tell ? Why do you ask me ?
*'

*' Of course he must come and see me," said Florence. " He
has sent a note to say that he will be here in ten minutes."

" Oh dear ! oh dear !'* exclaimed Mrs. Mountjoy.
"Do you mean to be present, mamma.'* That is what I want
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to know ? " But that was the question which at the moment
Mrs. Mountjoy could not answer. She had pledged herself not to

be unkind on condition that no marriage should take place for

three years. But she could not begin by being kind, as otherwise
she would immediately have been pressed to abandon that very
condition. "Perhaps, mamma, it would be less painful if you
would not see him."

But he is not to make repeated visits."

" No ; not at present ; I think not."
" He must come only once/' said Mrs. Mountjoy firmly. He

was to have come because he was going to America. But now he
has changed all his plans. It isn't fair, Florence."

" What can I do I cannot send him to America because you
thought that he was to go there. 1 thought so too ; and so did he.

I don't know what has changed him ; but it wasn't likely that he'd

write and say he wouldn't come because he had altered his plans.

Of course he wants to see me ;—and so do I want to see him,

—

very much. Here he is !

"

There was a ring at the bell, and Mrs. Mountjoy was driven to

resolve what she would do at the moment. You mustn't be above
a quarter of an hour. I won't have you together for above a
quarter of an hour,—or twenty minutes at the furthest." So
saying, Mrs. Mountjoy escaped from the room, and within a
minute or two Florence found herself in Harry Annesley's arms.

The twenty minutes had become forty before Harry had thought
of stirring, although he had been admonished fully a dozen times
that he must at that moment take his departure. Then the maid
knocked at the door, and brought word " that missus wanted to see

Miss Florence in her bedroom."
" Now, Harry, you must go. You really shall go,—or I wilL

I am very, very happy to hear what you have told me."
" But three years !

"

" Unless mamma will agree."

"It is quite out of the question. I never heard anything so
absurd."

"Then you must get mamma to consent. I have promised
her for three years, and you ought to know that I will keep my
word. Harry, I always keep my word ; do I not ? If she will

consent, I will. Now, sir, I really must go." Then there was
a little form of farewell which need not be especially explained, and
Florence went upstairs to her mother.

CHAPTER XLIX.

CAPTAIN VIGNOLLES GETS HIS MONEY.

When we last left Captain Scarborough, he had just lost an
additional sum of two hundred and twenty-seven poands to Captain
VignoUes, which he was not able to pay, besides the sum of fifty

X
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pounds which he had received the day before, as the first instalment
of his new allowance. This was but a bad beginning of the new
life he was expected to lead under the renewed fortunes which his

father was preparing for him. He had given his promissory note
for the money at a week's date, and had been extremely angry
with Captain Vignolles because that gentleman had, under the
circumstances, been a little anxious about it. It certainly was
not singular that he should have been so, as Captain Scarborough
had been turned out of more than one club in consequence of
his inability to pay his card debts. As he went home to his

lodgings, with Captain Vignolles's champagne in his head, he felt

very much as he had done that night when he attacked Harry
Annesley. But he met no one whom he could consider as an
enemy, and therefore got himself to bed, and slept off the fumes of

the drink
On that day he was to return to Tretton

; but, when he woke,
he felt that before he did so he must endeavour to make some
arrangements for paying the amount due at the end of the week.
He had already borrowed twenty pounds from Mr. Grey, and
had intended to repay him out of the sum which his father had
given him. But that sum now was gone, and he was again nearly

penniless. In this emergency there was nothing left to him but
again to go to Mr. Grey.

As he was shown up the stairs to the lawyer's room, he did
feel thoroughly ashamed of himself Mr. Grey knew all the

circumstances of his career, and it would be necessary now to

tell him of this last adventure. He did tell himself, as he dragged
himself up the stairs, that for such a one as he was there could be
no redemption. " It would be better that I should go back,**

he said, "and throw myself from the Monument." But yet he
felt that if Florence Mountjoy could still be his, there might
yet be a hope that things would go well with him.

Mr. Grey began by expressing surprise at seeing Captain
Scarborough in town. " Oh yes ! I have come up. It does not

matter why, because, as usual, I have put my foot in it It was
at my father's bidding ; but that does not matter."

" How have you put your foot in it.f*" said the attorney. There
was one way in which the captain was always "putting'* both his

"feet in it but, since he had been turned out of his clubs, Mr.
Grey did not think that that way was open to him.

"The old story."
" Do you mean that you have been gambling again

"

" Yes ;— I met a friend last night, and he asked me to his

rooms."
" And he had the cards ready ?

"

"Of course he had. What else would anyone have ready

for me?"
"And he won back that remnant of the twenty pounds which

you borrowed from me, and therefore you want another." Here-
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upon the captain shook his head. "What is it then that you
do want ?"

" Such a man as I met," said the captain, " would not be
content with the remnant of twenty pounds. I had received sixty

from my father, and had intended to call here and pay you."
" That has all gone too."

"Yes; indeed. And in addition to that I have given him
a note for two hundred and twenty-seven pounds, which I must
take up in a week's time. Otherwise I must disappear again ;

—

and this time for ever."
" It is a bottomless gulf," said the attorney. Captain Scar-

borough sat silent, with something almost approaching to a smile

on his mouth ; but his heart within him certainly was not smiling.

"A bottomless gulf," repeated the attorney. Upon this the captain

frowned. ** What is it that you wish me to do for you ? I have no
money of your father's in my hands, nor could I give it you if

I had it.''

" I suppose not. I must go back to him and tell him that

it is so" Then it was the lawyer's turn to be silent; and he
remained thinking of it all, till Captain Scarborough rose from
his seat, and prepared to go. ** I won't trouble you any more,
Mr. Grey," he said.

" Sit down," said Mr. Grey. But the captain still remained
standing. Sit down. Of course I can take out my cheque-book
and write a cheque for this sum of money. Nothing could be
so easy, and if I could succeed in explaining it to your father

during his lifetime, he, no doubt, would repay me. And, for

the sake of auld lang syne, I should not be unhappy about my
money whether he did so or not. But would it be wise 1 On your
own account would it be wise ?"

I cannot say that anything done for me would be wise ;

—

unless you could cut my throat."
" And yet there is no one whose future life might be easier.

Your father, the circumstances of whose life are the most singular
I ever knew, "

" I shall never believe all this about my mother, you know."
Never mind that now. We will pass that by for the present.

He has disinherited you."
" That will be a question some day for the lawyers,—should I

live."

" But circumstances have so gone with him that he is enabled
to leave you another fortune. He is very angry with your brother,
in which anger I sympathise. He will strip Tretton as bare as the
palm of my hand for your sake. You have always been his
favourite, and so, in spite of all things, you are still. They tell me
he cannot last for six months longer."

Heaven knows I do not wish him to die."
" But he thinks that your brother does. He feels that Augustus

begrudges him a few months' longer life, and he is angry. If he
X 2
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could again make you his heir, now that the debts are all paid, he
would do so.'* Here the captain shook his head. " But as it is, he
will leave you enough for all the needs of even luxurious life. Here
is his will, which I am going to send down to him for final execution
this very day. My senior clerk will take it, and you will meet him
there. That will give you ample for life. But what is the use of
it all, if you can lose it in one night or in one month among a pack
of scoundrels

*^ If they be scoundrels, I am one of them."
" You lose your money. You are their dupe. To the best of

my belief you have never won. The dupes lose, and the scoundrels
win. It must be so."

" You know nothing about it, Mr. Grey.''

This man who had your money last ;—does he not live on it

as a profession ? Why should he win always, and you lose ?
"

It is my luck.'*

" Luck ! There is no such thing as luck. Toss up, right hand
against left for an hour together, and the result will be the same.
If not for an hour, then do it for six hours. Take the average, and
your cards will be the same as another man's."

"Another man has his skill," said Mountjoy.
**And uses it against the unskilled to earn his daily bread.

That is the same as cheating. But what is the use of all this 1

You must have thought of it all before."

"Yes ; indeed."
" And thinking of it, you are determined to persevere. You

are impetuous, not thoughtless, with your brain clouded with
drink, and for the mere excitement of the thing you are determined
to risk all in a contest for which there is no chance for you ; and
by which you acknowledge you will be driven to self-destruction,

as the only natural end."
" I fear it is so," said the captain.
*^ How much shall I draw it for .^" said the attorney, taking out

his cheque-book. "And to whom shall I make it payable? I

suppose I may date it to-day, so that the swindler who gets it may
think that there is plenty more behind for him to get."

Do you mean that you are going to lend it me }
"

"Oh! yes."
" And how do you mean to get it again 1

"

" I must wait I suppose till you have won it back among your
friends. If you will tell me that you do not intend to look for it in

that fashion, then I shall have no doubt as to your making me a
legitimate payment in a very short time. Two hundred and twenty
pounds won't ruin you, unless you are determined to ruin yourself."

Mr. Grey the meanwhile went on writing the cheque. " Here is

provided for you a large sum of money," and he laid his hand upon
the will, " out of which you will be able to pay me without the

slightest difficulty. It is for you to say whether you will or not.^
" I will."
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** You need not say it in that fashion. That's easy. You must
say it at some moment when the itch of play is on you ; when
there shall be no one by to hear ; when the resolution, if held, shall

have some meaning in it. Then say,—there is that money which
I had from old Grey. I am bound to pay it. But if I go in there

I know what will be the result. The very coin which should go
into his coffers will become a part of the prey on which those

harpies will feed. There's the cheque for the two hundred and
twenty-seven pounds. I have drawn it exact, so that you may send
the identical bit of paper to your friend. He will suppose that I

am some money-lender who has engaged to supply your needs
while your recovered fortune lasts. Tell your father he shall have
the will tomorrow. I don't suppose I can send Smith with it

today."

Then it became necessary that Scarborough should go ; but it

would be becoming that he should first utter some words of thanks.
" I think you will get it back, Mr. Grey."

I dare say."

"I think you will. It may be that the having to pay you will

keep me for a while from the gambling-table."
You don't look for more than that ?

"

" I am an unfortunate man, Mr. Grey. There is one thing that

would cure me, but that one thing is beyond my reach."
" Some woman ?

"

Well ;—it is a woman. I think I could keep my money for

the sake of her comfort. But never mind. Good-bye, Mr. Grey, I

think I shall remember what you have done for me." Then he
went and sent the identical cheque to Captain Vignolles, with the

shortest and most uncourteous epistle.

Dear Sir,

I send you your money. Send back the note.—Yours,
M. Scarborough."

" I hardly expected this," said the captain to himself as he
pocketed the cheque ; *'at any rate not so soon. Nothing venture
nothing have. That Moody is a slow coach, and will never do
anything. I thought there'd be a little money about with him for a
time." Then the captain turned over in his mind that night's

good work with the self-satisfied air of an industrious professional
worker.

But Mr. Grey was not so well satisfied with himself ; and
determined for a while to say nothing to Dolly of the two hundred
and twenty-seven pounds which he had undoubtedly risked by the
loan. But his mind misgave him before he went to sleep, and he
felt that he could not be comfortable till he had made a clean
breast of it. During the evening Dolly had been talking to him of
all the troubles of all the Carrolls,—how Amelia would hardly
speak to her father or her mother because of her injured lover, and
was absolutely insolent to her CDolly) whenever they met ; how
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Sophia had declared that promises ought to be kept, and that

Amelia should be got rid of ; and how Mrs. Carroll had told her in

confidence that Carroll pere had come home the night before
drunker than usual, and had behaved most abominably. But Mr.
Grey had attended very little to all this, having his mind preoccupied
with the secret of the money which he had lent.

Therefore Dolly did not put out her candle, and arrayed her-

self for bed in the costume with which she was wont to make her
nocturnal visits. She had perceived that her father had something
on his mind which it would be necessary that he should tell. She
was soon summoned, and having seared herself on the bed, began
the conversation. I knew you would want me to-night."

'*Why so?''

Because you've got something to tell. It's about Mr.
Barry.''

" No, indeed."
" That's well Just at this moment I seem to care about Mr.

Barry more than any other trouble. But I fear that he has forgotten

me altogether,—which is not complimentary."
" Mr. Barry will turn up all in proper time," said her father.

1 have got nothing to say about Mr. Barry just at present, so if

you are love-lorn you had better go to bed."

Very well. When I am love-lorn, I will. Now what have
you got to tell me "

" I have lent a man a large sum of money ;—two hundred and
twenty-seven pounds !

"

** You are always lending people large sums of money."
" I generally get it back again."
" From Mr. Carroll, for instance,—when he borrows it for a pair

of breeches and spends it in gin-and-water."

I never lent him a shilling. He is a burr, and has to be
pacified not by loans but gifts. It is too late now for me to prevent
the brother-in-lawship of poor Carroll."

Who has got this money ?
"

" A professed gambler, who never wins anything and constantly

loses more than he is able to pay. Yet I do think that this man
will pay me some day."

"It is Captain Scarborough," said Dolly. " Seeing that his

father is a very rich man indeed, and as far as I can understand
gives you a great deal more trouble than he is worth, I don't see

why you should lend a large sum of money to his son."
" Simply because he wanted it."

"Oh dear! oh dear!"
" He wanted it very much. He had gone away a ruined man

because of his gambling, and now when he had come back and was
to be put upon his legs again, I could not see him again ruined for

the need of such a sum. It was very foolish."
*' Perhaps a little rash, papa."
But now I have told you ; and so there may be an end of it.

But I'll tell you what, Dolly ; I'll bet you a new straw hat he pays
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me within a month of his father's death." Then Dolly was allowed
to escape and betake herself to her bed.

On that same day Mountjoy Scarborough went down to Tretton,

and was at once closeted with his father. Mr. Scarborough had
questions to ask about Mr. Prosper, and was anxious to know how
his son had succeeded in his mission. But the conversation was
soon turned from Mr. Prosper to Captain Vignolles and Mr. Grey.
Mountjoy had determined, as soon as he had got the cheque from
Mr. Grey, to say nothing about it to his father. He had told Mr.
Grey in order that he need not tell his father,—if the money were
forthcoming. But he had not been five minutes in his father's room
before he rushed to the subject. You got among those birds of

prey again," said his father.

"There was only one bird,— or at least two. A big bird and a
small one.'*

" And you lost how much?" Then the captain told the precise

sum. " And Grey has lent it you } The captain nodded his head.

Then you must ride into Tretton and catch the mail to night with

a cheque to repay him. That you should have been able in so

short a time to have found a man willing to fleece you ! I suppose
it's hopeless ?

"

I cannot tell."

"Altogether hopeless.**
" What am I to say, sir ? If I make a promise will go for

nothing."
" For absolutely nothing.**
" Then what would be the use of my promising ?

"

" You are quite logical, and look upon the matter in altogether

a proper light. As you have ruined yourself so often, and done
your best to ruin those that belong to you, what hope can there be ?

About this money that I have left you, I do not know that anything
farther can be said, unless I leave it all to a hospital. It is better

that you should have it and throw it away among the gamblers, than
that it should fall into the hands of Augustus. Besides, the demand
is moderate. No doubt it is only a beginning, but we will see."

Then he got out his cheque-book, and made Mountjoy himself
write the cheque, including the two sums which had been borrowed.
And he dictated the letter to Mr. Grey.

" My dear Grey,
" I return the money which Mountjoy has had from you

—

two hundred and twenty-seven pounds, and twenty. That, I think,

is right. You are the most foolish man I know with your money.
To have given it to such a scapegrace as my son Mountjoy ! But
you are the sweetest and finest gentleman I ever came across. You
have got your money now, which is a great deal more than you can
have expected or ought to have obtained. However, on this

occasion you have been in great luck.
* Yours faithfully,

"John Scarborough.'*
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This letter his son himself was forced to write, though it dealt
altogether with his own deUnquencies ; and yet, as he told himself,
he was not sorry to write it, as it would declare to Mr. Grey that he
had himself acknowledged at once his own sin. The only further
punishment which his father exacted was that his son should himself
ride into Tretton and post the letter before he ate his dinner.

" IVe got my money," said Mr. Grey, waving the cheque as he
went into his dressing-room with Dolly at his heels.

" Who has paid it t
"

** Old Scarborough ; and he made Mountjoy write the letter

himself, calling me an old fool for lending it. I don't think I wag
such a fool at all. However, IVe got my money, and you
may pay the bet and not say anything more about it."

CHAPTER L.

THE LAST OF MISS THOROUGHBUNG.

Mr. Prosper, with that kind of energy which was distinctively

his own, had sent off his letter to Harry Annesley, with his post-
script in it about his blighted matrimonial prospects, a letter easy
to be written, before he had completed his grand epistle to Miss
Thoroughbung. The epistle to Miss Thoroughbung was one
requiring great consideration. It had to be studied in every word,
and re-written again and again with the profoundest care. He
was afraid that he might commit himself by an epithet. He
dreaded even an adverb too much. He found that a full stop
expressed his feelings too violently, and wrote the letter again,

for the fifth time, because of the big initial which followed the
full stop. The consequence of all this long delay was that Miss
Thoroughbung had heard the news, through the brewery, before it

reached her in its legitimate course. Mr. Prosper had written his

postscript by accident, and, in writing it, had forgotten the inter-

course between his brother-in-law's house and the Buntingford
people. He had known well of the proposed marriage ; but he
was a man who could not think of two things at the same time,

and thus had committed the blunder.

Perhaps it was better for him as it was ; and the blow came to

him with a rapidity which created less of suffering than might have
followed the slower mode of proceeding which he had intended.

He was actually making the fifth copy of the letter, rendered
necessary by that violent full stop, when Matthew came to him and
announced that Miss Thoroughbung was in the drawing-room.
** In the house !

" ejaculated Mr. Prosper.
'* She would come into the hall ; and then where was I to

put her }

Matthew Pike, you will not do for my service.'* This had
been said about once every three months throughout the long

course of yeais in which Matthew had lived with his master.

"Very well, sir. I am to take it for a month's warning, of
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course/* Matthew understood well enough that this was merely
an expression of his master's displeasure, and, being anxious for

his master's welfare, knew that it was decorous that some decision

should be come to at once as to Miss Thoroughbung, and that

time should not be lost in his own little personal quarrel. " She is

waiting, you know, sir ; and she looks uncommon irascible. There
is the other lady left outside in the carriage."

"Miss Tickle ! Don't let her in, whatever you do. She is the

worst. Oh, dear! oh, dear ! Where are my coat and waistcoat;

and my braces ? And I haven't brushed my hair. And these

slippers won't do. What business has she to come at this time of

day, without saying a word to anybody ? Then Matthew went to

work, and got his master into decent apparel, with as little delay as

possible. "After all," said Mr. Prosper,"! don't think I'll see

her. Why should I see her?"
*' She knows you are at home, sir."

"Why does she know I'm at home? That's your fault. She
oughtn't to know anything about it. Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! oh, dear!"
These last ejaculations arose from his having just then remembered
the nature of his postscript to Harry Annesley ; and the engage-
ment of Joe Thoroughbung to his niece. He made up his mind at

the moment,—or thought that he had made up his mind,—that

Harry Annesley should not have a shilling as long as he lived.
" I am quite out of breath. I cannot see her yet. Go and offer the

lady cake and wine : and tell her that you had found me very
much indisposed. I think you will have to tell her that I am not
well enough to receive her to-day."

" Get it over, sir, and have done with it."

" It's all very well to say have done with it ! I shall never
have done with it. Because you have let her in to-day, she'll

think she can come always. Good Lord ! There she is on the

stairs ! Pick up my sHppers." Then the door was opened, and
Miss Thoroughbung herself entered the room. It was an upstairs

chamber, know as Mr. Prosper's own ; and from it was the door
into his bedroom. How Miss Thoroughbung had learned her way
to it he never could guess. But she had come up the stairs as

though she had been acquainted with all the intricacies of the
house from her childhood.

" Mr. Prosper," she said, " I hope I see you quite well this

morning;—and that I have not disturbed you at your toilet."

That she had done so was evident, from the fact that Matthew,
with the dressing gown and slippers, was seen disappearing into

the bedroom.
" I am not very well, thank you," said Mr. Prosper, rising from

his chair, and offering her his hand, with the coldest possible
salutation.

" I am sorry for that,—very. I hope it is not your indisposition
which has prevented you from coming to see me. I have been
expecting you every day since Soames wrote his last letter. But
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it's no use pretending any longer. Oh, Peter, Peter !
" This use

of his christian-name struck him absokitely dumb,—so that he was
unable to utter a syllable. He should, first of all, have told her
that any excuse she had before for calling him by his christian-

name, was now at an end. But there was no opening for speech
such as that. "Well," she continued, " have you got nothing to

say to me ? You can write flippant letters to other people, and turn

me into ridicule glibly enough.''
" I have never done so."
" Did you not write to Joe Thoroughbung, and tell him you had

given up all thoughts of having me
*' Joe !

" he exclaimed. His very surprise did not permit him to

go further, at the moment, than this utterance of the young man's
christian-name.

" Yes, Joe ;—Joe Thoroughbung, my nephew, and yours that is

to be. Did you not write and tell him that everything was over?"
" I never wrote to young Mr. Thoroughbung in my life. I

should not have dreamed of such a correspondence on such a
subject."

**Well, he says you did. Or, if you didn't write to Joe himself,

you wrote to somebody."
" I may have written to somebody, certainly."

And told them that you didn't mean to have anything further

to say to me.?" That traitor Harry had now committed a sin

worse than knocking a man down in the middle of the night, and
leaving him bleeding, speechless, and motionless ; worse than
telling a lie about it ; worse even than declining to listen to

sermons read by his uncle. Harry had committed such a sin that

no shilling of allowance should evermore be paid to him. Even at

this moment there went through Mr. Prosper's brain an idea that

there might be some unmarried female in England besides Miss
Puffle and Miss Thoroughbung. "Peter Prosper, why don't you
answer like a man, and tell me the honest truth?" He had never
before been called Peter Prosper in his whole life.

Perhaps you had better let me make my communication by
letter,'' he said. At that very moment the all but completed epistle

was lying on the table before him, where even her eyes might reach
it. In the flurry of the moment he covered it up.

** Perhaps that is the letter which has taken you so long to

write," she said.
" It is the letter."

Then hand it me over, and save yourself the penny stamp."
In his confusion he gave her the letter, and threw himself down on
the sofa while she read it. You have been very careful in choosing
your language, Mr. Prosper. * It will be expedient that I should
make known to you the entire truth.' Certainly, Mr. Prosper,
certainly. The entire truth is the best thing,—next to entire beer,

my brother would say." " The horrid, vulgar woman ! " Mr. Prosper
ejaculated to himself. * There seems to have been a complete
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misunderstanding with regard to that amiable lady, Miss Tickle.'

No misunderstanding at all. You said you liked her, and I

supposed you did. And when I have been living for twenty
years with a female companion who hasn't sixpence in the world to

buy a rag with, but what she gets from me, was it to be expected
that 1 should turn her out for any man }

"

'*An annuity might have been arranged, Miss Thoroughbung."
"Bother an annuity! That's all you think about feelings!

Was she to go and live alone and desolate, because you wanted
someone to nurse you ? And then those wretched ponies. I tell

you, Peter Prosper, that let me marry whom I will, I mean to

drive a pair of ponies, and am able to do so out of my own money.
Ponies indeed! It's an excuse. Your heart has failed you. You've
come to know a woman of spirit, and now you're afraid that she'll

be too much for you. I shall keep this letter, though it has not

been sent."

"You can do as you please about that, Miss Thoroughbung.'*
" Oh yes ; of course I shall keep it, and shall give it to Messrs.

Soames and Simpson. They are most gentlemanlike men, and will

be shocked at such conduct as this from the squire of Buston. The
letter will be published in the newspapers, of course. It will be very
painful to me, no doubt ; but I shall owe it to my sex to punish you.

When all the county are talking of your conduct to a lady, and
saying that no man could have done it, let alone no gentleman, then
you will feel it. Miss Tickle ! And a pair of ponies ! You expected
to get my money and nothing to give for it. Oh, you mean man !

"

She must have been aware that every word she spoke was a
dagger. There was a careful analysis of his peculiar character dis-

played in every word of reproach which she uttered. Nothing could
have wounded him more than the comparison between himself and
Soames and Simpson. They were gentkmen !

" The vulgarest

men in all Buntingford !

" he declared to himself, and always
ready for any sharp practice. Whereas he was no man. Miss
Thoroughbung had said ; a mean creature, altogether unworthy to

be regarded as a gentleman. He knew himself to be Mr. Prosper
of Buston Hall, with centuries of Prospers for his ancestors

;

whereas Soames was the son of a tax-gatherer ; and Simpson had
come down from London, as a clerk from a solicitor's office in the

City. And yet it was true that people would talk of him as did
Miss Thoroughbung! His cruelty would be in every lady's mouth.
And then his stinginess about the ponies Avould be the gossip of the

county for twelve months. And, as he found out what Miss
Thoroughbung was, the disgrace of even having wished to marry
her loomed terribly large before him.

But there was a twinkle of jest in the lady's eyes all the while,

which he did not perceive, and which, had he perceived it, he could
not have understood. Her anger was but simulated wrath. She,
too, had thought that it might be well, under circumstances, if she
were to marry Mr. Prosper ; but had quite understood that those
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circumstances might not be forthcoming. " I don't think it will do
at all, my dear," she had said to Miss Tickle. **0f course an old

bachelor like that won't want to have you.''

I beg you won't think of me for a moment,'' Miss Tickle had
answered with solemnity.

Bother 1 Why can't you tell the truth ? Pm not going to

throw you over, and of course you'd be just nowhere if I did. I

shan't break my heart for Mr. Prosper. I know I should be an old

fool if I were to marry him ; and he is more of an old fool for

wanting to marry me. But I did think he wouldn't cut up so rough
about the ponies." And then, when no answer came to the last

letter from Soames and Simpson, and the tidings reached her,

round from the brewery, that Mr. Prosper intended to be off, she
was not in the least surprised. But the information, she thought,

had come to her in an unworthy manner. So she determined to

punish the gentleman, and went out to Buston Hall and called him
Peter Prosper. We may doubt, however, whether she had ever

realised how terribly her scourges would wale him.
And to think that you would let it come round to me in that

way, through the young people,—writing about it just as a joke.*'

" I never wrote about it like a joke," said Mr. Prosper, almost
crying.

" I remember now. It was to your nephew ; and of course

everybody at the Rectory saw it. Of course they are all laughing

at you." There was one thing now written in the book of fates,

and sealed as certainly as the crack of doom. No shilling of

allowance should ever be paid to Harry Annesley. He would go
abroad. He said so to himself as he thought of this, and said also

that, if he could find a healthy young woman anywhere, he would
marry her, sacrificing every idea of his own happiness to his desire

of revenge upon his nephew. This, however, was only the pas-

sionate feeling of the moment. Matrimony had become altogether

so distasteful to him, since he had become intimately acquainted
with Miss Thoroughbung, as to make any release in that manner
quite impossible to him. Do you propose to make me any
amends 1'^ asked Miss Thoroughbung.

" Money ? " said he.

Yes
;
money! Why shouldn't you pay me money ? I should

like to keep three ponies, and to have Miss Tickle's sister to come
and live with me."

1 do not know whether you are in earnest, Miss Thorough-
bung."

** Quite in earnest, Peter Prosper. But perhaps I had better

leave that matter in the hands of Soames and Simpson. Very
gentlemanlike men, and they'll be sure to let you know how much
you ought to pay. Ten thousand pounds wouldn't be too mucb
considering the distress to my wounded feelings.'* Here MiyJ

Thoroughbung put her handkerchief up to her eyes.

There was nothing that he could say. Whether she were
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laughing at him, as he thought to be most probable, or whether
there was some grain of truth in the demand which she made, he
found it equally impossible to make any reply. There was nothing
that he could say ; nor could he absolutely turn her out of the

room. But after ten minutes' further continuation of these

amenities, during which it at last came home to his brain that she
was merely laughing at him, he began to think that he might
possibly escape, and leave her there in possession of his chamber.

If you will excuse me, Miss Thoroughbung, I will retire," he
said, rising from the sofa.

" Regularly chaffed out of your own den,'' she said, laughing.

"I do not like this interchange of wit on subjects that are so

serious."
" Interchange ! There is very little interchange according to

my idea. You haven't said anything witty. What an idea of

interchange the man has !"

" At any rate I will escape from y our rudeness."
" Now, Peter Prosper, before you go let me ask you one ques-

tion. Which of the two has been the rudest to the other ? You
have come and asked me to marry you, and have evidently wished
to back out of it from the moment in which you found that I had
ideas of my own about money. And now you call me rude, because
I have my little revenge. 1 have called you Peter Prosper, and
you can't stand it. You haven't spirit enough to call me Matty
Thoroughbung in reply. But good-bye, Mr. Prosper,—for I never
will call you Peter again. As to what 1 said to you about money,
that, of course, is all bosh. I'll pay Soames's bill, and will never
trouble you. There's your letter, which, however, would be of no
use because it is not signed. A very stupid letter it is. If you
want to write naturally you should never copy a letter. Good-bye,
Mr. Prosper,—Peter that never shall be." Then she got up and
walked out of the room.

Mr. Prosper, when he was left alone, remained for a while
nearly paralysed. That he should have ever entertained the idea
of making that woman his wife ! Such was his first thought.
Then he reflected that he had, in truth, escaped from her more
easily than he had hoped, and that she had certainly displayed
some good qualities, in spite of her vulgarity and impudence.
She did not, at any rate, intend to trouble him any further. He
would never again hear himself called Peter by that terribly loud
voice. But his anger became very fierce against the whole family
at the Rectory. They had ventured to laugh at him, and he could
understand that, in their eyes, he had become very ridiculous. He
could see it all,—the manner in which they had made fun at him,
and had been jocose over his intended marriage. He certainly
had not intended to be funny in their eyes. But while he had been
exercising the duty of a stern master over them, and had been
aware of his own extreme generosity in his efforts to forgive his

nephew, that very nephew had been laughing at him, in conjunc-
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tion with the nephew of her whom he had intended to make his

wife ! Not a shilling, again, should ever be allowed to Harry
Annesley. If it could be so arranged, by any change of circum-
stances, he might even yet become the father of a family of his own.

CHAPTER LI.

MR. PROSPER IS TAKEN ILL.

When Harry Annesley returned from Cheltenham, which he did

about the beginning of February, he was a very happy man. It

may be said, indeed, that within his own heart he was more exalted

than is fitting for a man mortal,—for a human creature who may
be cut off from his joys tomorrow, or may have the very source of

his joy turned into sorrow. He walked like a god, not showing it

by his outward gesture, not declaring that it was so by any
assumed grace or arrogant carriage of himself; but knowing within
himself that that had happened down at Cheltenham which had all

but divested him of humanity, and made a star of him. To no one
else had it been given to have such feelings, such an assurance of
heavenly bliss, together with the certainty that, under any circum-
stances, it must be altogether his own, for ever and ever. It was
thus he thought of himself and what had happened to him. He
had succeeded in getting himself kissed by a young woman.

Harry Annesley was in truth very proud of Florence, and
altogether believed in her. He thought the better of himself
because Florence loved him ;—not with the vulgar self-applause

of a man, who fancies himself a lady-killer, and therefore a grand
sort of fellow ; but as conceiving himself to be something better

than he had hitherto believed simply because he had won the heart
of this one special girl. During that half-hour at Cheltenham she
had so talked to him, had managed in her own pretty way so to

express herself, as to make him understand that of all that there

was of her he was the only lord and master. *' May God do so to

me, and more also, if to the end I do not treat her, not only with all

affection, but also with all delicacy of observance." It was thus

that he spoke to himself of her, as he walked away from the door
of Mrs. Mountjoy's house in Cheltenham.

From thence he went back to Buston, and entered his father's

house with all that halo of happiness shining round his heart. He
did not say much about it, but his mother and his sisters felt that

he was altered ; and he understood their feelings when his mother
said to him, after a day or two, that "it was a great shame" that

they none of them knew his Florence.
" But you will have to know her,— well."

That's of course ; but it's a thousand pities that we should not

be able to talk of her to you as ofone whom we know already.*' Then
he felt that they had, among them, acknowledged her to be such as

she was.
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There came to the Rectory some tidings of the meeting which
had taken place at the Hall between his uncle and Miss Thorough-
bung. It was Joe who brought to them the first account ; and then
further particulars leaked out among the servants of the two houses.

Matthew was very discreet ; but even Matthew must have spoken
a word or two. In the first place there came the news that Mr.
Prosper's anger against his nephew was hotter than ever. " Mr.
Harry must have put his foot in it somehow." That had been
Matthew's assurance, made with much sorrow to the housekeeper,
or head-servant, at the Rectory. And then Joe had declared that

all the misfortunes which had attended Mr. Prosper's courtship had
been attributed to Harry's evil influences. At first this could not

be but a matter of joke. Joe's stories as he told them were full of

ridicule ; and had no doubt come to him from Miss Thoroughbung,
either directly or through some of the ladies at Buntingford. " It

does seem that your aunt has been too many for him." This had
been said by Molly, and had been uttered in the presence both of

Joe Thoroughbung and of Harry.
" Why, yes," said Joe. " She has had him under the thong alto-

gether ; and has not found it difficult to flog him when she had got
him by the hind leg." This idea had occurred to Joe from his

remembrance of a peccant hound in the grasp of a tyrant whip.

It seems that he offered her money."
" I should hardly think that," said Harry, standing up for his

uncle.
" She says so ; and says that she declared that ten thousand

pounds would be the very lowest sum. Of course she was laughing
at him."

** Uncle Prosper doesn't like to be laughed at," said Molly.
" And she did not spare him," said Joe. And then she had by

heart the whole story, how she had called him Peter, and how
angry he had been at the appellation.

" Nobody calls him Peter except my mother," said Harry.
" I should not dream of calling him Uncle Peter," said Molly.

" Do you mean to say that Miss Thoroughbung called him Peter }

Where could she have got the courage 1 " To this Joe replied that

he believed his aunt had courage for anything under the sun. " I

don't think that she ought to have called him Peter," continued
Molly. Of course after that there couldn't be a marriage."

" I don't quite see why not," said Joe. I call you Molly, and
I expect you to marry me."

And I call you Joe, and I expect you to marry me ; but we
ain't quite the same."

^' The squire of Buston," said Joe, " considers himself squire of
Buston. I suppose that the old Queen of Heaven didn't call

Jupiter Jove till they had been married at any rate some centuries."
" Well done, Joe ! " said Harry.
*' He'll become Fellow of a college yet," said Molly.
If you'll let me alone I will,'' said Joe. But only conceive
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the kind of scene there must have been at the house up there, when
Aunt Matty had forced her way in among your uncle's sUppers and
dressing-gowns. I'd have given a five-pound note to have seen and
heard it."

^' I'd have given two if it had never occurred. He had written

me a letter which I had taken as a pardon in full for all my
offences. He had assured me that he had no intention of marrying,
and had offered to give me back my old allowance. Now I am
told that he has quarrelled with me again altogether, because of

some light word as to me and my concerns spoken by this vivacious

old aunt of yours. I wish your vivacious old aunt had remained at

Buntingford."
"And we had wished that your vivacious old uncle had re-

mained at Buston when he came love-making to Marmaduke
Lodge."

** He was an old fool
;
and, among ourselves, always has been,"

said Molly, who on the occasion thought it incumbent upon her to

take the Thoroughbung rather than the Prosper side of the quarrel.

But, in truth, this renewed quarrel between the Hall and the
Rectory was likely to prove extremely deleterious to Harry
Annesley's interests. For his welfare depended not solely on the
fact that he was at present heir presumptive to his uncle, nor yet

on the small allowance of two hundred and fifty pounds made to

him by his uncle, and capable of being withdrawn at any moment
;

but also on the fact, supposed to be known to all the world,—which
was known to all the world before the affair in the streets with
Mountjoy Scarborough,—that Harry was his uncle's heir. His
position had been that of eldest son, and indeed that of only child

to a man of acres and squire of a parish. He had been made to

hope that this might be restored to him, and at this moment
absolutely had in his pocket the cheque for sixty-two pounds ten

which had been sent to him by his uncle's agent in payment of the

quarter's income which had been stopped. But he also had a
further letter written on the next day, telling him that he was not
to expect any repetition of the payment. Under these circum-
stances, what should he do }

Two or three things occurred to him. But he resolved at last

to keep the cheque without cashing it for some weeks, and then to

write to his uncle when the fury of his wrath might be supposed to

have passed by, offering to restore it. His uncle was undoubtedly
a very silly man ; but he was not one who could acknowledge to

himself that he had done an unjust act without suffering for it. At
the present moment, while his wrath was hot, there would be no
sense of contrition. His ears would still tingle with the sound of

the laughter of which he had supposed himself to have been the

subject at the Rectory. But that sound in a few weeks might die

away, and some feeling of the propriety of justice would come
back upon the poor man's mind. Such was the state of things

upon which Harry resolved to wait for a few weeks.
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But in the meantime tidings came across from the Hall that

Mr. Prosper was ill. He had remained in the house for two or

three days after Miss Thoroughbung's visit. This had given rise

to no especial remarks, because it was well known that Mr.
Prosper was a man whose feelings were often too many for him.
When he was annoyed it would be long before he would get the

better of the annoyance ; and during such periods he would remain
silent and alone. There could be no question that Miss Thorough-
bung had annoyed him excessively. And Matthew had been aware
that it would be better that he should abstain from all questions.

He would take the daily newspaper in to his master, and ask for

orders as to the daily dinner, and that would be all. Mr. Prosper,

when in a fairly good humour, would see the cook every morning,
and would discuss with her the propriety of either roasting or boil-

ing the fowl, and the expediency either of the pudding or the pie.

His idiosyncrasies were well known, and the cook might always
have her own way by recommending the contrary to that which she
wanted, because it was a point of honour with Mr. Prosper not to

be led by his servants. But during these days he simply said,

Let me have dinner, and do not trouble me.** This went on for

a day or two without exciting much comment at the Rectory. But
when it went on beyond a day or two it was surmised that Mr.
Prosper was ill.

At the end of a week he had not been seen outside the house,
and then alarm began to be felt The rumour had got abroad that

he intended to go to Italy, and it was expected that he would start.

But no sign came of his intended movements. Not a word more
had been said to Matthew on the subject. He had been ordered
to admit no visitor into the house at all, unless it were someone
from the firm of Grey and Barry. From the moment in which he
had got rid of Miss Thoroughbung he had been subject to some
dread lest she should return. Or if not herself, she might, she
thought, send Soames and Simpson or some denizen from the

brewery. And he was conscious that not only all Buston, but all

Buntingford, was aware of what he had attempted to do. Everyone
whom he chanced to meet would, as he thought, be talking of him,
and therefore he feared to be seen by the eye of man, woman, or

child. There was a self-consciousness about him which altogether

overpowered him. That cook with whom he used to have the

arguments about the boiled chicken was now an enemy, a domestic
enemy, because he was sure that she talked about his projected

marriage in the kitchen. He would not see his coachman or his

groom, because some tidings would have reached them about that

pair of ponies. Consequently he shut himself up altogether, and
the disease became worse with him because of his seclusion.

And now from day to day, or, it may be more properly said,

from hour to hour, news came across to the Rectory of the poor
squire's health. Matthew, to whom alone was given free inter-

course with his master, became very gloomy. Mr. Prosper wa«
Y
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no doubt gloomy, and the feeling was contagious. I think he's

going off his head ; that's what I do think," he said in confidential

intercourse with the cook. That conversation resulted in Matthew's
walking across to the Rectory, and asking advice from the rector

;

and in the rector paying a visit to the Hall. He had again con-
sulted with his wife, and she had recommended him to endeavour
to see her brother. " Of course, what we hear about his anger
only comes from Joe, or through the servants. If he is angry what
will it matter ?

"

"Not in the least to me," said the rector, "only I would not
willingly trouble him."

" I would go," said the rector's wife, " only I know he would
require me to agree with him about Harry. That, of course,

I cannot do."

Then the rector walked across to the Hall, and sent up word by
Matthew that he was there, and that he would be glad to see Mr.
Prosper, if Mr. Prosper were disengaged. But Matthew, after

an interval of a quarter of an hour, came back with merely a note.

I am not very well, and an interview at the present moment
would only be depressing. But I would be glad to see my sister if

she would come across tomorrow at twelve o'clock. I think it

would be well that I should see someone, and she is now the

nearest.—P. P." Then there arose a great discussion at the Rectory,

as to what this note indicated. " She is now the nearest 1 " He
might have so written had the doctor who attended him told him
that death was imminent. Of course she was the nearest. What
did the "now" mean? Was it not intended to signify that Harry
had been his heir, and therefore the nearest ; but that now he had
been repudiated ? But it was of course resolved that Mrs. Annesley
should go to the Hall, at the hour indicated, on the morrow.

"Oh. yes; Tm up here; where else should I be,—unless you
expected to find me in my bed?" It was thus that he answered
his sister's first inquiry as to his condition.

"In bed; oh, no! Why should anyone expect to find vou
in bed, Peter?"

" Never call me by that name again," he said, rising from his

chair, and standing erect, with one arm stretched out. She called

him Peter, simply because it had been her custom so to do, during
the period of nearly fifty years in which they had lived in the same
parish as brother and sister. She could, therefore, only stare at

him, and his tragic humour, as he stood there before her. "Though,
of course, it is madness on my part to object to it ! My godfather

and godmother christened me Peter, and our father was Peter

before me, and his father, too, was Peter Prosper. But that

woman has made the name sound abominable in my ears."
** Miss Thoroughbung, you mean ?

"

" She came here, and so be-Petered me in my own house,—nay,

up in this very room,—that I hardly knew whether I was on my
head or my heels."
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" I would not mind what she said. They all know that she is

a little flighty.'*
'* Nobody told me so. Why couldn't you let me know that she

was flighty beforehand? I thought she was a person whom it

would have done to marry."
" If you will only think of it, Peter " Here he shuddered

visibly. I beg your pardon ; I will not call you so again. But
it is unreasonable to blame us for not telling you about Miss
Thoroughbung."

" Of course it is. I am unreasonable ; I know it."

" Let us hope that it is all over now."
" Cart-ropes wouldn't drag me up to the hymeneal altar ;

—

at least not with that woman."
"You have sent for me, Peter,— I beg pardon. I was so glad

when you sent. I would have come before, only I was afraid that

you would be annoyed. Is there anything that we can do for

you?*'
" Nothing at all that you can do,— I fear."
" Somebody told us that you were thinking of going abroad."

Here he shook his head. I think it was Harry." Here he shook
his head again and frowned. " Had you not some idea of going
abroad?"

That is all gone," he said solemnly.
" It would have enabled you to get over this disappointment

without feeling it so acutely."
" I do feel it ; but not exactly the disappointment. There I

think I have been saved from a misfortune which would certainly

have driven me mad. That woman's voice daily in my ear could

have had no other effect. I have at any rate been saved from that."

"What is it then that troubles you?"
" Everybody knows that I intended it. All the county has

heard of it. But yet was not my purpose a good one ? Why
should not a gentleman marry if he wants to leave his estate to his

own son ?
"

Of course he must marry before he can do that."

Where was I to get a young lady,—^just outside of my own
class ? There was Miss Puf&e. I did think of her. But just at

the moment she went off with young Tazlehurst. That was
another misfortune. Why should Miss Puffle have descended so
low just before I had thought of her ? And I couldn't marry quite
a young girl. How could I expect such a one to live here with me
at Buston where it is rather dull ? When I looked about there
was nobody except that horrid Miss Thoroughbung. You just look
about and tell me if there was anyone else. Of course my circle

is circumscribed. I have been very careful whom I have admitted
to my intimacy, and the result is that I know almost nobody. I

may say that I was driven to ask Miss Thoroughbung."
** But why marry at all unless you're fond of somebody to be

attached to ?

"

Y 2
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" Ah !

"

Why marry at all ? I say. I ask the question knowing very
well why you intended to do it."

" Then why do you ask ?" he said angrily.
" Because it is so difficult to talk of Harry to you. Of course

I cannot help feeling that you have injured him."
" It is he that has injured me. It is he that has brought me to

this condition. Don't you know that you've all been laughing at

me down at the Rectory since the affair of that terrible woman.?"
While he paused for an answer to his question, Mrs. Annesley sat

silent. "You know it is true. He and that man whom Molly
means to marry, and the other girls, and their father and you, have
all been laughing at me."

" I have never laughed."
" But the others ? " And again he waited for a reply. But the

no reply which came did as well as any other answer. There was
the fact that he had been ridiculed by the very young man whom
it was intended that he should support by his liberality. It was
impossible to tell him that a man who had made himself so absurd
must expect to be laughed at by his juniors. There was running
through his mind an idea that very much was due to him from
Harry ; but there was also an idea that something too was due
from him. There was present, even to him, a noble feeling that he
should bear all the ignominy with which he was treated, and still

be generous. But he had sworn to himself, and had sworn to

Matthew, that he would never forgive his nephew. " Of course
you all wish me to be out of the way ?

"

" Why do you say that ?

"

" Because it is true. How happy you would all be if I were
dead, and Harry were living here in my place !

'*

" Do you think so .'^"

" Yes, I do. Of course you would all go into mourning, and
there would be some grimace of sorrow among you for a few
weeks, but the sorrow would soon be turned into joy. I shall not
last long, and then his time will come. There ! you may tell him
that his allowance shall be continued in spite of all his laughing.

It was for that purpose that I sent for you. And now you know it

you can go and leave me." Then Mrs. Annesley did go, and
rejoiced them all up at the Rectory by these latest tidings from the

Hall. But now the feeling was, how could they show their grati-

tude and kindness to poor Uncle Prosper ?

CHAPTER LIl.

MR. BARRY AGAIN.

" Mr. Barry has given me to understand that he means to come
down to-morrow." This was said by Mr. Grey to his daughter.

" What does he want to come here for ?
"
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" I suppose you know why he wants to come here ? " Then the

father was silent, and for some time Dolly remained silent also.

" He is coming to ask you to consent to be his wife.'*

" Why do you let him come, papa ?"

" I cannot hinder him. That in the first place. And then I

don't want to prevent his coming.'*
" Oh, papa !

"

" I do not want to prevent his coming. And I do not wish you
now at this instant to pledge yourself to anything."

" I cannot but pledge myself."

"You can at any rate remain silent while I speak to you.**

There was a solemnity in his manner which almost awed her,

so that she could only come nearer to him and sit close to him,
holding his hand in hers. " I wish you to hear what I have got to

say to you, and to make no answer till you shall make it to-morrow
to him, after having fully considered the whole matter. In the

first place he is an honest and good man, and certainly will not ill-

treat you."
" Is that so much ?"

" It is a great deal as men go. It would be a great deal to me
to be sure that I had left you in the hands of one who is, of

his nature, tender and affectionate."
" That is something ; but not enough."
"And then he is a careful man, who will certainly screen you

from all want ; and he is prudent, walking about the world with his

eyes open,—much wider than your father has ever done." Here
she only pressed his hand. "There is nothing to be said against
him, except that something which you spotted at once when you
said that he was not a gentleman. According to your ideas, and
to mine, he is not quite a gentleman ; but we are both fastidious."

" We must pay the penalty of our tastes in that respect."
" You are paying the penalty now by your present doubts. But

it is not yet too late for you to get the better of it. Though I have
acknowledged that he is not quite a gentleman, he is by no means
the reverse. You are quite a lady."

" I hope so."
" But you are not particularly good-looking."
" Papa, you are not complimentary."
" My dear, I do not intend to be so. To me your face, such as

it is, is the sweetest thing on earth to look upon."
" Oh, papa ;—dear papa !

" and she threw her arms round his
neck and kissed him.

" But having lived so long with me you have acquired my
habits and thoughts, and have learned to disregard utterly your
outward appearance."

" I would be decent and clean and womanly."
"That is not enough to attract the eyes of men in general.

But he has seen deeper than most men do."
" into the value of the business, you mean," said she.
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"No, Dolly; I will not have that That is ill-natured, and
as I believe altogether untrue. I think of Mr. Barry that he would
not marry any girl for the sake of the business, unless he loved her/'

"That is nonsense, papa. How can Mr. Barry love me? Did
he and I ever have five minutes of free conversation together?"

"Unless he meant to love would be nearer the mark; and
knew that he could do so. You will be quite safe in his hands."

" Safe, papa !

"

"So much for yourself; now I must say a few words as to

myself. You are not bound to marry him, or anyone else, to do me
a good turn ; but I think you are bound to remember what my
feelings would be if on my death-bed I were leaving you quite

alone in the world. As far as money is concerned, you would
have enough for all your wants ; but that is all that you would
have. You have become so thoroughly my friend, that you have
hardly another real friend in the world."

" That is my disposition,"
" Yes ; but I must guard against the ill-effects of that dis-

position. I know that if some man came the way whom you could
in truth love, you would make the sweetest wife that ever a man
possessed."

" Oh, papa, how you talk ! No such man will come the way, and
there's an end of it."

" Mr. Barry has come the way. And as things go is deserving

of your regard. My advice to you is to accept him. Now you
will have twenty-four hours to think of that advice, and to think of

your own future condition. How will life go with you if you should
be left living in this house, all alone ?

"

"Why do you speak as though we were to be parted to-

morrow ?

"

" Tomorrow or next day," he said very solemnly. " The day
will surely come before long. Mr. Barry may not be all that your
fancy has imagined."

" Decidedly not."
" But he has those good qualities which your reason should

appreciate. Think it over, my darling. And now we will say
nothing more about Mr. Barry till he shall have been here and
pleaded his own cause." Then there was not another word said on
the subject between them, and on the next morning Mr. Grey went
away to his chambers as usual.

Though she had strenuously opposed her father through the
whole of the conversation above given, still as it had gone on, she
had resolved to do as he would have her ;—not indeed, that is, to

marry this suitor, but to turn him over in her mind yet once again,

and find out whether it would be possible that she should do so.

She had dismissed him on that former occasion, and had not since

given a thought to him, except as to a nuisance of which she had
so far rid herself Now the nuisance had come again, and she was
to endeavour to ascertain how far she could accustom herself to its
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perpetual presence, without incurring perpetual misery. But it has
to be acknowledged that she did not begin the inquiry in a fair frame
of mind. She declared to herself that she would think about it all the

night and all the morning without a prejudice, so that she might be
able to accept him if she found it possilDle. But at the same time,

there was present to her a high, black, stone wall, at one side

of which stood she herself, while Mr. Barry was on the other.

That there should be any clambering over that wall by either

of them she felt to be quite impossible, though at the same time she
acknowledged that a miracle might occur by which the wall would
be removed.

So she began her thinking, and used all her father's arguments.
Mr. Barry was honest and good, and would not ill-treat her. She
knew nothing about him, but would take all that for granted as

though it were gospel,—because her father had said so. And then
it was to her a fact that she was by no means good-looking,— the
meaning of which was that no other man would probably want her.

Then she remembered her father^s words,— '* To me your face is

the sweetest thing on earth to look upon.'' This she did believe.

Her plainness did not come against her there. Why should she
rob her father of the one thing which to him was sweet in the world }

And to her, her father was the one noble human being whom she
had ever known. Why should she rob herself of his daily presence
Then she told herself,—as she had told him,—that she had never
had five minutes' free conversation with Mr. Barry in her life. That
certainly was no reason why free conversation should not be com-
menced. But then she did not believe that free conversation was
within the capacity of Mr. Barry. It would never come, though
she might be married to him for twenty years. He too might per-

haps talk about his business ; but there would be none of those
considerations as to radical good or evil which made the nucleus of
all such conversations with her father. There would be a flatness

about it all which would make any such interchange of words im-
possible. It would be as though she had been married to a block
of wood, or rather a beast of the field, as regarded all sentiment.

How much money would be coming to him.'' Now her father had
never told her how much money was coming to him. There had
been no allusion to that branch of the subject.

And then there came other thoughts as to that interior life

which it would be her destiny to lead with Mr. Barry. Then came
a black cloud upon her face as she sat thinking of it. " Never,"
at last she said, never, never. He is very foohsh not to know that

it is impossible." The he " of whom she then spoke was her
father and not Mr. Barry. " If I have to be left alone, I shall not
be the first. Others have been left alone before me. I shall at any
rate be left alone." Then the wall became higher and more black
than ever. And there was no coming of that miracle by which it

was to be removed. It was clearer to her than ever that neither

of them could climb it. And after all," she said to herself, to
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know that your husband is not a gentleman ! Ought not that to be
enough ? Of course a woman has to pay for her fastidiousness.

Like other luxuries, it is costly. But then, like other luxuries, it

cannot be laid aside." So before that morning was gone she had
made up her mind steadily that Mr. Barry should never be her lord

and master.
How could she best make him understand that it was so,—so

that she might be quickly rid of him ? When the first hour of

thinking was done after breakfast, it was that which filled her mind.
She was sure that he would not take an answer easily and go. He
would have been prepared by her father to persevere,—not by his

absolute words, but by his mode of speaking. Her father would
have given him to understand that she was still in doubt

;
and,

therefore, might possibly be talked over. She must teach him at

once, as well as she could, that such was not her character, and
that she had come to a resolution which left him no chance. And
she was guilty of one weakness which was almost unworthy of her.

When the time came she changed her dress, and put on an old

shabby frock, with which she was wont to call upon the Carrolls.

Her best dresses were all kept for her father,—and, perhaps,
accounted for that opinion, that to his eyes, her face was the

sweetest thing on earth to look upon. As she sat there waiting for

Mr. Barry, she certainly did look ten years older than her age.

In truth, both Mr. Grey and Dolly had been somewhat mistaken
in their reading of Mr. Barry's character. There was more of

intellect and merit in him than he had obtained credit for from
either of them. He did care very much for the income of the

business, and, perhaps, his first idea in looking for Dolly's hand
had been the probability that he would thus obtain the whole of

that income for himself. But, while wanting money, he wanted
also some of the good things which ought to accompany it. A
superior intellect,—an intellect slightly superior to his own, of which
he did not think meanly, a power of conversation, which he might
imitate, and that fineness of thought which, he flattered himself, he
might be able to achieve while living with the daughter of a gentle-

man,—these were the treasures which Mr. Barry hoped to gain by
his marriage with Dorothy Grey. And there had been something
in her personal appearance which, to his eyes, had not been dis-

tasteful. He did not think her face the sweetest thing in the world
to look at, as her father had done ; but he saw in it the index of

that intellect which he had desired to obtain for himself. As for

her dress, that, of course, should all be altered. He imagined that he
could easily become so far master of his wife as to make her wear
fine clothes without difficulty. But then, he did not know Dolly
Grey.

He had studied deeply his manner of attacking her. He would
be very humble at first, but after awhile his humility would be dis-

continued, whether she accepted or rejected him. He knew well

that it did not become a husband to be humble ; and as regarded
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a lover, he thouerht that humility was merely the outside gloss of

love-making. He had been humble enough on the former occasion,

and would begin now in the same strain. But, after a while, he
would stir himself, and assume the manner of a man. '* Miss
Grey," he said, as soon as they were alone, ^' you see that I have
been as good as my word, and have come again." He had already

observed her old frock and her mode of dressing up her hair, and
had guessed the truth.

" I knew that you were to come, Mr. Barry."

Your father has told you so."
" Yes"
And he has spoken a good word in my favour ?**

"Yes ; he has."
** Which I trust will be effective."
" Not at all. He knows that it is the only subject on which I

cannot take his advice. I would burn my hand off for my father
;

but I cannot afford to give it to anyone at his instance. It must be
exclusively my own,—unless some one should come very different

from those who are likely to ask for it."

There was something Mr. Barry thought of offence in this, but

he could not altogether throw off his humility as yet. *'
I quite

admit the value of the treasure," he said.

"There need not be any nonsense between us, Mr. Barry. It

has no special value to anyone,—except to myself But to myself
I mean to keep it. At my father s instance I had thought over the

proposition you have made me much more seriously than I had
thought it possible that I should do."

" That is not flattering," he said.

There is no need for flattery either on the one side or on the

other. You had better take that as established. You have done
me the honour of wishing for certain reasons that I should be your
wife."

" The common reason,—that I love you."
" But I am not able to return the feeling, and do not therefore

wish that you should be my husband. That sounds to be uncivil.'*

" Rather."
" But I say it in order to make you understand the exact truth.

A woman cannot love a man because she feels for him even the

most profound respect. She will often do so when there is neither

respect nor esteem. My father has so spoken of you to me, that I

do esteem you ; but that has no effect in touching my heart, there-

fore I cannot become your wife."

Now, as Mr. Barry thought, had come the time in which he
must assert himself. "Miss Grey," he said, "you have probably a
long life before you."

" Long or short it can make no difference."
" If I understood you aright, you are one who lives very muck

to yourself."
" To myself and my father."
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" He is growing in years."
" So am I for the matter of that. We are all growing in years.**
" Have you looked out for yourself and thought what manner of

home yours will be when he shall have been dead and buried ?"

He paused, but she remained silent, and assumed a special cast of
countenance, as though she might say a word if he pressed her,

which it would be disagreeable for him to hear. " When he has
gone will you not be very solitary without a husband r

'

" No doubt I shall."

Had you not better accept one when one comes your way who
is not, as he tells you, quite unworthy of you

" In spite of such worth solitude would be preferable."

You certainly have a knack. Miss Grey, of making the most
unpalatable assertions."

" I will make another more unpalatable. Solitude I could bear,

—and death ; but not such a marriage. You force me to tell you
the whole truth because half a truth will not suffice."

I have endeavoured to be at any rate civil to you," he said.
" And I have endeavoured to save you what trouble I could by

being straightforward." Still he paused, sitting in his chair un-
easily, but looking as though he had no intention of going. If

you will only take me at my word and have done with it !
" Still

he did not move. " I suppose there are young ladies who like this

kind of thing ; but I have become old enough to hate it. I have
had very little experience of it, but it is odious to me. I can con-

ceive nothing more disagreeable than to have to sit still and hear a
gentleman declare that he wants to make me his wife, when I am
quite sure that I do not intend to make him my husband."

" Then, Miss Grey," he said, rising from his chair suddenly, " I

shall bid you adieu."

"Good-bye, Mr. Barry."
" Good-bye, Miss Grey. Farewell." And so he went.

Oh, papa, we have had such a scene!" she said the moment
she felt herself alone with her father.

You have not accepted him?"
"Accepted him ! Oh, dear no ! I am sure at this moment he

is only thinking how he would cut my throat if he could get hold

of me."
*' You must have offended him then very greatly."
" Oh, mortally ! I said everything I possibly could to offend

him. But then he would have been here still had I not done so.

1 here was no other way to get rid of him,—or indeed to make him
believe that I was in earnest."

" I am sorry that you should have been so ungracious."

Of course I am ungracious. But how can you stand bandying
compliments with a man when it is your object to make him know
the very truth that is in you ? It was your fault, papa. You ought

to have understood how very impossible it is that I should marry
Mr. Barry."
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CHAPTER LIII.

THE BEGINNING OF THE LAST PLOT.

)Vhen Mr. Scarborough had written the cheque and sent it to Mr.
Grey, he did not utter another word on the subject of gambling.
** Let us make another beginning," he said, as he told liis son to

make out another cheque for sixty pounds as his first instalment of

the allowance.
" I do not like to take it," said the son.
" I don't think you need be scrupulous now with me." That

was early in the morning, at their first interview, about ten o'clock.

Later on in the day Mr. Scarborough saw his son again, and on
this occasion kept him in the room for some time. I don't suppose
I shall last much longer now,^' he said.

" Your voice is as strong as I ever heard it.''

*' But unfortunately my body does not keep pace with my voice.

From what Merton says, I don't suppose that there is above a
month left.'*

" I don't see why Merton is to know.'*
" Merton is a good fellow, and if you can do anything for him,

do it for my sake."

'*I will." Then he added, after a pause, **If things go on as we
expect, Augustus can do more for him than L Why don't you
leave him a sum of money ?

"

Then Miss Scarborough came into the room and hovered about
her brother, and fed him, and entreated him to be silent ; but when
she had gone he went back to the subject. " I will tell you why,
Mountjoy. I have not wished to load my will with other considera-

tions, so that it might be seen that solicitude for you has been in

my last moments my only thought Of course I have done you a
deep injury."

" I think you have."
" And because you tell me so, I like you all the better. As for

Augustus But I will not burden my spirit now at the last with
uttering curses against my own son."

" He is not worth it."

" No; he is notworth it. Whatafool hehasbeen not to haveunder-
stood me better ! Now you are not half as clever a fellow as he is."

I dare say not."
" You never read a book, I suppose ?

"

" I don't pretend to read them, which he does.'*
" I don't know anything about that ;—but he has been utterly

unable to read me. 1 have poured out my money with open hands
for both of you."

" That is true, sir, certainly, as regards me.*'
" And have thought nothing of it. Till it was quite hopeless

with you I went on, and would have gone on. As things were then,

I was bound to do something to save the property."
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^* These poor devils have put themselves out of the running
now/* said Mountjoy.

" Yes
; Augustus with his suspicions has enabled us to do that.

After all he was quite right with his suspicions."
"What do you mean by that, sir?''

" Well ;— it was natural enough that he should not trust me. I

think, too, that perhaps he saw a screw loose where old Grey did
not. But he was such an ass, that he could not bring himself to

keep on good terms with me for the few months that were left.

And then he brought that brute Jones down here, without saying a
word to me as to asking my leave. And here he used to remain,
hardly ever coming to see me ; but waiting for my death from day
to day. He is a cold-blooded, selfish brute. He certainly takes
after neither his father nor his mother. But he will find yet,

perhaps, that I am even with him before all is over."
" I shall try it on with him, sir. I have told you so from the

beginning ; and now if I have this money it will give me the means
of doing so. You ought to know for what purpose I shall use it."

*'That is all settled," said the father. *'The document properly
completed has gone back with the clerk. Were I to die this minute
you would find that everything inside the house is your own ;—and
everything outside except the bare acres. There is a lot of plate

with the banker which I have not wanted of late years. And there

are a lot of trinkets too ;—things which I used to fancy, though I

have not cared so much about them lately. And there are a few
pictures which are worth money. But the books are the most
valuable ;—only you do not care for them."

I shall not have a house to put them in."

There is no saying. What an idiot, what a fool, what a blind
unthinking ass Augustus has been !"

" Do you regret it, sir,—that he should not have them and the

house too ?

"

" I regret that my son should have been such a fool ! I did not

expect that he should love me. I did not even want him to be
kind to me. Had he remained away and been silent, that would
have been sufficient. But he came here to enjoy himself, as he
looked about the park which he thought to be his own, and insulted

me because I would not die at once and leave him in possession.

And then he was fool enough to make way for you again, and did

not perceive that by getting rid of your creditors, he once again put
you into a position to be his rival. I don't know whether I hate

him most for the hardness of his heart, or despise him for the slow-

ness of his intellect."

During the time that these words had been spoken. Miss Scar-

borough had once or twice come into the room, and besought her

brother to take some refreshment which she offered him, and then

give himself up to rest. But he had refused to be guided by her,

till he had come to a point in the conversation at which he had found

himself thoroughly exhausted. Now she came for the third time,
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and that period had arrived, so that Mountjoy was told to go about
his business, and shoot birds, or hunt foxes in accordance with his

natural proclivities. It was then three o'clock on a gloomy December
afternoon, and was too late for the shooting of birds ; and as for

the hunting of foxes the hounds were not in the neighbourhood.
So he resolved to go through the house, and look at all those pro-

perties which were so soon to become his own. And he at once
strolled into the library. This was a long gloomy room which con-

tained perhaps ten thousand volumes, the greater number of which
had, in the days of Mountjoy's early youth, been brought together

by his own father. And they had been bound in the bindings of

modern times, so that the shelves were bright, although the room
itself was gloomy. He took out book after book, and told himself

with something of sadness in his heart that they were all "caviare"
to him. Then he reminded himself that he was not yet thirty years

of age, and that there was surely time enough left for him to make
them his companions. He took one at random, and he found it to

be a volume of Clarendon's " History of the Rebellion." He pitched

upon a sentence in which he counted that there were sixteen lines,

and when he began to read it, it became to hmi utterly confused
and unintelligible. So he put it back and went to another portion

of the room and took down Wittier's " Hallelujah." And of this he
could make neither head nor tail. He was informed by a heading
in the book itself that a piece of poetry was to be sung as the ten

commandments." He could not do that, and put the book back
again, and declared to himself that further search would be useless.

He looked round the room and tried to price the books, and told

himself that three or four days at the club might see an end of it all.

Then he wandered on into the state drawing-room, an apartment
which he had not entered for years, and found that all the furniture

was carefully covered. Of what use could it all be to him unless

that it too might be sent to the melting-pot and brought into some
short-lived use at the club.

But as he was about to leave the room, he stood for a moment
on the rug before the fireplace and looked into the huge mirror
which stood there. If the walls might be his, as well as the

garnishing of them, and if Florence Mountjoy could come and reign

there, then he fancied that they all might be put to a better purpose
than that of which he had thought. In earlier days, two or three
years ago, at a time which now seemed to him to be very distant,

he had regarded Florence as his own, and as such had demanded
her hand. In the pride of his birth and position and fashion, he
had had no thought of her feelings, and had been imperious. He
told himself that it had been so, with much self-condemnation.
At any rate he had learned during those months of solitary wander-
ing the power of condemning himself. And now he told himself
that if she would yet come he might still learn to sing that song of
the old-fashioned poet as the ten commandments." At any rate

he would endeavour to sing it, as she bade him. He went on
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through all the bedrooms, remembering, but hardly more than
remembering them, as he entered them. " Oh, Florence ! my
Florence !" he said, as he passed on. He had done it all for

himself, brought down upon his own head this infinite ruin ; and
for what ? He had scarcely ever won, and Tretton was gone from
him for ever. But still there might yet be a chance,—if he could
abstain from gambling.

And then, when it was dusk within the house, he went out, and
passed through the stables, and roamed about the gardens till the

evening had altogether set in, and black night had come upon him.
Two years ago he had known that he was the heir to it all, though
even then that habit was so strong upon him he had felt that his

tenure of it would be but slight. But he had then always to tell

himself that when his marriage had taken place a great change
would be effected. His marriage had not taken place, and the next
fatal year had fallen upon him. As long as the inheritance of the

estate was certainly his, he could assuredly raise money,—at a
certain cost. It was well known that the property was rising in

value, and the money had always been forthcoming,—at a tremen-
dous sacrifice. He had excused to himself his recklessness on
the ground of his delayed marriage ; but still always treating her
on the few occasions on which they had met with an imperiousness
which had been natural to him. Then the final crash had come,
and the estate was as good as gone. But the crash, which had
been in truth final, had come afterwards, almost as soon as his

father had learned what was to be the fate of Tretton, and he had
found himself to be a bastard with a dishonoured mother,—just a
nobody in the eyes of the world. And he learned at the same time
that Harry Annesley was the lover whom Florence Mountjoy really

loved. What had followed has been told already,—perhaps too

often.

But at this moment as he stood in the gloom of the night,

below the porch in the front of the house, swinging his stick at the

top of the big steps, an acknowledgment of contrition was very
heavy upon him. Though he was prepared to go to law the

moment that Augustus put himself forward as the eldest son, he
did recognise how long-sutfering his father had been, and how much
had been done for him in order if possible to preserve him. And
he knew, whatever might be the result of his law-suit, that his

father's only purpose had been to save the property for one of them.
As it was, legacies which might be valued at perhaps thirty

thousand pounds would be his. He would expend it all on the
law-suit,—if he could find lawyers to undertake his suit. His anger
too against his brother was quite as hot as was that of his father.

When he had been obliterated and obliged to vanish, from the
joint effects of his violence in the streets, and his inability to pay
his gambhng debts at the club, he had in an evil moment submitted
himself to Augustus. And from that hour Augustus had become
to him the most cruel of tyrants. And this tyranny had come to
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an end with his absolute banishment from his brother's house
Though he had been subdued to obedience in the lowest moment
of his fall, he was net the man who could bear such tyranny well.

"I can forgive my father,'* he said, but Augustus I will never
forgive." Then he went into the house, and in a short time was
sitting at dinner with Merton, the young doctor and secretary.

Miss Scarborough seldom came to table at that hour, but remained
in a room upstairs, close to her brother, so that she might be within

call should she be wanted. " Upon the whole, Merton/* he said,
" what do you think of my father ? " The doctor shrugged his

shoulders. " Will he live or will he die

He will die, certainly.*
" Do not joke with me. But I know you would not joke on such

a subject. And my question did not merely go to the state of his

health. What do you think of him as a man generally t Do you
call him an honest man .f*"

" How am I to answer you?"
"Just the truth."
" If you will have an answer, I do not consider him an honest

man. AH this story about your brother is true or is not true. In

neither case can one look upon him as honest."
^* Just so."

But I think that he has within him a capacity for love, and an
unselfishness, which almost atones for his dishonesty. And there

is about him a strange dislike to conventionality and to law which
is so interesting as to make up the balance. I have always regarded
your father as a most excellent man ; but thoroughly dishonest.

He would rob anyone,—but always to eke out his own gifts to

other people. He has therefore to my eyes been most romantic."

"And as to his health ?"

"Ah! as to that I cannot answer so decidedly. He will do
nothing because I tell him."

"Do you mean that you could prolong his life?"
" Certainly I think that I could. He has exerted himself this

morning, whereas I have advised him not to exert himself. He
could have given himself the same counsel, and would certainly

hve longer by obeying it than the reverse. As there is no difficulty

in the matter, there need be no conceit on my part in saying that

so far my advice might be of service to him."
" How long will he live ?

"

"Who can say? Sir William Brodrick, when that fearful

operation was performed in London, thought that a month would
see the end of it. That is eight months ago, and he has more
vitality now than he had then. For myself I do not think that he
can live another month."

Later on in the evening, Mountjoy Scarborough began again.
" The governor thinks that you have behaved uncommonly well

to him."
" I am paid for it all."
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*' But he has not left you anything by his will."

I have certainly expected nothing ; and there could be no
reason why he should."

" He has entertained an idea of late that he wishes to make
what reparation may be possible to me. And, therefore, as he says,

he does not choose to burden his will with legacies. There is some
provision made for my aunt, who, however, has her own fortune.

He has told me to look after you."

It will be quite unnecessary," said Mr. Merton.
" If you choose to cut up rough you can do so. I would pro-

pose that we should fix upon some sum which shall be yours at his

death ;—^just as though he had left it to you. Indeed he shall fix

the sum himself.^ Merton of course said that nothing of the kind
ATould be necessary. But with this understanding Mountjoy
Scarborough went that night to bed.

Early on the followmg morning his father again sent for him.
Mountjoy,'' he said, I have thought much about it, and I have

changed my mind."
"About your will?"
*^ No, not about my will at all. That shall remain as it is. I

do not think I should have strength to make another will ; nor do I

wish to do so.''

You mean about Merton ?

"

I don't mean about Merton at all. Give him five hundred
pounds, and he ought to be satisfied. This is a matter of more
importance than Mr. Merton ;—or even than my will."

"What is it."^" said Mountjoy in a tone of much surprise.
" I do not think I can tell you now. But it is right that you

should know that Merton wrote by my instructions to Mr. Grey
early this morning, and has implored him to come to Tretton once
again ! There ! I cannot say more than that now." Then he
turned round on his couch as was his custom, and was unassailable.

CHAPTER LIV.

RUMMELSBURO.

Mr. Scarborough had again sent for Mr. Grey, but a couple of

weeks passed before he came. At first he refused to come, saying

that he would send his clerk down if any work were wanted such

as the clerk might do. And the clerk did come, and was very
useful. But Mr. Scarborough persevered, using arguments which
Mr. Grey found himself unable at last to resist. He was dying,

and there would soon be an end of it. That was his strongest

argument. Then it was alleged that a lawyer of experience was
certainly needed, and that Mr. Scarborough could not very well put

his affairs into the hands of a stranger. And old friendship was
brought up. And then, at last, the squire alleged that there were
other secrets to be divulged respecting his family, of which Mr.
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Scarborough thought that Mr. Grey would approve. What could

be the *' other secrets " ? But it ended in Mr. Grey assenting to

go, in opposition to his daughter's advice. I would have nothing

more to do with him or his secrets/' Dolly had said.

" You do not know him/'

I know as much about him as a woman can know of a man
she doesn't know ; and all from yourself. You have said over and
over again that he is a * rascal.'"

" Not a rascal. I don't think I said he was a rascal."

I believe you used that very word.'*

Then I unsay it. A rascal has something mean about him.

Juniper's a rascal."
*' He cares nothing for his word."
** Nothing at all,—when the law is concerned."
" And he has defamed his own wife."
" That was done many years ago."
** For a fixed purpose, and not from passion," Dolly continued.

" He is a thoroughly bad man. You have made his will for him,

and now I would leave him." After that Mr. Grey declined for a
second time to go. But at last he was persuaded.

On the evening of his arrival he dined with Mountjoy and
Merton, and on that occasion Miss Scarborough joined them. Of
course there was much surmise as to the cause for this further visit.

Merton declared that, as he had acted as the sick man's private

secretary, he was bound to keep his secret as far as he knew it. He
only surmised what he believed to be the truth, but of that he knew
nothing. Miss Scarborough was altogether in the dark. She, and
she alone, spoke of her brother with respect, but in that she knew
nothing.

" I cannot tell what it is," said Mountjoy ;
" but I suspect it to

be something intended for my benefit and for the utter ruin of

Augustus." Miss Scarborough had now retired. If it could be
possible, I should think that he intended to declare that all he had
said before was false." To this, however, Mr. Grey would not
listen. He was very stout in denying the possibility of any rever-

sion of the decision to which they had all come. Augustus was
undoubtedly by law his father's eldest son. He had seen with his

own eyes copies of the registry of the marriage, which Mr. Barry
had gone across the Continent to make. And in that book his

wife had signed her maiden name according to the custom of the
country. This had been done in the presence of the clergyman
and of a gentleman,—a German, then residing on the spot, who
had himself been examined, and had stated that the wedding, as a
wedding, had been regular in all respects. He was since dead, but
the clergyman who had married them was still alive. Within
twelve months of that time Mr. Scarborough and his bride had
arrived in England, and Augustus had been born. Nothing but
the most indisputable evidence would have sufficed to prove a fact

by which you were so cruelly wronged," he said, addressing him-
z
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self to Mountjoy. " And when your father told me that no wrong
could be done to you, as the property was hopelessly in the hands of

the Jews, I told him that for all purposes of the law, the Jews were
as dear to me as you were. I do say that nothing but the most
certain facts would have convinced me. Such facts, when made
certain, are immovable. If your father has any plot for robbing
Augustus, he will find me as staunch a friend to Augustus as ever I

have been to you.'' When he had so spoken they separated for the

night, and his words had been so strong that they had altogether

affected Mountjoy. If such were his father's intention, it must be
by some further plot that he endeavoured to carry it out ; and in

his father's plots he would put no trust whatever.
And yet he declared his own purpose as he discussed the matter

late into the night with Merton. " I cannot trust Grey at all, nor
my father either, because I do not believe, as Grey believes, this

story of the marriage. My father is so clever, and so resolute in

his purpose to set aside all control over the property as arranged
by law, that to my mind it has all been contrived by himself.

Either Mr. Barry has been squared, or the German parson, or the

foreign gentleman, or more probably all of them. Mr. Grey him-
self may have been squared for all I know ;—though he is the

kindest-hearted gentleman I ever came across. Anything shall be
more probable to me than that I am not my fathei"'s eldest son."

To all this Mr. Merton said very little, though no doubt he had his

own ideas.

The next morning the three gentlemen, with Mr. Grey's clerk,

sat down to breakfast solemn and silent. The clerk had been
especially entreated to say nothing of what he had learned, and
was therefore not questioned by his master. But in truth he had
learned but little, having spent his time in the sorting and copying
of letters which, though they all bore upon the subject in hand,
told nothing of the real tale. Further surmises were useless now,
as, at eleven o'clock, Mr. Grey and Mr. Merton were to go up
together to the squire's room. The clerk was to remain within

call, but there would be no need of Mountjoy. " I suppose I may
as well go to bed," said he, "or up to London, or anywhere."
Mr. Grey very sententiously advised him at any rate not to go up
to London.

The hour came, and Mr. Grey, with Merton and the clerk,

disappeared upstairs. They were summoned by Miss Scarborough,
who seemed to feel heavily the awful solemnity of the occasion.
" I am sure he is going to do something very dreadful this time,"

she whispered to Mr. Grey, who seemed himself to be a little awe-
struck, and did not answer her.

At two o'clock they all met again at lunch, and Mr. Grey was
silent, and in truth very unhappy. Merton and the clerk were also

silent,—as was Miss Scarborough, silent as death. She indeed
knew nothing, but the other three knew as much as Mr. Scar-
borough could or would tell them. Mountjoy was there also, and
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in the middle of the meal broke out violently :
" Why the mischief

among you don't you tell me what it is that my father has said

to you ?

"

" Because I do not believe a word of his story," said Mr. Grey.
" Oh, Mr. Grey !

" ejaculated Miss Scarborough.
" 1 do not believe a word of his story," repeated Mr. Grey.

"Your father's intelligence is so high, and his principles so low,

that there is no scheme which he does not think that he cannot
carry out against the estabhshed laws of his country. His present

tale is a made-up fable."

"What do you say, Merton?" asked Mountjoy.
"It looks to me to be true," said Merton, "but I am no

lawyer."
" Why don't you tell me what it is ?" said Mountjoy.
" I cannot tell you," said Grey, " though he commissioned me

to do so. Greenwood there will tell you." Greenwood was the

name of the clerk. " But I advise you to take him with you to

your own room. And Mr. Merton would, I am sure, go with you.

As for me, it would be impossible that I should do credit in the

telling of it to a story of which I do not believe a single word."
"Am I not to know?" asked Miss Scarborough plaintively.
" Your nephew will tell you," said Mr. Grey, " or Mr. Merton ;

—or Mr. Greenwood can do so if he has permission from
Mr. Scarborough. I would rather tell no one. It is to me
incredible." With that he got up and walked away.

" Now, then, Merton," said Mountjoy, rising from his chair.
" Upon my word I hardly know what to do," said Merton.
"You must come and tell me this wonderful tale. I suppose

that in some way it does affect my interests ?

"

" It affects your interests very much."
"Then I think I may say that I certainly shall believe it. My

father at present would not wish to do me an injury. It must be
told, so come along. Mr. Greenwood had better come also."

Then he left the room, and the two men followed him. They
went away to the smoking-room, leaving Mr. Grey with Miss
Scarborough.

"Am I to know nothing about it?" said Miss Scarborough.
" Not from me, Miss Scarborough. You can understand that

I cannot tell you a story which will require at every word that

I should explain my thorough disbelief in your brother. I have
been very angry with him, and he has been more energetic than
can have been good for him."

" Oh, me ; you will have killed him among you !
"

"It has been his own doing. You, however, had better go to

him. I must return to town this evening."
" You will stay for dinner ?

"

" No ; I cannot stay for dinner. I cannot sit down with
Mountjoy,—who has done nothing in the least wrong,—because I

feel myself to be altogether opposed to his interests. I would
Z 2
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rather be out of the house/' So saying, he did leave the house,
and went back to London by train that afternoon.

The meeting that morning, which had been very stormy, cannot
be given word by word. From the moment in which the squire
had declared his purpose, the lawyer had expressed his disbelief in

all that was said to him. This Mr. Scarborough had at first taken
very kindly, but Mr. Grey clung to his purpose with a pertinacity

which had at last beaten down the squire's ill-humour, and had
called for the interference of Mr. Merton. " How can I be quiet,

'

the squire had said, "when he tells me that everything I say
is a lie t

"

" It is a lie ! " said Mr. Grey, who had lost all control of
himself.

" You should not say that, Mr. Grey," said Merton.
" He should spare a man on his deathbed, who is endeavouring

to do his duty by his children," said the man who thus declared
himself to be dying.

" I will go away," said Mr. Grey, rising. " He has forced me
to come here against my will, and has known,—must have known,
—that I should tell him what I thought. Even though a man be
dying, a man cannot accept what he says on a matter of business

such as this unless he believe him. I must tell him that I believe

him or that I do not. I disbeheve the whole story, and will not

act upon it as though I believed it." But even after this the

meeting was continued, Mr. Grey consenting to sit there and to

hear what was said to the end.
The purport of Mr. Scarborough's story will probably have

been understood by our readers. It was Mr. Scarborough's present

intention to make it understood that the scheme intended for the
disinheritance of Mountjoy had been false from the beginning to

the end, and had been arranged, not for the injury of Mountjoy,
but for the salvation of the estate from the hands of the Jews.
Mountjoy would have lost nothing, as the property would have gone
entirely to the Jews had Mr. Scarborough then died, and Mountjoy
been taken as his legitimate heir. He was not anxious, he had
declared, to say anything on the present occasion in defence of his

conduct in that respect. He would soon be gone, and he would
leave men to judge him who might do so the more honestly when
they should have found that he had succeeded in paying even the

Jews in full the moneys which they had actually advanced. But
now things were again changed, and he was bound to go back to

the correct order of things.
" No ! " shouted Mr. Grey.
'*To the correct order of things," he went on. Mountjoy

Scarborough was, he declared, undoubtedly legitimate. And then
he made Merton and the clerk bring forth all the papers,—as

though he had never brought forth any papers to prove the other

statement to Mr. Grey. And he did expect Mr. Grey to believe

them. Mr. Grey simply put them all back, metaphorically, with
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his hand. There had been two marriages absolutely prepared with

the intent of enabling him at some future time to upset the law
altogether, if it should seem good to him to do so.

" And your wife !
" shouted Mr. Grey.

** Dear woman ! She would have done anything that I told

her ;—unless I had told her to do what was absolutely wrong."
" Not wrong !

"

" Well ;—you know what I mean. She was the purest and the
best of women." Then he went on with his tale. There had been
two marriages, and he now brought forth all the evidence of the

former marriage. It had taken place in a remote town, a village,

in the northern part of Prussia, whither she had been taken by her
mother to join him. The two ladies had both been long since dead.

He had been laid up at the little Prussian town under the plea of a
bad leg. He did not scruple to say now that the bad leg had been
pretence, and a portion of his scheme. The law, he thought, in

endeavouring to make arrangements for his property,—the property
which should have been his own,—had sinned so greatly as to

drive a wise man to much scheming. He had begun scheming
early in the business. But for his bad leg the old lady would not
have brought her daughter to be married at so out-of-the-way a
place as Rummelsburg in Pomerania. He had travelled about, and
found Rummelsburg peculiarly fitted for his enterprise. There was
a most civil old Lutheran clergyman there, to whom he had made
himself peculiarly acceptable. He had now certified copies of the

registry at Rummelsburg, which left no loophole for doubt. But
he had felt that probably no inquiry would have been made about
what had been done thirty years ago at Rummelsburg, had he
himself desired to be silent on the subject. "There will be no
difficulty," he said, " in making the Rummelsburg marriage known
to all the world."

" I think there will,—very great difficulty," Mr. Grey had said.
" Not the least. But when I had to be married in the light of

day, after Mountjoy's birth, at Nice in Italy, then there was the

difficulty. It had to be done in the light of day ; and that little

traveller and his nurse were with us. Nice was in Italy then, and
some contrivance was, I assure you, necessary. But it was done,
and I have always had with me the double sets of certificates. As
things have turned up, I have had to keep Mr. Grey altogether in

the dark as regards Rummelsburg. It was very difficult ; but I

have succeeded."
That Mr. Grey should have been almost driven to madness by

such an outrage as this was a matter of course. But he preferred

to believe that Rummelsburg, and not Nice, was the myth. " How
did your wife travel with you during the whole of that year?" he
had asked.

" As Mrs. Scarborough, no doubt. But we had been very little

in society, and the world at large seemed willing to believe almost
anything of me that was wrong. However, there's the Rummels-
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burg marriage, and if you send to Rummelsburg you'll find that it's

all right ; a little white church in a corner, with a crooked spire.

The old clergyman is, no doubt, dead, but I should imagine that

they would keep their registers." Then he explained how he had
travelled about the world with the two sets of certificates, and had
made the second public when his object had been to convert
Augustus into his eldest son. Many people then had been found
who had remembered something of the marriage at Nice, and
remembered to have remembered something at the time of having
been in possession of some secret as to the lady. But Rummels-
burg had been kept quite in the dark. Now it was necessary that

a strong light should be thrown on the absolute legality of the
Rummelsburg marriage.

He declared that he had more than once made up his mind to

destroy those Rummelsburg documents, but had always been deterred

by the reflection that when they were once gone, they could not

be brought back again. "I had always intended," he had Said, "to
burn the papers the last thing before my death. But as I learned
Augustus's character, I made quite certain by causing them to be
sealed up in a parcel addressed to him, so that, if I had died by
accident, they might have fallen into proper hands. But I see now
the wickedness of my project, and, therefore, I give them over to

Mr. Grey.'' So saying he tendered the parcel to the attorney.

Mr. Grey, of course, refused to take, or even to touch the

Rummelsburg parcel. He then prepared to leave the room,
declaring it would be his duty to act on the part of Augustus,
should Augustus be pleased to accept his services. But Mr.
Scarborough, almost with tears, implored him to change his

purpose. *^ Why should you set two brothers by the ears.^" At
this Mr. Grey only shook his head incredulously. " And why ruin

the property without an object ?"

" The property will come to ruin.**

" Not if you will take the matter up in the proper spirit. But
if you determine to drive one brother to hostility against the other,

and promote unnecessary litigation, of course the lawyers will get

it all." Then Mr. Grey left the room, boiling with anger, in that

he, with his legal knowledge and determination to do right, had
been so utterly thrown aside ; and Mr. Scarborough sank exhausted
by the efforts he had gone through.

CHAPTER LV.

MR. GREY'S REMORSE.

Mr. Grey's feeling as he returned home was chiefly one of self-

reproach,—so that, though he persisted in not believing the story

which had been told to him, he did in truth believe it. He believed

at any rate in Mr. Scarborough. Mr. Scarborough had determined
that the property should go hither and thither according to his will,
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without reference to the established laws of the land, and had
carried and would carry his purpose. His object had been to save
his estate from the hands of those harpies, the money-lenders, and
as far as he was concerned he would have saved it. He had, in

fact, forced the money-lenders to lend their money without interest

and without security, and then to consent to accept their principal

when it was offered to them. No man could say but that the deed
when done was a good deed. But this man in doing it had driven his

coach and horses through all the laws,—which were to Mr. Grey as

Holy Writ ; and in thus driving his coach and horses he had forced

Mr. Grey to sit upon the box and hold the reins. Mr. Grey had
thought himself to be a clever man,—at least a well-instructed man,
but Mr. Scarborough had turned him round his finger, this way and
that way, just as he had pleased.

Mr. Grey when in his rage he had given the lie to Mr. Scar-

borough had, no doubt, spoken as he had believed at that moment.
To him the new story must have sounded like a lie, as he had been
driven to accept the veritable lie as real truth. He had looked into

all the circumstances of the marriage at Nice, and had accepted it.

He had sent his partner over and had picked up many incidental

confirmations. That there had been a marriage at Nice between
Mr. Scarborough and the mother of Augustus was certain. He
had traced back Mr. Scarborough's movements before the marriage,
and could not learn where the lady had joined him who afterwards
became his wife. But it had become manifest to him that she had
travelled with him, bearing his name. But in Vienna Mr. Barry
had learned that Mr. Scarborough had called the lady by her
maiden name. He might have learned that he had done so very
often at other places ; but it had all been done in preparation for

the plot in hand,—as had scores of other little tricks which have
not cropped up to the surface in this narrative. Mr. Scarborough's
whole life had been passed in arranging tricks for the defeat of the
law. And it had been his great glory so to arrange them as to

make it impossible that the law should touch him. Mountjoy had
declared that he had been defrauded. The creditors swore with
many oaths that they had been horribly cheated by this man.
Augustus no doubt would so swear very loudly. No man could
swear more loudly than did Mr. Grey as he left the squire's chamber
after this last revelation. But there was no one who could punish
him. The money-lenders had no writing under his hand. Had
Mountjoy been begotten without a marriage ceremony, it would
have been very wicked, but the vengeance of the law would not
have reached him. I f you deceive your attorney with false facts

he cannot bring you before the magistrates. Augustus had been
the most injured of all ; but a son, though he may bring an action
against his father for bigamy, cannot summon him before any
tribunal because he has married his mother twice over. These
were Mr. Scarborough's death-bed triumphs ; but they were very
sore upon Mr. Grey.
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On his journey back to town, as he turned the facts over more
coolly in his mind, he began to fear that he saw a glimmer of the

truth. Before he reached London he almost thought that Mountjoy
would be the heir. He had not brought a scrap of paper away
with him, having absolutely refused to touch the documents offered

to him. He certainly would not be employed again either by Mr.
Scarborough or on behalf of his estate or his executors. He had
threatened that he would take up the cudgels on behalf of Augustus,
and had felt at the moment that he was bound to do so, because as

he had then thought Augustus had the right cause. But as that

idea crumbled away from him, Augustus and his affairs became
more and more distasteful to him. After all, it ought to be wished
that Mountjoy should become the elder son,—even Mountjoy, the

incurable gambler. It was terrible to Mr. Grey that the old fixed

arrangement should be unfixed, and certainly there was nothing in

the character of Augustus to reconcile him to such a change.

But he was a very unhappy man when he put himself into a cab
to be carried down to Fulham. How much better would it have
been for him had he taken his daughter's advice and persistently

refused in making this last journey to Tretton ? He would have to

acknowledge to his daughter that Mr. Scarborough had altogether

got the better of him, and his unhappiness would consist in the

bitterness of that acknowledgment. But when he reached the
Manor House his daughter met him with news of her own which
for the moment kept his news in abeyance. " Oh, papa !

" she
said, " I am so glad you've come." He had sent her a telegram to

say that he was coming. " Just when I got your message I was
frightened out of my life. Who do you think was here with me.'"'

How am I to think, my dear."
" Mr. Juniper.'*
" Who on earth is Mr. Juniper ? " he asked. Oh ! I remember

;

Amelia's lover."
" Do you mean to say you forgot Mr. Juniper ? I never shall

forget him. What a horrid man he is !

"

I never saw Mr. Juniper in my life. What did he want of you ?"

" He says you have ruined him utterly. He came here about
two o'clock, and found me at work in the garden. He made his

way in through the open gate, and would not be sent back, though
one of the girls told him that there was nobody at home. He had
seen me, and I could not turn him out of course.'*

" What did he say to you ? Was he impudent ?"

" He did not insult me if you mean that, but he was impudent
in not going away, and I could not get rid of him for an hour. He
says that you have doubly ruined him."

As how?"
" You would not let Amelia have the fortune that you promised

her, and I think his object now was to get the fortune without the
girl. And he said also that he had lent five hundred pounds to

your Captain Scarborough."
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He is not my Captain Scarborough."
And that when you were settling the captain's debts, his was

the only one you would not pay in full."

" He is a rogue ;—an arrant rogue."

"But he says that he's got the captain's name to the five

hundred pounds ; and he means to get it some of these days now
that the captain and his father are friends again. The long and
the short of it is that he wants five hundred pounds by hook or by
crook, and that he thinks you ought to let him have it."

** He'll get it, or the greater part of it. There's no doubt he'll

get it if he has got the captain's name. If I remember right the
captain did sign a note for him to that amount. And he'll get the
money if he has stuck to it."

Do you mean that Captain Scarborough would pay all his
debts ?

"

" He will have to pay that one, because it was not included in

the schedule. What do you think has turned up now ?

"

" Some other scheme ?
'*

"It is all scheming ;—base false scheming, to have been con-
cerned with which will be a disgrace to my name for ever !

"

" Oh, papa !"

"Yes ; for ever. He has told me now, that Mountjoy is his
true, legitimate, eldest son. He declares that that story which I

have believed for the last eight months has been altogether false

and made out of his own brain to suit his own purposes. In order
to enable him to defraud these money-lenders he used a plot which
he had concocted long since, and boldly declared Augustus to be
his heir. He made me believe it, and because I believed it even
those greedy grasping men, who would not have given up a tithe of
their prey to save the whole family, even they believed it too. Now,
at the very point of death, he comes forward with perfect coolness, and
tells me that the whole story was a plot made out of his own head."

"Do you believe him now ?

"

" I became very wroth, and said that it was a lie. I did
think that it was a lie. I did flatter myself that in a matter con-
cerning my own business, and in which I was bound to look after

the welfare of others, he could not so have deceived me. But J

find myself as a child,—as a baby in his hands.*'
" Then you do believe him now "

" I am afraid so. I will never see him again if it be possible
for me to avoid him. He has treated me as no one should have
treated his enemy ; let alone a faithful friend. He must have scoffed

and scorned at me merely because I had faith in his word. Who
could have thought of a man laying his plots so deeply,—arranging
for twenty years past the frauds which he has now executed ! For
thirty years or nearly his mind has been busy on these schemes,
and on others, no doubt, which he has not thought it necessary to

execute, and has used me in them simply as a machine. It is

impossible that I should forgive him."
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And what will be the end of it ? " she asked.
" Who can say ? But this is clear. He has utterly destroyed

my character as a lawyer."
" No ;

nothing of the kind."
" And it will be well if he have not done so as a man. Do you

think that when people hear that these changes have been made
with my assistance they will stop to unravel it all, and to see that I

have been only a fool, and not a knave ? Can I explain under
what stress of entreaty I went down there on this last occasion ?"

" Papa, you were quite right to go. He was your old friend, and
he was dying."

Even for this he was grateful. Who will judge me as you do
—you who persuaded me that I should not have gone See how
the world will use my name. He has made me a party to each of

his frauds. He disinherited Mountjoy, and he forced me to believe

the evidence he brought. Then, when Mountjoy was nobody, he
half paid the creditors by means of my assistance."

*' They got all they were entitled to get."

" No. Till the law had decided against them they were entitled

to their bonds. But they, ruffians though they are, had advanced
so much hard money ; and I was anxious that they should get their

hard money back again. But unless Mountjoy had been illegitimate,

—so as to be capable of inheriting nothing,—they would have been
cheated ;—and they have been cheated. Will it be possible that I

should make them or make others think that I have had nothing to

do with it } And Augustus, who will be open-mouthed,—what will

he say against me ? In every turn and double of the man's crafty

mind I shall be supposed to have turned and doubled with him. I

do not mind telling the truth about myself to you.*'
*'

I should hope not."
" The light that has guided me through my professional life has

been a love of the law. As far as my small powers have gone I

have wished to preserve it intact. I am sure that the law and justice

may be made to run on all-fours. I have been so proud of my
country as to make that the rule of my life. Chance has brought
me into the position of having for a client a man the passion of

whose life has been the very reverse. Who would not say that for

any attorney to have such a man as Mr. Scarborough, of Tretton,

for his client, was not a feather in his cap ? But I have found him
to be not only fraudulent, but too clever for me. In opposition to

myself he has carried me into his paths."
" He has never induced you to do anything that was wrong.**

***A^z7 conscire sibV That ought to be enough for a simple

man. But it is not enough for me. It cannot be enough for a man
who intends to act as an attorney for others. Others must know it

as well as I myself. You know it. But can I remain an attorney

for you only ? There are some of whom just the other thing is

known ; but then they look for work of the other kind. I have
never put up a shop-board for sharp practice. After this the
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sharpest kind of practice will be all that I shall seem to be fit for.

It isn't the money. I can retire with enough for your wants and
mine. If I could retire amidst the good words of men I should be
happy. But even if I retire men will say that I have filled my
pockets with plunder from Tretton."

" That will never be said."
" Were I to publish an account of the whole affair,—which I

am bound in honour not to do,—explaining it all from beginning to

end, people would only say that 1 was endeavouring to lay the

whole weight of the guilt upon my confederate who was dead.
Why did he pick me out for such usage,—me who have been so

true to him ?"

There was something almost weak, almost feminine in the tone
of Mr. Grey's complaints. But to Dolly they were neither feminine
nor weak. To her, her father's grief was true and well-founded

;

but for herself in her own heart there was some joy to be drawn
from it. How would it have been with her if the sharp practice

had been his, and the success ? What would have been her state

of mind had she known her father to have conceived these base
tricks ? Or what would have been her condition had her father

been of such a kind as to have taught her that the doing of such
tricks should be indifferent to her ? To have been high above them
all,—for him and for her,—was not that everything ? And was she
not sure that the truth would come to light at last ? And if not

here would not the truth come to light elsewhere where light would
be of more avail than here t Such was the consolation with which
Dolly consoled herself.

On the next two days Mr. Grey went to his chambers and
returned without any new word as to Mr. Scarborough and his

affairs. One day he did bring back some tidings as to Juniper.

Juniper has got into some row about a horse,'' he said, "and is, I

fear, in prison. All the same, he'll get his five hundred pounds ;

and if he knew that fact it would help him."
" I can't tell him, papa. I don't know where he lives."
" Perhaps Carroll could do so."

" I never speak to Mr. Carroll ; and I would not willingly

mention Juniper's name to my aunt or to either of the girls. It will

be better to let Juniper go on in his row.''

" With all my heart," said Mr. Grey. And then there was an
end of that.

On the next morning, the fourth after his return from Tretton,

Mr. Grey received a letter from Mountjoy Scarborough. " He was
sure," he said " that Mr. Grey would be sorry to hear that his father

had been very weak since Mr. Grey had gone, and unable even to

see him (Mountjoy) for more than two or three minutes at a time.

He was afraid that all would soon be over ; but he and everybody
around the squire had been surprised to find how cheerful and
high-spirited he was. It seems," wrote Mountjoy, " as though he
had nothing to regret either as regards this world or the next. He



348 MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.

has no remorse, and certainly no fear. Nothing, I think, could
make him angry, unless the word repentance were mentioned to

him. To me and to his sister he is unwontedly affectionate, but
Augustuses name has not crossed his lips since you left the house.'*

Then he went on to the matter as to which his letter had been
written. ^*What am I to do when all is over with him? It is

natural that I should come to you for advice. I will promise nothing
about myself, but I trust that I may not return to the gambling-
table. If I have this property to manage, I may be able to remain
down here without going up to London. But shall I have the
property to manage ? And what steps am I to take with the view
of getting it } Of course I shall have to encounter opposition, but
I do not think that you will be one of those to oppose me. I pre-

sume that I shall be left here in possession, and that, they say, is

nine points of the law. In the usual way I ought, I presume, simply
to do nothing, but merely to take possession. The double story

about the two marriages ought to count for nothing. And I should
be as though no such plot had ever been hatched. But they have
been hatched and other people know of them. The creditors I

presume can do nothing. You have all the bonds in your possession.

They may curse and swear, but will, I imagine, have no power. I

doubt whether they have a morsel of ground on which to raise a
law-suit ; for whether I or Augustus be the eldest son, their claims
have been satisfied in full. But I presume that Augustus will not
sit quiet. What ought I to do in regard to him ? As matters stand
at present, he will not get a shilling piece. I fear my father is too
ill to make another will. But at any rate he will make none in

favour of Augustus. Pray tell me what I ought to do. And tell

me whether you can send anyone down to assist me when my
father shall have gone."

" I will meddle no further with anything in which the name of
Scarborough is concerned.*' Such had been Mr. Grey's first asser-

tion when he received Mountjoy's letter. He would write to him,
and tell him that after what had passed there could be nothing of
business transacted between him and his father's estate. Nor was
he in the position to give any advice on the subjects mooted. He
would wash his hands of it altogether. But, as he went home, he
thought over the matter, and told himself that it would be impos-
sible for him thus to repudiate the name. He would undertake no
law-suit either on behalf of Augustus or of Mountjoy. But he must
answer Mountjoy's letter, and tender him some advice.

During the long hours of the subsequent night he discussed the
whole matter with his daughter. And the upshot of his discussion

was this,—that he would withdraw his name from the business, and
leave Mr. Barry to manage it. Mr, Barry might then act for either

party as he pleased.
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CHAPTER LVI.

MR. SCARBOROUGH'S REVENGE.

All these things were not done at Tretton altogether unknown to

Augustus Scarborough. Tidings as to the will reached him, and
then he first perceived the injury he had done himself in lending

his assistance to the payment of the creditors. Had his brother

been utterly bankrupt, so that the Jews might have seized any
money that might have come to him, his father would have left no
will in his favour. All that was now intelligible to Augustus. The
idea that his father should strip the house of every stick of furniture,

and the estate of every chattel upon it, had not occurred to him
before the thing was done. He had thought that his father was
indifferent to all personal offence, and therefore he had been offen-

sive. He found out his mistake, and therefore was angry with

himself. But he still thought that he had been right in regard to

the creditors. Had the creditors been left in the possession of

their unpaid bonds they would have offered terrible impediments
to the taking possession of the property. He had been right then,

he thought. The fact was that his father had lived too long.

However, the property would be left to him, Augustus, and he must
make up his mind to buy the other things from Mountjoy. He at

any rate would have to provide the funds out of which Mountjoy
must live, and he would take care that he did not buy the chattels

twice over. It was thus he consoled himself till rumours of some-
thing worse reached his ears.

How the rumours reached him it would be difficult to say.

There were probably some among the servants who got an inkling

of what the squire was doing when Mr. Grey again came down.
Or Miss Scarborough had some confidential friend. Or Mr. Grey's

clerk may have been indiscreet. The tidings in some unformed
state did reach Augustus and astounded him. His belief in his

father's story as to his brother's illegitimacy had been unfixed and
doubtful. Latterly it had verged towards more thorough belief as

the creditors had taken their money—less than a third of what
would have been theirs had the power remained with them of
recovering their full debt. The creditors had thus proved their

belief, and they were a people not likely to believe such a statement
without some foundation. But at any rate he had conceived it to be im-
possible that his own father should go back from his first story, and
again make himself out to be doubly a liar and doubly a knave.

But if it were so what should he do ? Was it not the case that

in such event he would be altogether ruined, a penniless adventurer
with his profession absolutely gone from him ? What little money
he had got together had been expended on behalf of Mountjoy,—

a

sprat thrown out to catch a whale. Everything according to the
present tidings had been left to Mountjoy. He had only half known
his father, who had turned against him with virulence, because o£
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his unkindness. Who could have expected that a man in such a
condition should have lived so long, and have been capable of a
will so powerful ? He had not dreamed of a hatred so inveterate as
his father's for him.

He received news also from Tretton, that his father was not now
expected by anyone to live long.

" It may be a week, the doctors say, and it is hardly possible
that he should remain alive for another month/' Such was the
news which reached him from his own emissary at Tretton. What
had he better do in the emergency of the moment ?

There was only one possibly effective step that he could take. He
might, of course, remain tranquil, and accept what chance might
give him, when his father should have died. But he might at once
go down to Tretton and demand an interview with the dying man.
He did not think that his father even on his death-bed would refuse

to see him. His father's pluck was indomitable, and he thought
that he could depend on his own pluck. At any rate he resolved

that he would immediately go to Tretton and take his chance. He
reached the house about the middle of the day, and at once sent

his name up to his father. Miss Scarborough was sitting by her
brother's bedside, and from time to time was reading to him a few
words. Augustus !

" he said, as soon as the servant had left the

room. What does Augustus want with me ? The last time he
saw me he bade me die out of hand if I wished to retrieve the
injury I had done him."

" Do not think of that now, John," his sister said.

"As God is my Judge, I will think of it to the last moment.
Words such as those, spoken by a son to his father, demand a
little thought. Were I to tell you that I did not think of them,
would you not know that I was a hypocrite ?"

" You need not speak of them, John.''
** Not unless he came here to harass my last moments. I strove

to do very much for him ;—you know with what return. Mountjoy
has been, at any rate, honest and straightforward

;
and, considering

all things, not lacking in respect. I shall, at any rate, have some
pleasure in letting Augustus know the state of my mind."

" What shall I say to him ? " his sister asked.

"Tell him that he had better go back to London. I have
tried them both, as few sons can be tried by their father, and I

know them now. Tell him, with my compliments, that it will be
better for him not to see me. There can be nothing pleasant said

between us. I have no communication to make to him which could
in the least interest him."

But before night came the squire had been talked over, ind had
agreed to see his son. " The interview will be easy enough for

nie," he had said, " but I cannot imagine what he will get from iL

But let him come as he will."

Augustus spent much of the intervening time in discussing the

matter with his aunt But not a word on the subject was spoken
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by him to Mountjoy, whom he met at dinner, and with whom he
spent the evening in company with Mr. Merton. The two hours
after dinner were melancholy enough. The three adjourned to the

smoking-room, and sat there almost without conversation. A few
words were said about the hunting, but Mountjoy had not hunted
this winter. There were a fe'/v also of greater interest about the

shooting. The shooting was of course still the property of the old

man, and, in the early months, had without many words spoken
become as it were an appanage of the condition of life to which
Augustus aspired ; but of late Mountjoy had assumed the command.
*'You found plenty of pheasants here, I suppose/* Augustus
remarked.

*^ Well, yes ; not too many. I didn't trouble myself much about
it. When I saw a pheasant I shot it. I've been a little troubled

in spirit, you know."
" Gambling again, I heard.'*

"That didn't trouble me much. Merton can tell you that weVe
had a sick house."

" Yes, indeed,'^ said Merton. It hasn't seemed to be a time
in which a man would think very much of his pheasants."

*'
I don't know why," said Augustus, who was determined not to

put up with the rebuke implied in the doctor's words. After that

there was nothing more said between them till they all went. to

their separate apartments.
*• Don't contradict him,'' his aunt said to him the next morning,

" and if he reprimands you, acknowledge that you have been wrong."
" That's hard, when 1 haven't been wrong."
" But so much depends upon it ; and he is so stern. Of course,

I wish well for both of you. There is plenty enough ;—plenty, if

only you could agree together."

But the injustice of his treatment ! Is it true that he now
declares Mountjoy to be the eldest son ?"

*' I believe so. I do not know, but I believe it."

Think of what his conduct has been to me. And then you tell

me that I am to own that I have been wrong ! In what have I

been wrong ?

"

He is your father, and I suppose you have said hard words to

him."
Did I rebuke him because he had fraudulently kept me for so

many years in the position of a younger son 1 Did 1 not forgive

him that iniquity?"

But he says you are a younger son."

This last move,'^ he said, with great passion, " has only been
made in an attempt to punish me, because I would not tell him that

I was under a world of obligations to him for simply declaring the
truth as to my birth. We cannot both be his eldest son."

" No, certainly not both."

At last he declared that I was his heir. If I did say hard
words to him, were they not justified ?

"
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** Not to your father," said Miss Scarborough, shaking her head.
*^ That is your idea. How was I to abstain ? Think what had

been done to me. Through my whole life he had deceived me,
and had attempted to rob me."

" But he says that he had intended to get the property for you.*'
" To get it ! It was mine. According to what he said it was

my own. He had robbed me to give it to Mountjoy. Now he
intends to rob me again in order that Mountjoy may have it. He
will leave such a kettle of fish behind him, with all his manoeuvring,
that neither of us will be the better of Tretton.**

Then he went to the squire. In spite of what had passed
between him and his aunt he had thought deeply of his conduct to

his father in the past, and of the manner in which he would now
carry himself He was aware that he had behaved,—not badly, for

that he esteemed nothing,—but most unwisely. When he had
found himself to be the heir to Tretton he had fancied himself to be
almost the possessor, and had acted on the instincts which on such
a case would have been natural to him. To have pardoned the
man because he was his father, and then to have treated him with
insolent disdain, as some dying old man, almost entirely beneath
his notice, was what he felt the nature of the circumstances
demanded. And whether the story was true or false it would have
been the same. He had come at last to believe it to be true, and
had therefore been the more resolute

; but, whether it were true or
false, the old man had struck his blow, and must abide by it. Till

the moment came in which he had received that communication
from Tretton, the idea had never occurred to him that another
disposition of the property might still be within his father's power.
But he had little known the old man^s power, or the fertility of his

resources, or the extent of his malice. "After what you have done
you should cease to stay and disturb us," he had once said, when
his father had jokingly alluded to his own death. He had at once
repented, and had felt that such a speech had been iniquitous as
coming from a son. But his father had, at the moment, expressed
no deep animosity. Some sarcastic words had fallen from him of

which Augustus had not understood the bitterness. But he had
remembered it since, and was now not so much surprised at his

father's wish to injure him as at his power.

But could he have any such power ? Mr. Grey, he knew, was
on his side, and Mr. Grey was a thorough lawyer. All the world
was on his side, all the world having been instructed to think and
to believe that Mr. Scarborough had not been married till after

Mountjoy was born. All the world had been much surprised, and
would be unwilling to encounter another blow. Should he go into

his father's room altogether penitent, or should he hold up his head
and justify himself.'*

One thing was brought home to him, by thinking, as a matter of

which he might be convinced. No penitence could now avail him
anything. He had at any rate by this time looked sufficiently into
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his father^s character to be sure that he would not forgive such an
offence as had been his. Any vice, any extravagance, almost any
personal neglect, would have been pardoned. " I have so brought
him up," the father would have said, '*and the fault must be counted
as my own." But this son had deliberately expressed a wish for

his father's death, and had expressed it in his father's presence.

He had shown not only neglect, which may arise at a distance, and
may not be absolutely intentional ; but these words had been said

with the purpose of wounding, and were, and would be, unpardon-
able. Augustus, as he went along the corridor to his father's room,
determined that he would at any rate not be penitent.

"Well, sir, how do you find yourself?" he said, walking in

briskly, and putting out his hand to his father. The old man
languidly gave his hand, but only smiled. " I hear of you, though
not from you, and they tell me that you have not been quite so

strong of late."

" I shall soon cease to stay and trouble you,** said the squire,

with affected weakness, in a voice hardly above a whisper, using

the very words which Augustus had spoken.
" There have been some moments between us, sir, which have

been, unfortunately, unpleasant."
'

" And yet I have done so much to make them pleasant to you !

I should have thought that the offer of all Tretton would have gone
for much with you !

"

Augustus was again taken in. There was a piteous whine
about his father's voice which once more deceived him. He did

not dream of the depth of the old man's anger. He did not

imagine that at such a moment it could boil over with such ferocity ;

nor was he altogether aware of the catlike quietude with which he
could pave the way for his last spring. Mountjoy, by far the least

gifted of the two, had gained the truer insight to his father's

character.
" You had done much, or rather, as I supposed, circumstances

had done much."
Circumstances !

''

"The facts, I mean, as to Mountjoy's birth and my own "

I have not always left myself to be governed by actual

circumstances."
If there was any omission on my part of an expression of

proper feeling, I regret it."

" I don't know that there was. What is proper feeling ? There
was no hypocrisy, at any rate."

" You sometimes are a little bitter, sir."

" I hope you won't find it so when I'm gone."
" I don't know what I said that has angered you ; but I may

have been driven to say what I did not feel."
" Certainly not to me."
" Tm not here to beg pardon for any special fault, as I do not

quite know of what I am accused."

2 A
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Of nothing. There is no accusation at all."

** Nor what the punishment is to be. I have learned that you
have left to Mountjoy all the furniture in the house."

Yes, poor boy ! When I found that you had turned him out."
" I never turned him out,—not till your house was open to

receive him."
** You would not have wished him to go into the poor-house."
" I did the very best for him. I kept him going when there was

no one else to give him a shilling."

"He must have had a bitter time," said the father. ** I hope it

may have done him good."
" I think I behaved to him just as an elder brother should have

done. He was not particularly grateful, but that was not my fault."
" Still I thought it best to leave him the old sticks about the

place. As he was to have the property, it was better that he should
have the sticks." As he said this he managed to turn himself
round and look his son full in the face. Such a look as it was !

There was the gleam of victory, and the glory of triumph, and the
venom of malice. "You wouldn't have them separated, would
you?"

" I have heard of some further trick of this kind."

Just the ordinary way in which things ought to be allowed to

run. Mr. Grey, who is a very good man, persuaded me. No man
ought to interfere with the law. An attempt in that direction led to

evil. Mountjoy is the eldest son, you know."
" I know nothing of the kind."
** Oh, dear no ! there is no question at all as to the date of my

marriage with your mother. We were married in quite a straight-

forward way at Rummelsburg. When I wanted to save the

property from those harpies, I was surprised to find how easily I

managed it Grey was a little soft there ; an excellent man, but

too credulous for a lawyer."
" I do not believe a word of it."

"You'll find it all go as naturally as possible when I have
ceased to stay and be troublesome. But one thing I must say in

your favour."
" What do you mean ?

"

" I never could have managed it all unless you had consented
to that payment of the creditors. Indeed, I must say that was
chiefly your own doing. When you first suggested it, I saw what
a fine thing you were contriving for your brother. I should think,

after that, of leaving it all, so that you need not find out the truth

when I am dead. I do think I had so managed it that you would
have had the property. Mountjoy, who has some foolish feeling

about his mother, and who is obstinate as a pig, would have
fought it out ; but I had so contrived that you would have had it.

I had sealed up every document referring to the Rummelsburg
marriage, and had addressed them all to you. I couldn't have made
it safer, could 1 ?
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I don't know what you mean.*'

You would have been enabled to destroy every scrap of the
evidence which will be wanted to prove your brother's legitimacy.

Had I burned the papers I could not have put them more beyond
poor Mountjoy's reach. Now they are quite safe, in Mr. Grey's
office ; his clerk took them away with him. I would not leave

them here with Mountjoy because,—well,—you might come, and
he might be murdered.'* Now Mr. Scarborough had had his revenge.

" You think you have done your duty," said Augustus.

I do not care two straws about doing my duty, young man.'*

Here Mr. Scarborough raised himself in part, and spoke in that

strong voice which was supposed to be so deleterious to him. Or
rather, in seeking my duty, I look beyond the conventionalities of

the world. I think that you have behaved damnably, and that I

have punished you. Because of Mountjoy's weakness, because he
had been knocked off his legs, I endeavoured to put you upon
yours. You at once turned upon me, when you thought the deed
was done, and bade me go—and bury myself. You were a little

too quick in your desire to become the owner of Tretton Park at

once. I have stayed long enough to give some further trouble.

You will not say, after this, that I am non compos, and unable to

make a will. You will find that, under mine, not one penny piece,

not one scrap of property, will become yours. Mountjoy will take

care of you, I do not doubt. He must hate you, but will recognise

you as his brother. I am not so soft-hearted, and will not recognise

you as my son. Now you may go away." So saying, he turned
himself round to the wall, and refused to be induced to utter

another word. Augustus began to speak, but when he had com-
menced his second sentence, the old man rung his bell. " Mary,"
said he to his sister, " will you have the goodness to get Augustus
to go away ? I am very weak, and if he remains he will be the

death of me. He can't get anything by killing me at once ; it is

too late for that."

Then Augustus did leave the room, and before the night came
had left Tretton also. He presumed there was nothing for him to

do there. One word he did say to Mountjoy : You will under-
stand, Mountjoy, that, when our father is dead, Tretton will not
become your property."

I shall understand nothing of the kind," said Mountjoy, *' but
I suppose Mr. Grey will tell me what I am to do."

CHAPTER LVII.

MR. PROSPER SHOWS HIS GOOD NATURE.

While these things were going on at Tretton, and while Mr.
Scarborough was making all arrangements for the adequate dis-

position of his property,— in doing which he had happily come to

the conclusion that there was no necessity for interfering with what

2 A 2
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the law had settled,— Mr. Prosper was lying very ill at Buston, and
was endeavouring on his sick bed to reconcile himself to what the

entail had done for him. There could be no other heir to him, but
Harry Annesley. As he thought of the unmarried ladies of his

acquaintance, he found that there was no one who would have done
for him but Miss Puffle and Matilda Thoroughbung. All others

were too young or too old, or chiefly penniless. Miss Puffle would
have been the exact thing,—only for that intruding farmer's son.

As he lay there alone in his bedroom his mind used to wander
a little, and he would send for Matthew, his butler, and hold con-

fidential discussions with him. " I never did think, sir, that Miss
Thoroughbung was exactly the lady," said Matthew.

"Why not?"
" Well, sir ! There is a saying But you'll excuse me.'*

"Go on, Matthew."
" There is a saying as how you can't make a silk purse out of a

sow's ear."
" I've heard that.'*

" Just so, sir. Now, Miss Thoroughbung is a very nice lady.'*

" I don't think she's a nice lady at all."

" But Of course it's not becoming in me to speak against

my betters, and as a menial servant I never would.'*
" Go on, Matthew."
" Miss Thoroughbung is

" Go on, Matthew."
" Well, she is a sow's ear. Ain't she, now ? The servants here

never would have looked upon her as a silk purse."
" Wouldn't they?"
" Never. She has a way with her, just as though she didn't care

for silk purses. And it's my mind, sir, that she don't. She
wishes however to be uppermost, and if she had come here she'd

have said so."
" That never can be. Thank God ; that can never be !

"

" Oh no ! Brewers is brewers, and must be. There's Mr.

Joe He's very well, no doubt."
** I haven't the pleasure of his acquaintance."
"Him as is to marry Miss Molly. But Miss Molly ain't the

head of the family ;—is she, sir ? " Here the squire shook his

head. " You're the head of the family, sir."

" I suppose so."
" And is I might make so bold as to speak."
" Go on, Matthew."
" Miss Thoroughbung would be a httle out of place at Buston

Hall. Now as to Miss Puffle "

" Miss Puffle is a lady,—or was."
" No doubt, sir. The Puffles is not quite equal to the Prospers,

as I can hear. But the Puffles is ladies,—and gentlemen. The
servants below all give it up to them that they're real gentlefolk.

But
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" Weill"
She demeaned herself terribly with young Tazlehurst. They

all said as there were more where that came from."

What should they mean by that ?

"

"She'd indulge in low 'abits,—such as never would have been
put up with at Buston Hall. A-cursing and a-swearing "

" Miss Puffle !

"

" Not herself! I don't say that ; but it's like enough if you 'ad

heard all. But them as lets others do it almost does it themselves.

And them as lets others drink sperrits o' mornings come nigh to

having a dram down their own throats."
" Oh laws ! " exclaimed Mr. Prosper, thinking of the escape he

had had.
" You wouldn't have liked it, sir, if there had been a bottle of

gin in the bedroom." Here Mr. Prosper hid his face among the

bedclothes. " It ain't all that comes silk out of the skein that

does to make a purse of"
There were difficulties in the pursuit of matrimony of which

Mr. Prosper had not thought. His imagination at once pictured to

himself a bride with a bottle of gin under her pillow, and he went
on shivering till Matthew almost thought that he had been attacked
by an ague fit.

" I shall give it up, at any rate," he said after a pause.
" Of course you're a young man, sir."
** No, I'm not."
" That is, not exactly young."
" You're an old fool to tell such lies."

Of course Pm an old fool ; but I endeavour to be veracious.

I never didn't take a shilling as were yours, nor a shilling's worth,

all the years I have known you, Mr. Prosper."
" What has that to do with it ? I'm not a young man."
" What am I to say, sir ? Shall I say as you are middle-

aged?"
" The truth is, Matthew, I'm worn out."

Then I wouldn't think of taking a wife.''

" Troubles have been too heavy for me to bear. I don't think
I was intended to bear trouble."

"Man is born to trouble as the sparks fly upward," said
Matthew.

" I suppose so. But one man's luck is harder than another's.

They've been too many for me, and I feel that I'm sinking under
them. It's no good my thinking of marrying now."

" That's what I was coming to when you said I was an old fool.

Of course I am an old fool."

"Do have done with it. Mr. Harry hasn't been exactly what
he ought to have been to me."

" He's a very comely young gentleman."
What has comely to do with it

"

" Them as is plain-featured is more likely to stay at home and
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be quiet. You couldn't expect one as is so handsome to stay at

Buston and hear sermons."
** I don't expect him to be knocking men about in the streets at

midnight."
" It ain't that, sir."

I say it is that.'*

Very well, sir. Only we've all heard downstairs as Mr. Harry
wasn't him as struck the first blow. It was all about a young
lady."

" I know what it was about./
^* A young lady as is a young lady." This was felt to the quick

by Mr. Prosper, in regard to the gin-drinking Miss Puffle and the
brewer-bred Miss Thoroughbung ; but as he was beginning to

think that the continuation of the family of the Prospers must
depend on the marriage which Harry might make, he passed over
the slur upon himself for the sake of the praise given to the future

mother of the Prospers. " And when a young gentleman has set

his heart on a young lady he's not going to be braggydoshoed out
of it.'»

" Captain Scarborough knew her first.''

" First come, first served, isn't always the way with lovers. Mr.
Harry was the conquering hero. * Wenij widij wici' "

Halloa, Matthew !

"

Them's the words they say a young gentleman ought to use
when he's got the better of a young lady's affections ; and I dare
say they're the very words as put the captain into such a towering
passion. I can understand how it happened, just as if I saw it."

But he went away,—and left him bleeding and speechless."
" He'd knocked his weni^ widi, wici out of him, I guess. I

think, Mr. Prosper, you should forgive him." Mr. Prosper had
thought so too, but had hardly known how to express himself after

his second burst of anger. But he was at the present ill and weak,
and was anxious to have someone near to him who would be more
like a silk purse than his butler, Matthew.

" Suppose you was to send for him, sir."

He wouldn't come."
" Let him alone for coming. They tell me, sir ^"

"Who tells you?"
" Why, sir, the servants now at the Rectory. Of course, sir,

where two families is so near connected, the servants are just as

near. It's no more than natural. They tell me now that since you
were so kind about the allowance, their talk of you is all changed."
Then the squire's anger was heated hot again. Their talk had all

been against him till he had opened his hand in regard to the

allowance. And now when there was something again to be got

they could be civil. There was none of that love of him for himself

for which an old man is always hankering, for which the sick man
breaks his heart ; but which the old and sick find it so difficult to

get from the young and healthy. It is in nature that the old man
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should keep the purse in his own pocket, or otherwise he will have
so little to attract. He is weak, querulous, ugly to look at, apt to

be greedy, cross, and untidy. Though he himself can love, what is

his love to any one ? Duty demands that one shall smooth his

pillow, and someone does smooth it,—as a duty. But the old man
feels the difference, and remembers the time when there was one
who was anxious to share it. Mr. Prosper was not in years an old

man, and had not as yet passed that time of life at which many a
man is regarded by his children as the best of their playfellows.

But he was weak in body, self-conscious, and jealous in spirit. He
had the heart to lay out for himself a generous line of conduct, but
not the purpose to stick to it steadily. His nephew had ever been
a trouble to him, because he had expected from his nephew a kind
of worship to which he had felt that he was entitled as the head of

the family. All good things were to come from him. and therefore

good things should be given to him. Harry had told himself that

his uncle was not his father, and that it had not been his fault that

he was his uncle's heir. He had not asked his uncle for an
allowance. He had grown up with the feeling that Buston Hall
was to be his own, arid had not regarded his uncle as the donor.
His father, with his large family, had never exacted much,—had
wanted no special attention from him. And if not his father, then
why his uncle? But his inattention, his absence of gratitude for

peculiar gifts, had sunk deep into Mr. Prosper's bosom. Hence
had come Miss Thoroughbung as his last resource, and Miss
Thoroughbung had— called him Peter. Hence his mind had
wandered to Miss Puffle, and Miss Puffle had gone off with the

farmer's son, and, as he was now informed, had taken to drinking
gin. Therefore he turned his face to the wall and prepared himself

to die.

On the next day he sent for Matthew again. Matthew first

came to him always in the morning, but on that occasion very little

conversation ever took place. In the middle of the day he had a
bowl of soup brought to him, and by that time had managed to

drag himself out of bed, and to clothe himself in his dressing-gown,
and to seat himself in his armchair. Then when the soup had been
slowly eaten he would ring his bell and the conversation would
begin. I have been thinking over what I was saying yesterday,

Matthew." Matthew simply assented ; but he knew in his heart

that his master had been thinking over what he himself had said.
" Is Mr. Harry at the Rectory ?

"

" Oh yes. He's there now. He wouldn't stir from the Rectory
till he hears that you are better."

" Why shouldn't he stir? Does he mean to say th-te I'm going
to die ? Perhaps I am. I'm very weak, but he doesn't know it."

Matthew felt that he had made a blunder, and that he must get

out of it as well as he could. " It isn't that he is thinking anything
of that, but you are contined to your room, sir. Of coarse he knows
that."
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" I never told him."
** He's most particular in his inquiries,—from day to day.**
" Does he come here ?

"

** He don't venture on that, because he knows as how you
wouldn't wish it."

"Why shouldn't I wish it? It'd be the most natural thing in

the world."
" But there has been—a little—I'm quite sure Mr. Harry don't

wish to intrude. If you'd let me give it to be understood that you'd
like him to call, he'd be over here in a jiffy." Then, very slowly,

Mr. Prosper did give it to be understood that he would take it as a
compliment if his nephew would walk across the park and ask after

him. He was most particular as to the mode in which this embassy
should be conducted. Harry was not to be made to think that he
was to come rushing into the house after his old fashion. " Halloa,

uncle, aren't you well ? Hope you'll be better when I come back !

Have got to be off by the next train." Then he used to fly away
and not be heard of again for a week ! And yet the message was
to be conveyed with an alluring courtesy that might be attractive,

and might indicate that no hostility was intended. But it was not
to be a positive message ; but one which would signify what might
possibly take place. If it should happen that Mr. Harry was
walking in this direction, it might also happen that his uncle would
be pleased to see him. There was no better ambassador at hand
than Matthew, and therefore Matthew was commissioned to arrange
matters. " If you can get at Mrs. Weeks and do it through his

mother," suggested Mr. Prosper. Then Matthew winked and
departed on his errand.

In about two hours there was a ring at the back door, of which
Mr. Prosper knew well the sound. Miss Thoroughbung had not
been there very often, but he had learned to distinguish her ring or

her servant's. In old days, not so very far removed, Harry had
never been accustomed to ring at all. But yet his uncle knew that

it was he, and not the doctor, who might probably come,—or Mr.
Soames, of whose coming he lived in hourly dread. " You can
show him up," he said to Matthew, opening the door with great

exertion, and attempting to speak to the servant down the stairs.

Harry at any rate was shown up, and in two minutes' time was
standing over his uncle's sick chair. " I have not been quite well

just lately," he said, in answer to the inquiries made.
" We are very sorry to hear that, sir."

" I suppose you've heard it before."
" We did hear that you were a little out of sorts."
" Out of sorts ! I don't know what you call out of sorts. I

have not been out of this room for well-nigh a month. My sister

came to see me one d ly, and that's the last Christian I've seen."
" My mother would have been over daily if she fancied you'd

like it."

*' She has her own duties, and I don't want to be troublesome."
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" The truth is, Uncle Prosper, that we have all felt that we have
been in your black books ; and as we have not thought that we
deserved it, there has been a little coolness."

" I told your mother that I was willing to forgive you."
" Forgive me what? A fellow does not care to be forgiven when

he has done nothing. But if you'll only say that bygones shall be
bygones quite past I'll take it so." He could not give up his

position as head of the family so easily,—an injured head of the
family. And yet he was anxious that bygones should be bygones,
—if only the young man would not be so jaunty as he stood there

by his armchair. "Just say the word and the girls shall come up
and see you as they used to do." Mr. Prosper thought at the
moment that one of the girls was going to marry Joe Thorough-
bung, and that he would not wish to see her. " As for myself, if

I've been in any way negligent, I can only say that I did not intend
it. I do not like to say more, because it would seem as though I

were asking you for money."
" I don't know why you shouldn't ask me."
"A man doesn't like to do that. But I'd tell you of everything

if you'd only let me."
" What is there to tell ?" said Uncle Prosper, knowing well that

the love story would be communicated to him.
" I've got myself engaged to marry a young woman."
"A young woman 1

"

" Yes ;—she's a young woman of course. But she's a young
lady as well. You know her name. It is Florence Mountjoy."

"That is the young lady that I've heard of. Was there not
some other gentleman attached to her 1

"

There was ;—her cousin, Mountjoy Scarborough."
" His father wrote to me."
" His father is the meanest fellow I ever met."
" And he himself came to me,—down here. They were fighting

your battle for you."
" I'm much obliged to them."
" For even I have interfered with him about the lady."

Then Harry had to repeat his 7;eni, vidi^ vici after his own
fashion. " Of course I interfered with him. How is a fellow to

help himself? We both of us were spooning on the same girl, and
of course she had to decide it."

" And she decided for you."
" I fancy she did. At any rate I decided for her, and I mean to

have her."

Then Mr. Prosper was, for him, very gracious in his congratula-
tions, saying all manner of good things of Miss Mountjoy. I

think you'd like her, Uncle Prosper." Mr. Prosper did not doubt
but that he would " appease the solicitor." He also had heard of
Miss Mountjoy, and what he had heard had been much to the
young lady's credit." Then he asked a few questions as to the

time fixed for the marriage. Here Harry was obliged to own that
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there were difficulties. Miss Mountjoy had promised not to marry
for three years without her mother's consent. Three years !

" said

Mr. Prosper. " Then I shall be dead and buried." Harry did not
tell his uncle that in that case the difficulty might probably vanish,

as the same decree of fate which had robbed him of his poor uncle
would have made him owner of Buston. In such case as that Mrs.
Mountjoy might probably give way.

"But why is the young lady to be kept from marriage for three

years ? Does she wish it 1
"

Harry said that he did not exactly think that Miss Mountjoy, on
her own behalf, did wish for so prolonged a separation. " The fact

is, sir, that Mrs. Mountjoy is not my best friend. This nephew of

hers, Mountjoy Scarborough, has always been her favourite."
" But he's a man that always loses his money at cards."
" He's to have all Tretton now, it seems."
" And what does the young lady say 1

"

"All Tretton won't move her. I'm not a bit afraid. IVe got

her word and that's enough for me. How it is that her mother
should think it possible,—that's what I do not know.''

" The three years are quite fixed."
" I don't quite say that altogether."
" But a young lady who will be true to you will be true to her

mother also." Harry shook his head. He was quite willing to

guarantee Florence's truth as to her promise to him, but he did not

think that her promise to her mother need be put on the same
footing. I shall be very glad if you can arrange it any other way.
Three years is a long time."

" Quite absurd, you know," said Harry with energy.
** What made her fix on three years ?

"

** I don't know how they did it between them. Mrs. Mountjoy
perhaps thought that it might give time to her nephew. Ten years
would be the same as far as he is concerned. Florence is a girl

who, when she says that she loves a man, means it. For ygu don't

suppose I intend to remain three years ?
"

What do you intend to do ?
"

" One has to wait a little and see." Then there was a long
pause, during which Harry stood twiddling his fingers. He had
nothing further to suggest, but he thought that his uncle might say
something. "Shall I come again to-morrow, Uncle Prosper .'^ he
said.

" I have got a plan," said Uncle Prosper.
" What is it, uncle 1

"

" I don't know that it can lead to anything. It's of no use of
course if the young lady will wait the three years."

*'
I don't think she's at all anxious," said Harry.

" You might marry almost at once."
" That's what I should like."
" And come and live here."
" In this house ?

"
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** Why not ? I'm nobody. You'd soon find that I am nobody."
" That's nonsense, Uncle Prosper. Of course you're everybody

in your own house."
" You might endure it for six months in the year.'*

Harry thought of the sermons, but resolved at once to face them
boldly. " I am only thinking how generous you are."

" It's what I mean. I don't know the young lady, and perhaps
she mightn't like living with an old gentleman. In regard to the

other six months, I'll raise the two hundred and fifty pounds to five

hundred pounds. If she thinks well of it she should come here

first and let me see her. She and her mother might both come."
Then there was a pause. " I should not know how to bear it,—

I

should not indeed. But let them both come."
After some further delay this was at last decided on. Harry

went away supremely happy and very grateful, and Mr. Prosper was
left to meditate on the terrible step he had taken.

CHAPTER LVIII.

MR. SCARBOROUGH'S DEATH.

It is a melancholy fact that Mr. Barry, when he heard the last story

from Tretton, began to think that his partner was not so " wide-

awake '* as he had hitherto always regarded him. As time runs on,

such a result generally takes place in all close connections between
the old and the young. Ten years ago Mr. Barry had looked up
to Mr. Grey with a trustful respect. Words which fell from Mr.
Grey were certainly words of truth, but they were, in Mr. Barry's

then estimation, words of wisdom also. Gradually an altered

feeling had grown up ; and Mr. Barry, though he did not doubt the

truth, thought less about it. But he did doubt the wisdom con-
stantly. The wisdom practised under Mr. Barry's vice-manage-
ment was not quite the same as Mr. Grey's. And Mr. Barry had
come to understand that though it might be well to tell the truth on
occasions, it was folly to suppose that anyone else would do so.

He had always thought that Mr. Grey had gone a little too fast in

believing Squire Scarborough's first story. " But you've been to

Nic^e yourself, and discovered that it is true," Mr. Grey would say.

Mr. Barry would shake his head and declare that in having to deal

with a man of such varied intellect as Mr. Scarborough, there was
no coming at the bottom of a story.

But there had then been no question of any alterations in the
mode of conducting the business of the firm. Mr. Grey had been,
of course, the partner by whose judgment any question of import-
ance must ultimately be decided

; and, though Mr. Barry had been
sent to Nice, the Scarborough property was especially in Mr.
Grey's branch. He had been loud in declaring the iniquity of his

client, but had altogether made up his mind that the iniquity had
been practised ; and all the clerks in the office had gone with him,



364 MR, SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY,

trusting to his great character for sober sagacity. And Mr. Grey
was not a man who would easily be put out of his high position.

The respect generally felt for him was too high ; and he carried

himself before his partner and clerks too powerfully to lose at once
his prestige. But Mr. Barry, when he heard the new story, looked
at his own favourite clerk and almost winked an eye ; and when he
came to discuss the matter with Mr. Grey, he declined even to

pretend to be led at once by Mr. Grey's opinion. " A gentleman
who has been so very clever on one occasion may be very clever on
another." That had been his argument. Mr. Grey's reply had
simply been to the effect that they cannot twice catch an old bird
with chaff. Mr. Barry seemed, however, to think, in discussing the
matter with the favourite clerk, that the older the bird became the
more often he could be caught with chaff.

Mr. Grey in these days was very unhappy,—not made so simply
by the iniquity of his client, but by the insight which he got into

his partner's aptitude for business. He began to have his doubts
about Mr. Barry. Mr. Barry was tending towards sharp practice.

Mr. Barry was beginning to love his clients,—not with a proper
attorney's affection, as his children, but as sheep to be shorn. With
Mr. Grey the bills had gone out and had been paid no doubt, and the
money had in some shape found its way into Mr. Grey's pockets.

But he had never looked at the two things together. Mr. Barry
seemed to be thinking of the wool as every client came, or was
dismissed. Mr. Grey, as he thought of these things, began to

fancy that his own style of business was becoming antiquated. He
had said good words of Mr. Barry to his daughter, but just at this

period his faith both in himself and in his partner began to fail.

His partner was becoming too strong for him, and he felt that he
was failing. Things were changed ; and he did not love his business

as he used to do. He had fancies, and he knew that he had fancies,

and that fancies were not good for an attorney. When he saw
what was in Mr. Barry's mind as to this new story from Tretton, he
became convinced that Dolly was right. Dolly was not ht, he
thought, to be Mr. Barry's wife. She might have been the wife of

such another as himself, had the partner been such another. But
it was not probable that any partner should have been such as he
was. " Old times are changed," he said to himself ; "old manners
gone.*' Then he determined that he would put his house in order,

and leave the firm. A man cannot leave his work for ever without

some touch of melancholy.
But it was necessary that someone should go to Rummelsburg

and find what could be learned there. Mr. Grey had sworn that

he would have nothing to do with the new story, as soon as the

new story had been told to him ; but it soon became apparent to

him that he must have to do with it. As soon as the breath should

be out of the old squire's body, some one must take possession of

Tretton, and Mountjoy would be left in the house. In accordance
with Mr. Grey's theory, Augustus would be the proper possessor.
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Augustus no doubt would go down and claim the ownership,—unless

the matter could be decided to the satisfaction of them both before-

hand. Mr. Grey thought that there was little hope of such satis-

faction ; but it would of course be for him or his firm to see what
could be done. That I should ever have got such a piece of

business," he said to himself. But it was at last settled among
them that Mr. Barry should go to Rummelsburg. He had made
the inquiry at Nice, and he would go on with it at Rummelsburg.
Mr. Barry started, with Mr. Quaverdale, of St. John's, the gentle-

man whom Harry Annesley had consulted as to the practicability

of his earning money by writing for the press. Mr. Quaverdale
was supposed to be a German scholar, and therefore had his expenses
paid for him, with some bonus for his time.

A conversation between Mr. Barry and Mr. Quaverdale, which
took place on their way home, shall be given, as it will be best to

describe the result of their inquiry. This inquiry had been con-

ducted by Mr. Barry's intelligence, but had owed so much to Mr.
Quaverdale's extensive knowledge of languages, that the two gentle-

men may be said, as they came home, to be equally well instructed

in the affairs of Mr. Scarborough's property.
" He has been too many for the governor/* said Barry. Mr.

Barry's governor was Mr. Grey.

It seems to me that Mr. Scarborough is a gentleman who is

apt to be too many for most men."
" The sharpest fellow I ever came across, either in the way of a

cheat or in any other walk of life. If he wanted anyone else to

have the property, he'd come out with something to show that the

entail itself was all moonshine.''

But when he married again at Nice, he couldn't have quarrelled

with his eldest son already. The child was not above four or five

months old." This came from Quaverdale.
" It's my impression," said Barry, " that it was then his intention

to divide the property, and that this was done as a kind of protest

against primogeniture. Then he found that that would fail,—that

if he came to explain the whole matter to his sons, they would not
consent to be guided by him, and to accept a division. From what
I have seen of both of them, they are bad to guide after that

fashion. Then Mountjoy got frightfully in the hands of the money-
lenders, and in order to do them it became necessary that the whole
property should go to Augustus."

" They must look upon him as a nice sort of old man/' said

Quaverdale.
" Rather ! But they have never got at him to speak a bit of

their mind to him. And then how clever he was in getting round
his own younger son ! The property got into such a condition that

there was money enough to pay the Jews the money they had really

lent. Augustus, who was never quite sure of his father, thought it

would be best to disarm them ; and he consented to pay them,
getting back all their bonds. But he was very uncivil to the squire,
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told him that the sooner he died the better, or something of that

sort ;—and then the squire immediately turned round and sprang
this Rummelsburg marriage upon us, and has left every stick about
the place to Mountjoy. It must all go to Mountjoy,—every acre,

every horse, every bed, and every book."
"And these, in twelve months' time, will have been divided

among the card-players of the metropolis," said Quaverdale.
" We've got nothing to do with that. If ever a man did have

a lesson he has had it. If he chose to take it, no man would ever
have been saved in so miraculous a manner. But there can be no
doubt that John Scarborough and Ada Sneyd were married at

Rummelsburg, and that it will be found to be impossible to

unmarry them."
" Old Mrs. Sneyd, the lady's mother, was then present," said

Quaverdale.
Not a doubt about it,—and that Fritz Deutchmann was present

at the marriage. I almost think that we ought to have brought
him away with us. It would have cost a couple of hundred pounds,
but the estate can bear that. We can have him by sending for him
if we should want it." Then, after many more words on the same
subject and to the same effect, Mr. Barry went on to give his own
private opinions. " In fact, the only blemish in old Scarborough's
plans was this ;—that the Rummelsburg marriage was sure to come
out sooner or later."

Do you think so 1 Fritz Deutchmann is the only one of the
party alive, and it's not probable that he would ever have heard of
Tretton."

"These things always do come out. But it does not signify

now. And the world will know how godless and reprobate old

Scarborough has been ; but that will not interfere with Mountjoy's
legitimacy. And the world has pretty well understood already
that the old man has cared nothing for God or man. It was bad
enough according to the other story that he should have kept
Augustus so long in the dark, and determined to give it all to a
bastard by means of a plot and a fraud. The world has got used
to that. The world will simply be amused by this other turn. And
as the world generally is not very fond of Augustus Scarborough,
and entertains a sort of good-natured pity for Mountjoy, the first

marriage will be easily accepted."
" There'll be a law-suit, I suppose," said Quaverdale.
" I don't see that they'll have a leg to stand on. When the old

man dies the property will be exactly as it would have been. This
latter intended fraud in favour of Augustus will be understood as

having been old Scarborough's farce. The Jews are the party who
have really suffered."

"And Augustus?"
** He will have lost nothing to which he was by law entitled.

His father might of course make what will he pleased. If Augustus
was uncivil to his father, his father could of course alter his wilL
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The world would see all that. But the world will be inclined to say

that these poor money-lenders have been awfully swindled/*
**The world won't pity them."
" I'm not so sure. It's a hard case to get hold of a lot of men

lind force them to lend you a hundred thousand pounds without

security and without interest. That's what has been done in this

case.''

They'll have no means of recovering anything."
" Not a shilling. The wonder is that they should have got

the hundred thousand pounds. They would never have had it

unless the squire had wished to pave the way back for Mountjoy.
And then he made Augustus do it for him ! In my mind he has

been so clever that he ought to be forgiven all his rascality. There
has been, too, no punishment for him, and no probability of punish-

ment. He has done nothing for which the law can touch him.

He has proposed to cheat people, but before he would have cheated
them he might be dead. The money-lenders will have been
swindled awfully, but they have never had any ground of tangible

complaint against him. *Who are you.?' he has snid, 'I don't

know you.' They alleged that they had lent their money to his

eldest son. * That's as you thought,' he replied. ' 1 ain't bound to

come and tell you all the family arrangements about my marriage !

'

II you look at it all round it was uncommonly well done."
When Mr. Barry got back he found that it was generally

admitted at the chambers that the business had been well done.
Everybody was prepared to allow that Mr. Scarborough had not

left a screw loose in the arrangement,—though he was this moment
on his death-bed, and had been under surgical tortures and opera-

tions, and, in fact, slowly dying during the whole period that he had
been thus busy. Everyone concerned in the matter seemed to admire
Mr. Scarborough ; except Mr. Grey, whose anger, either with

himself or his client, became the stronger, the louder grew the

admiration of the world.

A couple of barristers very learned in the law were consulted,

and they gave it as their opinion that from the evidence as shown
to them there could be no doubt but that Mountjoy was legitimate.

There was no reason in the least for doubting it, but for that strange

episode which had occurred when, in order to get the better of the

law, Mr. Scarborough had declared that at the time of Mountjoy's
birth he had not been married. They went on to declare that on
the squire's death the Rummelsburg marriage must of course have
been discovered, and had given it as their opinion that the squire

had never dreamed of doing so great an injustice either to his elder

or his younger son. He had simply denied, as they thought, to

cheat the money-lenders, and had cheated them beautifully. That
Mr. Tyrrwhit should have been so very soft was a marvel to them;
but it only showed how very foolish a sharp man of the world might
be when he encountered one sharper.

And Augustus, through an attorney acting on his own behalf,
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consulted two other barristers,—whose joint opinion was not forth-

coming quite at once, but may have to be stated. Augustus was
declared by them to have received at his father's hands a most
irreparable injury, to such an extent that an action for damages
would in their opinion lie. He had, by accepting his father's first

story, altered the whole course of his life, abandoned his profession,

and even paid large sums of money out of his own pocket for the

maintenance of his elder brother. A jury would probably award
him some very considerable sum,—if a jury could get hold of his

father while still living. No doubt the furniture and other property

would remain, and might be held to be liable for the present owner's

laches. But these two learned lawyers did not think that an action

could be taken with any probability of success against the eldest

son, with reference to his tables and chairs, when the Tretton
estates should have become his. As these learned lawyers had
learned that old Mr. Scarborough was at this moment almost in

articulo mortis, would it not be better that Augustus should apply

to his elder brother to make him such compensation as the pecu-

liarities of the case would demand But as this opinion did not

reach Augustus till his father was dead, the first alternative proposed
was of no use.

" I suppose, sir, we had better communicate with Mr. Scar-

borough," Mr. Barry said to his partner, on his return.

"Not in my name,*' Mr. Grey replied ; "I've put Mr. Scar-

borough in such a state that he is not allowed to see any business

letter. Sir William Brodrick is there now." But communications
were made both to Mountjoyand to Augustus. There was nothing
for Mountjoy to do ; his case was in Mr. Barry's hands, nor could
he take any steps till something should be done to oust him from
Tretton. Augustus, however, immediately went to work and
employed his counsel, learned in the law.

" You will do something, I suppose, for poor Gus ? " the old

man said to his son one morning. It was the last morning on
which he was destined to awake in the world, and he had been
told by Sir William and by Mr. Merton that it would probably be
so. But death to him had no terror. Life to him, for many weeks
past, had been so laden with pain as to make him look forward to

a release from it with hope. But the business of life had pressed
so hard upon him as to make him feel that he could not tell what
had been accomplished. The adjustment of such a property as

Tretton required, he thought, his presence, and, till it had been
adjusted, he clung to life with a pertinacity which had seemed to

be oppressive. Now Mountjoy's debts had been paid, and Mount-
joy could be left a bit happier. Having achieved so much, he was
delighted to think that he might. But there had come latterly a
claim upon him equally strong,—that he should wreak his ven-
geance upon Augustus. Had Augustus abused him for keeping
him in the dark so long, he would have borne it patiently. He had
expected as much. But his son had ridiculed him, laughed at him.
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made nothing of him, and had at last told him to die out of the way.

He would, at any rate, do something before he died.

He had had his revenge, very bitter of its kind. Augustus
should be made to feel that he had not been ridiculous,—not to be
laughed at in his last days. He had ruined his son, inevitably

ruined him, and was about to leave him penniless upon the earth.

But now, in his last moments, in his very last, there came upon
him some feeling of pity, and, in speaking of his son, he once more
called him Gus."

" I don't know how it will all be, sir ; but if the property is to be
mine "

" It will be yours ; it must be yours.'*

Then I will do anything for him that he will accept."

Do not let him starve, or have to earn his bread."
" Say what you wish, sir, and it shall be done, as far as I can

do it."

" Make an offer to him of some income, and settle it on him.

Do it at once." The old man, as he said this, was thinking pro-

bably of the great danger that all Tretton might before long have
been made to vanish. " And Mountjoy ^

" Sir."
" You have gambled surely enough for amusement. With such

a property as this in your hands, gambling becomes very serious.'*

They were the last words,—the last intelligible words,—which
the old man spoke. He died with his left hand on his son's neck,

and took Merton and his sister by his side. It was a death-bed
not without its lesson, not without a certain charm in the eyes of

some fancied beholder. Those who were there seemed to love hkii

well, and should do so.

He had contrived in spite of his great faults to create a respect

in the minds of those around him, which is itself a great element of

love. But there was something in his manner which told of love

for others. He was one who could hate to distraction, and on whom
no bonds of blood would operate to mitigate his hatred. He would
persevere to injure with a terrible persistency. But yet in every
phise of his life he had been actuated by love for others. He
had never been selfish, thinking always of others rather than of

himself. Supremely indifferent he had been to the opinion of the

world around him, but he had never run counter to his own con-
science. For the conventionalities of the law he entertained a
supreme contempt, but he did wish so to arrange matters with
which he was himself concerned as to do what justice demanded.
Whether he succeeded in the last year of his life the reader may
judge. But certainly the three persons who were assembled around
his death-bed did respect him, and had been made to love him by
what he had done.

Merton wrote the next morning to his friend Harry Annesley
respecting the scene. " The poor old boy has gone at last, and in

spite of all his faults I feel as though I had lost an old friend. To me
^ 3



5?o MR, SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.

he has been most kind, and did I not know of all his sins I should
say that he had been always loyal and always charitable. Mr. Grey
condemns him, and all the world must condemn him. One cannot
make an apology for him without being ready to throw all truth

and all morality to the dogs. But if you can imagine for yourself a
state of things in which neither truth nor morality shall be thought
essential, then old Mr. Scarborough would be your hero. He was
the bravest man I ever knew. He was ready to look all opposition
in the face, and prepared to bear it down. And whatever he did
he did with the view of accomplishing what he thought to be right

for other people. Between him and his God I cannot judge, but
he believed in an Almighty One, and certainly went forth to meet
Him without a fear in his heart."

CHAPTER LIX.

JOE thoroughbung's wedding.

While some men die others are marrying. While the funeral

dirge was pealing sadly at Tretton, the joyful marriage bells were
ringing both at Buntingford and Buston. Joe 1 horoughbung,
dressed all in his best, was about to carry off Molly Annesley to

Rome previous to settling down to a comfortable life of hunting
and brewing in his native town. Miss Thoroughbung sent her
compliments to Mrs. Annesley. Would her brother be there?
She thought it probable that Mr. Prosper would not be glad to see

her. She longed to substitute ** Peter " for Mr. Prosper, but
abstained. In such case she would deny herself the pleasure of
" seeing Joe turned off." Then there was an embassy sent to the

Hall. The two younger girls went with the object of inviting

Uncle Prosper,—but with a desire in their hearts that Uncle
Prosper might not come. " I presume the family at Buntingford
will be represented ? " Uncle Prosper had asked. " Somebody will

come, I suppose," said Fanny. Then Uncle Prosper had sent

down a pretty jewelled ring, and said that he would remain in his

room. His health hardly permitted of his being present with

advantage. So it was decided that Miss Thoroughbung should

come, and everyone felt that she would be the howling spirit, if

not at the ceremony—at the banquet which would be given
afterwards.

Miss Thoroughbung was not the only obstacle, had the whole
been known. Young Soames, the son of the attorney with whom
Mr. Prosper had found it so evil a thing to have to deal, was to act

as Joe*s best man. Mr. Prosper learned this probably from
Matthew, but he never spoke of it to the family. It was a sad dis-

grace in his eyes that any Soames should have been so far mixed
wp with the Prosper blood. Young Algy Soames was in himself

a very nice sort of young fellow, who liked a day's hunting when
he could be spared out of his father's office, and whose worst fault
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It was that he wore loud cravats. But he was an abomination to

Mr. Prosper,—who had never seen nim. As it was, he carried

himself very mildly on this occasion.
" It's a pity we're not to have two marriages at the same time,"

said Mr. Crabtree, a clerical wag from the next parish. " Don't

you think so, Mrs. Annesley?" Mrs. Annesley was standing close

by, as was also Miss Thoroughbung, but she made no answer to

the appeal. People who understood anything knew that Mrs.

Annesley would not be gratified by such an allusion. But
Mr. Crabtree was a man who understood nothing.

" The old birds never pair so readily as the young ones," said

Miss Thoroughbung.
" Old ! Who talks of being old said Mr. Crabtree. " My

friend Prosper is quite a boy. There's a good time coming, and I

hope you'll give way yet. Miss Thoroughbung."
Then they were all marshalled on their way to church. It is

quite out of my power to describe the bride's dress,—or those of the

bridesmaids. They were the bride's sisters, and two of his sisters.

An attempt had been made to induce Florence Mountjoy to come
down, but it had been unsuccessful. Things had gone so far now
at Cheltenham that Mrs. Mountjoy had been driven to acknowledge
that, if Florence held to her project for three years, she should be
allowed to marry Harry Annesley. But she had accompanied this

permission by many absurd restrictions. Florence was not to see

him at any rate during the first year. But she was to see Mountjoy
Scarborough if he came to Cheltenham. Florence declared this to

be impossible, but as the Huston marriage took place just at this

moment, she could not have her way in everything. Joe drove up
to the church with Algy Soames, it not having been thought
discreet that he should enter the parsonage on that morning,
though he had been there nearly every day through the winter.
" I declare here he is," said Miss Thoroughbung, very loiidly. " I

never thought he'd have the courage at the last moment."
" I wonder how a certain gentleman would have felt when it

came to his last moment," said Mr. Crabtree.

Mrs. Annesley took to weeping bitterly, which seemed to be
unnecessary, as she had done nothing but congratulate herself

since the match had first been made, and had rejoiced greatly that

one of her numerous brood should have " put into such a haven
of rest."

" My dear Mrs. Annesley," said Mrs. Crabtree, consoling her in

that she would not be far removed from her child, "y»)u can almost
see the brewery chimneys from the church tower." Those who
knew the two ladies well were aware that there was some little slur

intended by the allusion to brewery chimneys. Mrs. Crabtree's
girl had married the third son of Sir Reginald Rattlepate. The
Kattlepates were not rich, and the third son was not indieed to

earn his bread.

"Thank God, yes!" said Mrs. Annesley through her tcai%

b 2
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** Whenever I shall see them I shall know that there's an incomtf
coming out with the smoke."

The boys were home from school for the occasion. "Molly,
there's Joe coming after you," said the elder.

" If he give you a kiss now, you needn't pretend to mind/' said
the other.

" My darling,—my own one, that so soon will be my own no
longer," said the father, as he made his way into the vestry to put
on his surplice.

" Dear papa !

" It was the only word the bride said as she
walked in at the church door and prepared to make her way up
the nave at the head of her little bevy. They were all very bright
as they stood there before the altar, but the brightest spot among
them was Algy Soames's blue necktie. Joe for the moment was
much depressed, and thought nothing of the last run in which he
had distinguished himself ;—but nevertheless he held up his head
well as a man and a brewer.

** Dont'ee take on so,'* Miss Thoroughbung said to Mrs.
Annesley at the last moment. " He'll give her plenty to eat and
to drink and will never do her a morsel of harm." Joe overheard
this, and wished that his aunt was back in her bed at Marmaduke
Lodge.

Then the marriage was over, and they all trooped into the
vestry to sign the book. "You can't get out of that now," said
Mrs. Crabtree to Joe.

" I don't want. I have got the fairest girl in these parts for my
wife, and, as I believe, the best young woman.'* This he said with
a spirit for which Mrs. Crabtree had not given him credit, and
Algy Soames heard him and admired his friend beneath his blue
necktie. And one of the girls heard it, and cried tears of joy as

she told her sister afterwards in the bedroom. " Oh, what a
darling he is!" Molly had said amidst her own sobbing. Joe
stood an inch higher among them all because of that word.

Then came the breakfast, that dullest, saddest hour of all. To
feed heavily about twelve in the morning is always a nuisance,—

a

nuisance so abominable that it should be avoided under any other

circumstances than a wedding in your own family. But that

wedding-breakfast, when it does come, is the worst of all feeding.

The smart dresses and bare shoulders seen there by daylight, the
handing people in and out among the seats, the very nature of the

food, made up of chicken and sweets and flummery, the profusion

of champagne, not sometimes of the very best on such an occasion ;

—and then the speeches ! They fall generally to the lot of some
middle-aged gentlemen, who seem always to have been selected

for their incapacity ! But there is a worse trouble yet remaining,

—in the unnatural repletion which the sight even of so much food
produces, and the fact that your dinner for that day is destroyed
utterly and for ever.

Mr. Crabtree and the two fathers made the speeches, over and
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beyond that which was made by Joe himself. Joe's father was not
eloquent. He brewed, no doubt, good beer, without a taste in it

beyond malt and hops. No man in the county brewed better beer.

But he couldn't make a speech. He got up, dressed in a big white
waistcoat, and a face as red as his son's hunting-coat, and said

that he hoped his boy would make a good husband. All he could
say was that being a lover had not helped to make him a good
brewer. Perhaps when Molly Annesley was brought nearer to

Buntingford, Joe mightn't spend so much of his time in going to

and fro. Perhaps Mr. Joe might not demand so much of her
attention. This was the great point he made, and it was received
well by all but the bride, who whispered to Joe that if he thought
that he was to be among the brewing tubs from morning to night

he'd find he was mistaken. Mr. Annesley threw a word or two of

feeling into his speech, as is usual with the father of the young
lady, but nobody seemed to care much for that. Mr. Crabtree was
facetious with the ordinary wedding jests—as might have been
expected, seeing that he had been present at every wedding in the
county for the last twenty years. The elderly ladies laughed good-
humouredly, and Mrs. Crabtree was heard to say that the whole
affair would have been very tame but that Mr. Crabtree had
" carried it all off." But in truth, when Joe got up the fun of the

day had commenced, for Miss Thoroughbung, though she kept her
chair, was able to utter as many words as her nephew. " I'm sure

I'm very much obliged to you for what you've all been saying."

So you ought, sir, for you have heard more good of yourself

than you'll ever hear again."
" Then Pm the more obliged to you. What my people have

said about my being so long upon the road "

" That's only just what you have told them at the brewery.
Nobody knows where you have been."

" Molly can tell you all about that."
•* I can't tell them anything," Molly said in a whisper.
" But it comes only once in a man's lifetime," continued Joe ;

" and I dare say if we knew all about the governor when he was of

my age, which I don't remember, he was as spooney as anyone."
I only saw him once for six months before he was married,"

said Mrs. Thoroughbung in a funereal voice.
" He's made up for it since," said Miss Thoroughbung.
** Pm sure Pm very proud to have got such a young lady to have

come and joined her lot with mine," continued Joe ; and nobody
can think more about his wife's family than I do."

"And all Buston," said the aunt.
** Yes, and all Buston."
" Pm sure we're all sorry that the bride's uncle, from Buston

Hall, has not been able to come here to-day. You ought to say
that, Joe."

" Yes, I do say it. Pm very sorry that Mr. Prosper isn't able to

be here."
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" Perhaps Miss Thoroughbung can tell us something about
him," said Mr. Crabtree.

" Me ! I know nothing special. When I saw him last he was
in good health. I did nothing to him to make him keep his bed.

Mrs. Crabtree seems to think that I have got your uncle in my
keeping. Molly, I beg to say that Tm not responsible."

It must be allowed that amidst such free conversation it was
difficult for Joe to shine as an orator. But as he had no such
ambition perhaps the interruptions only served him. But Miss
Thoroughbung's witticism did throw a certain damp over the
wedding breakfast. It was perhaps to have been expected that

the lady should take her revenge for the injury done to her. It was
the only revenge that she did take. She had been ill-used, she
thought, and yet she had not put Mr. Prosper to a shilling of

expense. And there was present to her a feeling that the uncle
had at tne last moment been debarred from complying with her
small requests in favour of Miss Tickle and the ponies on behalf of

ihe young man who was now sitting opposite to her, and that the
good things coming from Buston Hall were to be made to flow

in the way of the Annesleys generally rather than in her way.
She did not regret them very much, and it was not in her nature to

be bitter ; but still all these little touches about Mr. Prosper were
pleasant to her, and were, of course, unpleasant to the Annesleys.
Then, it will be said, she should not have come to partake of a
breakfast in Mr. Annesley's dining-room. That is a matter of

taste, and perhaps Miss Thoroughbung's taste was not altogether

refined.

Joe's speech came to an end, and with it his aunt's remarks.
But as she left the room she said a few words to Mr. Annesley.
" Don't suppose that I am angry;—not in the least; certainly not with
you or Harry. I'd do him a good turn to-morrow if I could ;

—

and so for the matter of that I would to his uncle. But you can't

expect but what a woman should have her feelings and express
them." Mr. Annesley, on the other hand, thought it strange that

a woman in such a position should express her feelings.

Then at last came the departure. Molly was taken up hnto her
mother's room and cried over for the last time. " I know that Pm
un old fool."

" Oh, mamma ;
now, dearest mamma !

"

"A good husband is the greatest blessing that God can send a
girl, and I do think that he is good and sterling."

** He is, mamma, he is. I know he is."

•* And when that woman talks about brewery chimneys, I know
what a comfort it is that there should be chimneys, and that they
should be near. Brewery chimneys are better than a do-nothing
scamp that can't earn a meal for himself or his children. And
when I see Joe with his pink coat on going to the meet, I thank
God that my Molly has got a lad that can work hard, and ride his

own horses, and go out hunting with the best of them."
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"Oh, mamma! I do like to see him then. He is handsome."
" I would not have anything altered. But,—but, Oh, my

child, you are going away."
" As Mrs. Crabtree says, I shan^t be far."

"No, no ! But you won't be all mine. The time will come
when you'll think of your girls in the same way. You haven't done
a thing that I haven't seen and known and pondered over

; you
haven't worn a skirt but what it has been dear to me ; you
haven't uttered a prayer but what I have heard it as it went up to

God's throne. I hope he says his prayers.'^

" I'm sure he does," said Molly, with confidence more or less

well founded.
" Now go and leave me here. Pm such an old stupid that I

can*t help crying; and if that woman was to say anything more to

me about the chimneys I should give her a bit of my mind."
Then Molly went down with her travelling hat on, looking twice

prettier than she had done during the whole of the morning cere-

monies. It is, I suppose, on the bridegroom's behalf that the bride
is put forth in all her best looks just as she is about to become,
for the first time, exclusively his own. Molly on the present
occasion was very pretty, and Joe was very proud. It was not the

least of his pride that he, feeling himself to be not quite as yet

removed from the " Bung" to the ** Thorough,'* had married into a
family by which his ascent might be matured.

And then, as they went, came the normal shower of rice, to

be picked up in the course of the next hour by the vicarage fowls,

and not by the London beggars, and the air was darkened by a
storm of old shoes. In London, white satin slippers are the
fashion. But Buston and Buntingford combined could not afford

enough of such missiles ; and, from the hands of the boys, black
shoes, and boots too, were thrown freely. "There go my best

pair," said one of the boys, as the chariot was driven off, "and I

don't mean to let them lie there.'* Then the boots were recovered
and taken up to the bedroom.

Now that Molly was gone, Harry *s affairs became paramount at

Buston. After all, Harry was of superior importance to Molly,

though those chimneys at Buntingford could probably give a better

income than the acres belonging to the park. But Harry was to

be the future Prosper of the county, to assume at some future time
the family name ; and there was undoubtedly present to them all

at the parsonage a feeling that Harry Annesley Prosper would loom
in future years a bigger squire than the parish had ever known
before. He had got a fellowship, which no Prosper had ever done;
and he had the look and tone of a man who had lived in London,
which had never belonged to the Prospers generally. And he was
to bring a wife with a good fortune, and one of whom a reputation

for many charms had preceded her. And Harry, having been
somewhat under a cloud for the last six months, was now emerging
from it brighter than ever. Even Uncle Prosper could not do
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without him. That terrible Miss Thoroughbung had thrown a
gloom over Buston Hall, which could only be removed, as the squire

himself had felt, by the coming of the natural heir. Harry was
indispensable, and was no longer felt by anyone to be a burden.

It was now the end of March. Old Mr. Scarborough was dead
and buried, and Mountjoy was living at Tretton. Nothing had
been heard of his coming up to London. No rushing to the card-

tables had been announced. That there were to be some terribly

internecine law contests between him and Augustus had been
declared in many circles, but of this nothing was known at the
Buston Rectory. Harry had been one day at Cheltenham, and had
been allowed to spend the best part of an hour with his sweetheart

;

but this permission had been given on the understanding that he
was not to come again, and now for a month he had abstained.
Then had come his uncle's offer, that generous offer under whicl?

Harry was to bring his wife to Buston Hall, and live there during
half the year ; and to receive an increased allowance for his main-
tenance during the other half As he thought of his ways and
means he fancied that they would be almost rich. She would have
four hundred a year, and he as much ; and an established home
would be provided for them. Of all these good things he had
written to Florence, but had not yet seen her since the offer had
been made. Her answer had not been as propitious as it might be,

and it was absolutely necessary that he should go down to Chelten-
ham and settle things. The three years had in his imagination
been easily reduced to one, which was still as he thought an
impossible time for waiting. By degrees it came down to six

months in his imagination, and now to three, resulting in an idea
that they might be easily married early in June, so as to have the
whole of the summer before them for their wedding tour.

Mother," he said, " I shall be off to-morrow.''
" To Cheltenham ?

"

" Yes, to Cheltenham. What is the good of waiting ? I think
a girl may be too obedient to her mother."

" It is a fine feeling which you will be glad to remember that she
possessed."

"Supposing that you had declared that Molly shouldn't have
married Joe Thoroughbung.^"

" Molly has got a father," said Mrs. Annesley.
" Suppose she had none."
" I cannot suppose anything so horrible."
" As if you and he had joined together to forbid Molly ."^

" But we didn't."
" I think a girl may carry it too far," said Harry. Mrs.

Mountjoy has committed herself to Mountjoy Scarborough, and
will not go back from her word. He has again come back to the
fore, and out of a ruined man has appeared as the rich proprietor

of the town of Tretton. Of course the mother hangs on to him
stilL"
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* You don't think Florence will change ?

"

•* Not in the least. I'm not a bit afraid of Mountjoy Scar-

borough, and all his property. But I can see that she may be
subjected to much annoyance from which I ought to extricate her."

" What can you do, Harry .'^

** Go and tell her so. Make her understand that she should put
herself into my hands at once, and that I could protect her."

" Take her away from her mother by force ! " said Mrs. Annes-
ley, with horror.

" If she were once married her mother would think no more
about it. I don't believe that Mrs. Mountjoy has any special

dislike to me. She thinks of her own nephew, and as long as

Florence is Florence Mountjoy there will be for her the chance.

I know that he has no chance ; and I don't think that I ought to

leave her there to be bullied for some endless period of time.

Think of three years ;—of dooming a girl to live three years with-

out ever seeing her lover ! There is an absurdity about it which is

revolting. I shall go down to-morrow and see if I cannot put a stop

to it." To this the mother could make no objection, though she
could express no approval of a project under which Florence was
to be made to marry without her mother's consent

CHAPTER LX.

MR. SCARBOROUGH IS BURIED.

When Mr. Scarborough died, and when he had been buried, his

son Mountjoy was left alone at Tretton, living in a very desolate

manner. Till the day of the funeral, Merton, the doctor, had
remained with him, and his aunt, Miss Scarborough. But when
the old squire had been laid in his grave they both departed. Miss
Scarborough was afraid of her nephew, and could not look forward
to living comfortably at the big house ; and Dr. Merton had the

general work of his life to call him away. You might as well stay

for another week," Mountjoy had said to him. But Merton had
felt that he could not remain at Tretton without some especial

duty, and he too went his way.

The funeral had been very strange. Augustus had refused to

come and stand at his father's grave. " Considering all things, I

had rather decline," he had written to Mountjoy. Other guests,

none were invited, except the tenants. They came in a body, for

the squire had been noted among them as a liberal landlord. But
a crowd of tenants does not in any way make up that look of family

sorrow which is expected at the funeral of such a man as Mr.
Scarborough. Mountjoy was there, and st(.»od through the ceremony
speechless, and almost sullen. He went down to the church behind
the body with Merton, and then walked away from the ground with-

out having uttered a syllable. But during the ceremony he had
seen that which had caused him to be sullen. Mr. Samuel Hart
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had been there, and Mr. Tyrrwhit. And there was a man whom
he called to his mind as connected with the names of Evans and
Crooke, and Mr. Spicer, and Mr. Richard Juniper. He knew them
all as they stood there round the grave, not in decorous funereal
array, but as strangers who had strayed into the cemetery. He
could not but feel, as he looked at them and they at him, that they
had come to look after their interest,—their heavy interest on the
money which had been fraudulently repaid to them. He knew that

they had parted with their bonds. But he knew also that ahnost
all that was now his would have been theirs, had they not been
cheated into believing that he, Mountjoy Scarborough, was not, and
never would be, Scarborough of Tretton Park. They said nothing
as they stood there, and did not in any way interrupt the ceremony ;

but they looked at Mountjoy as they were standing, and their looks
disconcerted him terribly.

He had declared that he would walk back to the house, which
was not above two miles distant from the graveyard, and therefore

when the funeral was over there was no carriage to take him. But
he knew that the men would dog his steps as he walked. He had
only just got within the precincts of the park when he saw them all.

But Mr. Tyrrwhit was by himself, and came up to him. " What are

you going to do, Captain Scarborough," he said, " as to our claims ?
*

You have no claims of which I am aware," he said roughly.

Oh, yes ! Captain Scarborough ; we have claims certainly.

YouVe come up to the front lately with a deal of luck ; I don't

begrudge it, for one ; but I have claims,— I and those other
gentlemen ; we have claims. You'll have to admit that."

''Send in the documents. Mr. Barry is acting as my lawyer
;

he is Mr. Grey's partner, and is now taking the leading share in the
business."

*'
1 know Mr. Barry well; a very sharp gentleman is Mr. Barry."

" I cannot enter into conversation with yourself at such a time
as this."

*' We are sorry to trouble you ; but then our interests are so

pressing. What do you mean to do, Captain Scarborough ? That's

the question."

Yes ; with the estate," said Mr. Samuel Hart, coming up and
joining them. Of the lot of men, Mr. Samuel Hart was the most
distasteful to Mountjoy. He had last seen his Jew persecutor at

Moscow, and had then, as he thought, been grossly insulted by him.
''What are you hafter, captain.*^" To this Mountjoy made no
answer, but Hart, walking a step or two in advance, turned upon
his heels and looked at the park around him. *' Tidy sort of place,

ain't it, Tyrrwhit, for a gentleman to hang his 'at up, when we were
told he was a bastard, not worth a shilling?"

I have nothing to do with all that," said Mountjoy ; "you and
Mr. Tyrrwhit held my acceptances for certain sums of money.
They have, I believe, been p-iid in full."

** No, they ain't
;
they ain't been paid in full at all ; you knowt
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they ain*t.*' As he said this, Mr. Hart walked on in front, and
stood in the pathway, facing Mountjoy. ** How can you 'ave the

cheek to say we've been paid in full? You know it ain't true/'

Evans and Cooke haven't been paid, so far," said a voice from
behind.

" More ain*t Spicer,'' said another voice.
" Captain Scarborough, I haven't been paid in full,'* said Mr.

Juniper, advancing to the front. You don't mean to tell me that

my five hundred pounds have been paid in full You've ruined

me, Captain Scarborough. I was to have been married to a young
lady with a large fortune,—your Mr. Grey's niece,—and it has been
broken off altogether, because of your bad treatment. Do you
mean to assert that I have been paid in full ?

"

If you have got any document take it to Mr. Barry."
" No, I won't ; I won't take it to any lawyer. I'll take it right

in before the Court, and expose you. My name is Juniper, and I've

never parted with a morsel of paper that has your name to it."

**Then, no doubt, you'll get your money," said the captain.
**

I thought, gentlemen, you were to allow me to be the spokes-

man on this occasion," said Mr. Tyrrwhit. *' We certainly cannot
do any good if we attack the captain all at once. Now, Captain
Scarborough, we don't want to be uncivil."

" Uncivil be blowed ! " said Mr. Hart ;
" I want to get my money,

and mean to 'ave it. I agreed as you was to speak, Mr. Tyrrwhit

;

but I means to be spoken up for ; and if no one else can do it, I can
do it myself. Is we to have any settlement made to us, or is we to

go to law }
'

" I can only refer you to Mr. Barry," said Mountjoy, walking on
very rapidly. He thought that when he reached the house he might
be able to enter in and leave them out, and he thought also that, if

he kept them on the trot, he would thus prevent them from attacking

him with many words. Evans and Crooke were already lagging
behind, and Mr. Spicer was giving signs of being hard pressed.

Even Hart, who was younger than the others, was fat and short,

and already showed that he would have to halt if he made many
speeches.

" Barry be d d ! " exclaimed Hart.
** You see how it is, Captain Scarborough," said Tyrrwhit, " your

father, as has just been laid to rest in hopes of a happy resurrection,

was a very peculiar gentleman."
The most hinfernal swindler I ever *eard tell of," said Hart.

"I don't wish to say a word disrespectful," continued Tyrrwhit,
" but he had his own notions. He said as you was illegitimate,

—

didn't he now 1
'*

I can only refer you to Mr. Barry,'* said Mountjoy.
*'And he said that Mr. Augustus was to have it all; and he

proved his words. Didn't he now ? And then he made out that,

if so, our deeds weren't worth the paper they were written on. Isn't

it all true what I'm saying. And then when we'd taken what small
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sums of money he chose to offer us, just to save ourselves from
ruin, then he comes up and says you are the heir, as legitimate as
anybody else, and are to have all the property. And he proves that

too ! What are we to think about it ?

"

There was nothing left for Mountjoy Scarborough but to make
the pace as good as possible. Mr. Hart tried once and again to

stop their progress by standing in the captain's path, but could
only do this sufficiently at each stoppage to enable him to express
his horror with various interjections. Oh laws ! that such a liar

as 'e should ever be buried.''

You can't do anything by being disrespectful, Mr. Hart," said
Tyrrwhit.

"What—is it—he means—to do?" ejaculated Spicer.
" Mr. Spicer," said Mountjoy, I mean to leave it all in the

hands of Mr. Barry ; and if you will believe me, no good can be
done by any of you by hunting me across the park."

" Hare you a bastard, or haren't you t " ejaculated Hart.
" No, Mr. Hart, I am not."

"Then pay us what you h'owes us. You h'ain't h'agoing to say
as you don't h'owe us."

" Mr. Tyrrwhit,'' said the captain, "it is of no use my answering
Mr. Hart, because he is angry."

" H'angry ! By George ! I h'am angry ! I'd like to pull that

h'old sinner's bones h'out of the ground !"

" But to you I can say that Mr. Barry will be better able to tell

you than I am what can be done by me to defend my property."
" Captain Scarborough," said Mr. Tyrrwhit mildly, " we had

your name, you know. We did have your name."
And my father bought the bontls back."

Oh laws ! And he calls himself a shentleman !

"

" I have nothing further to say to you now, gentlemen, and can
only refer you to Mr. Barry." The path on which they were walk-
ing had then brought them to the corner of a garden wall, through
which a door opened into the garden. Luckily, at the moment, it

occurred to Mountjoy that there was a bolt on the other side of the

gate ; and he entered in quickly and bolted the door. Mr. Tyrrwhit
was left on the other side, and was joined by his companions as
quickly as their faihng breath enabled them to do so. " 'Ere's a
go," said Mr. Hart, striking the door violently with the handle of

his stick.
" He had nothing for it but to leave us when we attacked him

all together," said Mr. Tyrrwhit. " If you had left it to me he would
have told us what he intended to do. You, Mr. Hart, had not
so much cause to be angry, as you had received a considerable sum
for interest." Then Mr. Hart turned upon Mr. Tyrrwhit, and
abused him all the way back to their inn. But it was pleasant to

see how these commercial gentlemen, all engaged in the natural

course of trade, expressed their violent indignation, not so much as

to their personal losses, but at the commercial dishonesty generally
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of which the Scarboroughs, father and son, had been and were
about to be guilty.

Mountjoy, when he reached the house of which he was now the

only occupant besides the servants, stood for an hour in the dining-

room with his back towards the fire, thinking of his position. He
had many things of which to think. In the first place there were
these pseudo-creditors who had just attacked him in his own park
with much acrimony. He endeavoured to comfort himself by
telling himself that they were certainly pseudo-creditors, to whom
he did not in fact owe a penny. Mr. Barry could deal with them.
But then his conscience reminded him that they had in truth been
cheated,—cheated by his father for his benefit. For every pound
which they had received they would have claimed three or four.

They would no doubt have cheated him. But how was he to

measure the extent of his father's fraud against that of his

creditors? And though it would have been right in him to resist

the villany of these Jews, he felt that it was not fit that he should
escape from their fangs altogether by his father's deceit. He had
not become so dead to honour but that noblesse oblige did still live

within his bosom. And yet there was nothing that he could do to

absolve his bosom. The income of the estate was nearly clear, the

money brought in by the late sales having all but sufficed to give

these gentlemen that which his father had chosen to pay them.
But was he sure of that income He had just now asserted boldly

that he was the legitimate heir to the property. But did he know
that he was so ? Could he believe his father Had not Mr. Grey
asserted that he would not accept this later evidence ? Was he not

sure that Augustus intended to proceed against him ; and was he
not aware that nothing could be called his own till that lawsuit

should have been decided.'^ If that should be given against him,

then these harpies would have been treated only too well ; then
there would be no question at any rate by him as to what noblesse

oblige might require of him ! He could take no immediate step in

regard to them, and therefore for the moment drove that trouble

from his mind.
But what should he do with himself as to his future life ? To

be persecuted and abused by these wretched men, as had this

morning been his fate, would be intolerable. Could he shut himself

up from Mr. Samuel Hart and still live in England ? And then
could he face the clubs,—if the clubs would be kind enough to re-

elect him ? And then there came a dark frown across his brow, as

he bethought himself that even at this moment his heart was long-

ing to be once more among the cards. Could he not escape to

Monaco, and there be happy among the gambling-tables? Mr.
Hart would surely not follow him there, and he would be free from
the surveillance of that double blackguard, his brother's servant
and his father's spy.

But, after all, as he declared to himself, did it not altogether

turn on the final answer which he might get from Florence Mount-
joy ? Could Florence be brought to accede to his wishes, he
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thought that he might still live happily, respectably, and in such a
manner that his name might g j down to posterity not altogether

blasted. If Florence would consent to live at Tretton, then could
he remain there. He thought it over as he stood there with his back
to the fire, and he told himself that with Florence the first year
would be possible, and that after the first year the struggle would
cease to be a struggle. He knew himself—he declared, and he
made all manner of excuses for his former vicious life, basing them
all on the hardness of her treatment of him. He did not know
himself, and such assurances were vain. But buoyed up by such
assurances, he resolved that his future fate must be in her hands,
and that her word alone could suffice either to destroy him or to

save him.
Thinking thus of his future life, he resolved that he would go at

once to Cheltenham, and throw himself, and what of Trett n
belonged to him, at the girl's feet. Nor could he endure himself to

rest another night at Tretton till he had done so. He started at

once, and got late to Gloucester, where he slept, and on the next
morning, at eleven o'clock, was at Cheltenham, out on his way to

Montpellier Terrace. He at once asked for Florence, but circum-
stances so arranged themselves that he first found himself closeted

with her mother. Mrs. Mountjoy was delighted and yet shocked
to see him. ** My poor brother ! " she said ; "and he was buried
only yesterday ! " Such explanation as Mountjoy could give was
given. He soon made the whole tenor of his thoughts intelligible

to her. " Yes ; Tretton was his ; at least he supposed so. As to

his future life he could say nothing. It must depend on Florence
He thought that if she would promise to become at once his wife,

there would be no more gambling. He had felt it to be incumbent
on him to come and tell her so.''

Mrs. Mountjoy, frightened by the thorough blackness of his

apparel, and by the sternness of his manner, had not a word to say
to him in opposition. ^' Be gentle with her," she said, as she led

the way to the room in which Florence was found. " Your cousin

has come to see you," she said ;
" has come immediately after the

funeral. I hope you will be gracious to him/' Then she closed

the door, and the two were alone together.
" Florence,'' he said.
** Mountjoy ! We hardly expected you here so soon."

Where the heart strays, the body is apt to follow. I could
speak to no one, I could do nothing, I could hope and pray for

nothing till I had seen you."

You cannot depend on me like that," she answered.
" I do depend on you most entirely. No human being can

depend more thoroughly on another. It is not my fortune that I

have come to offer you or simply my love ; but in very truth my
soul."

Mountjoy, that is wicked."
"Then wicked let it be. It is true. Tretton by singular cir-
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cumstances is all my own, free of debt. At any rate 1 and others

believe it to be so."
" Tretton being all your own can make no difference."
** I told you that I had not come to offer you my fortune." And

he almost scowled at her as he spoke. " You know what my career

has hitherto been ;
though you do not perhaps know what has

driven me to it. Shall I go back, and live after the same fashion,

and let Tretton go to the dogs It will be so unless you take me
and Tretton into your hands."

" It cannot be."
" Oh, Florence ! think of it before you pronounce my doom.**
" It cannot be. I love you well as my cousin, and for your sake

I love Tretton also. I would suffer much to save you, if any suffer-

ing on my part would be of avail But it cannot be in that fashion."

Then he scowled again at her. " Mountjoy, you frighten me by
your hard looks, but though you were to kill me you cannot change
me. I am the promised wife of Harry Annesley. And for his

honour I must bid you plead this cause no more." Then just at

this moment there was a ring at the bell and a knock at the door,

each of them somewhat impetuous, and Florence Mountjoy, jumping
up with a start, knew that Harry Annesley was there.

CHAPTER LXI.

HARRY ANNESLEY IS ACCEPTED.

She knew that Harry Annesley was at the door. He had written

to say that he must come again, though he had fixed no day for his

coming. She had been delighted to think that he should come,
though she had, after her fashion, scolded him for the promised
visit. But, though his comings had not been frequent, she recog-

nised already the sounds of his advent. When a girl really loves

her lover, the very atmosphere tells of his whereabouts. She was
expecting him with almost breathless expectation when her cousin
Mountjoy was brought to her ; and so was her mother, who had
been told that Harry Annesley had business on which he intended
to call. But now the two foes must meet in her presence. That
was the idea which first came upon her. She was sure that Harry
would behave well. Why should not a favoured lover on such
occasions always behave well } But how would Mountjoy conduct
himself, when brought face to face with his rival ? As Florence
thought of it she remembered that, when last they met, the quarrel

between them had been outrageous. And Mountjoy had been the

sinner, while Harry had been made to bear the punishment of the

sin.

Harry, when he was told that Miss Mountjoy was at home, had
at once walked in and opened for himself the door of the front

room downstairs. 1 here he found Florence and Mountjoy Scar-

borough. Mrs. Mountjoy was still upstairs in her bedroom, and
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was palpitating with fear, as she thought of the anger of the two
combative lovers. To her belief, Harry was, of the two, the most
hke to a roaring lion, because she had heard of him that he had
roared so dreadfully on that former occasion. But she did not
instantly go down, detained in her bedroom by the eagerness of
her fear, and by the necessity of resolving how she would behave
when she got there.

Harry, when he entered, stood a moment at the door, and then,

hurrying across the room, offered Scarborough his hand. " I have
been so sorry," he said, " to hear of your loss ; but your father's

health was such that you could not have expected that his life

should be prolonged." Mountjoy muttered something, but his

mutterings, as Florence had observed, were made in courtesy.

And the two men had taken each other by the hand ; after that

they could hardly fly at each other's throats in her presence. Then
Harry crossed to Florence and took her hand. " I never get a line

from you," he said laughing, '* but what you scold me. I think I

escape better when I am present ; so here I am."
" You always make wicked propositions, and of course I scold

you. A girl has to go on scolding till she's married, and then it's

her turn to get it."

" No wonder, then, that you talk of three years so ghbly ; I

want to be able to scold you."

All this was going on in Mountjoy's presence, while he stood

by, silent, black, and scowling. His position was very difficult,

—

that of hearing the billing and cooing of these lovers. But theirs

also was not too easy, which made the billing and cooing necessary
in his presence. Each had to seem to be natural, but the billing and
cooing were in truth affected. Had he not been there, would they
not have been in each other's arms ? and would not she have made
him the proudest man in England, by a loving kiss ? "I was
asking Miss Mountjoy, when you came in, to be my wife." This
Scarborough said with a loud voice, looking Harry full in the face.

"It cannot be," said Florence; "I told you that, for his

honour," and she laid her hand on Harry's arm, " I could listen to

no such request."

"The request has to be made again," he said.
" It will be made in vain," said Harry.
" So no doubt you think," said Captain Scarborough.
" You can ask herself," said Harry.
" Of course it will be made in vain," said Florence. " Does

he think that a girl in such a matter as that of loving a man
can be turned here and there at a moment's notice, that siie can

say yes and no alternately to two men ? It is impossible. Harry
Annesley has chosen me, and I am infinitely happy in his choice."

Here Harry made an attempt to get his arm round her waist, in

which, however, she prevented him, seeing the angry passion

rising in her cousin's eyes. " He is to be my husband, I hope. I

have told him that I love him,—and 1 tell you so also. He has my
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promise, and I cannot take it back without perjury to him, and
ruin,—absolute ruin to myself. All my happiness in this world
depends on him. He is to me my own, one absolute master, to

whom I have given myself altogether, as far as this world goes.
Even were he to reject me I could not give myself to another."

" My Florence 1 my darling !
" Harry exclaimed.

" After having told you so much can you ask your cousin to be
untrue to her word, and to her heart,—and to become your wife
when her heart is utterly within his keeping ? Mountjoy, it is

impossible.'*
" What of me then ?" he said.
" Rouse yourself and love some other girl, and marry her, and

so do well with yourself and with your property."
" You talk of your heart," he said, and you bid me use my

own after such fashion as that."
** A man's heart can be changed, but not a woman's. His love

is but one thing among many."
" It is the one thing," said Harry. Then the door opened, and

Mrs. Mountjoy entered the room.
" Oh dear ! oh dear 1

** she said ;
" you both of you here

together 1
"

" Yes ; we are both here together," said Harry.
There was an unfortunate smile on his face as he said so, which

made Mountjoy Scarborough very angry. The two men were both
handsome, two as handsome men as you shall see on a summer s

day. Mountjoy was dark-visaged, with coal black whiskers and
moustaches, with sparkling angry eyes, and every feature of his

face well cut and finely formed. But there was absent from him
all look of contentment or satisfaction. Harry was light-haired,

with long silken beard, and bright eyes, but there was usually

present to his face a look of infinite joy, which was comfortable to

all beholders. If not strong, as was the other man's, it was happy
and eloquent of good temper. But in one thing they were alike,

—neither of them counted aught on his good looks. Mountjoy
had attempted to domineer by his bad temper, and had failed ; but
Harry, without any attempt at domineering, always doubting of

himself till he had been assured of success by her lips, had
succeeded. Now he was very proud of his success ; but he was
proud of her, and not of himself.

" You come in here and boast of what you have done, in my
presence," said Mountjoy Scarborough.

" How can I not seem to boast when she tells me that she loves

me ? " said Harry.
" For God's sake do not quarrel here," said Mrs. Mountjoy.
" They shall not quarrel at all/' said Florence. " There is no

cause for quarrelling. When a girl has given herself away there

should be an end of it. No man who knows that she has done so

should speak to her again in the way of love. I will leave you
now ; but Harry,—you must come again, in order that I may tell

2 C
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you that you must not have it all your own way,—^just as you please,
sir." Then she gave him her hand, and passing on at once to

Mountjoy, tendered her hand to him also. " You are my cousin,
and the head now of my mother's family. I would fain know that
you would say a kind word to me, and bid me * God speed.'

"

He looked at her, but did not take her hand. " I cannot do
it," he said. I cannot bid you * God speed.' You have ruined
me, trampled upon me, destroyed me. I am not angry with him,"
and he pointed across the room to Harry Annesley ;

" nor with
you ; but only with myself." Then, without speaking a word to

his aunt, he marched out of the room, and left the house, closing
the front door after him with a loud noise, which testified to his anger.

"He has gone," said Mrs. Mountjoy, with a tone of deep tragedy.
" It is better so " said Florence.
" A man must take his chance in such warfare as this," said

Harry. *' There is something about Mountjoy Scarborough that,

after all, I like. I do not love Augustus, but with certain faults

Mountjoy is a good fellow."
*' He is the head of our family," said Mrs. Mountjoy, " and is

the owner of Tretton."
" That has nothing to do with it," said Florence.
" It has much to do with it," said her mother, ** though you

would never listen to me. I had set my heart upon it, but you
have determined to thwart me. And yet there was a time when
you preferred him to everyone else.'*

" Never," said Florence with energy.
" Yes

;
you did ;—before Mr. Annesley here came in the way."

"It was before I came, at any rate," said Harry.
" I was young, and I did not wish to be disobedient. But I

never loved him, and I never told him so. Now it is out of the

question."

He will never come back again," said Mrs, Mountjoy mournfully.

I should be very glad to see him back when I and Florence
are man and wife. I don't care how soon we should see him."

" No ; he will never come back," said Florence;—"not as he came
today. That trouble is at last over, mamma."

" And my trouble is going to begin."

"Why should there be any trouble.'* Harry will not give you
trouble ;—will you, Harry ?

"

Never, I trust," said Harry.

"He cannot understand," said Mrs. Mountjoy; "he knows
nothing of the desire and ambition of my life. I had promised
him my child, and my word to him is now broken."

" He will have known, mamma, that you could not promise for

me. Now go, Harry, because we are flurried. May I not ask him
to come here tonight and to drink tea with us?" This she said,

addressing her mother in a tone of sweetest entreaty. To this

Mrs. Mountjoy unwillingly yielded, and then Harry also took his

departure.

Florence was aware that she had gained much by the interview
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of the morning. Even to her it began to appear unnecessary that

she should keep Harry waiting three years. She had spoken of

postponing the time of her servitude and of preserving for herself

the masterdom of her own condition. But in that respect the

truth of her own desires was well understood by them all. She
was anxious enough to submit to her new master, and now she
felt that the time was coming. Her mother had yielded so much,
and Mountjoy had yielded. Harry was saying to himself at this

very moment that Mountjoy had thrown up the sponge. She, too,

was declaring the same thing for her own comfort in less sporting

phraseology ; and, what was much more to her, her mother had
nearly thrown up the sponge also. In the worst days of her

troubles any suitor had made himself welcome to her mother who
would rescue her child from the fangs of that roaring lion, Harry
Annesley. Mr. Anderson had been received with open arms, and
even M. Grascour. Mrs. Mountjoy had then got it into her head
that of all lions which were about in those days Harry roared the

loudest. His sins in regard to leaving poor Mountjoy speechless

and motionless on the pavement had filled her with horror. But
Florence now felt that all that had come to an end. Not only had
Mountjoy gone away, but no mention would probably be ever again
made of Anderson or Grascour. When Florence was preparing her-

self for tea that evening she sang a little song to herself as to the
coming of the conquering hero. ** A man must take his chance in

such warfare as this," she said, repeating to herself her lover's worciS

"You can't expect me to be very bright," her mother said to

her before Harry came.
There was a sign of yielding in this also ; but Florence in her

happiness did not wish to make her mother miserable. Why not
be bright, mamma? Don't you know that Harry is good

** No. How am I to know anything about him.^* He may be
utterly penniless.'*

** But his uncle has offered to let us live in the house and to give
us an income. Mr. Prosper has abandoned all idea of getting
married.'*

" He can be married any day. And why do you want to live in

another man's house when you may live in your own 1 Tretton is

ready for you ; the finest mansion in the whole county." Here
Mrs. Mountjoy exaggerated a little, but some exaggeration may be
allowed to a lady in her circumstances.

" Mamma, you know that I cannot live at Tretton."
" It is the house in which I was born."
** How can that signify 1 When such things happen they are

used as additional grounds for satisfaction. But I cannot marry
your nephew because you were born in a certain house. And all

that is over now, you know that Mountjoy will not come back again."
" He would," exclaims the mother, as though with new hopes.
Oh mamma, how can you talk like that ? I mean to marry

Harry Annesley. You know that I do. Why not make your own
girl happy by accepting him ? " Then Mrs. Mountjoy left the room

2 C 2
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and went to her own chamber and cried there, not bitterly, I think,

but copiously. Ker girl would be the wife of the squire of Buston,
who, after all, was not a bad sort of fellow. At any rate he would
not gamble. There had always been that terrible drawback. And hft

was a fellow of his college, in which she would look for and probably
would find some compensation as to Tretton. When, therefore,

she came down to tea, she was able to receive Harry, not with joy,

but at least without rebuke.

Conversation was at first somewhat flat between the two. If

the old lady could have been induced to remain upstairs, Harry felt

that the evening would have been much more satisfactory. But as

it was, he found himself enabled to make some progress. He at

once began to address Florence as his undoubted future spouse,

very slyly using words adapted for that purpose ; and she, without

any outburst of her intention,—as she had made when discussing

the matter with her cousin,—answered him in the same spirit, and
by degrees came so to talk as though the matter were entirely

settled. And then, at last, that future day was absolutely brought
on the tapis as though now to be named.

Three years I
" ejaculated Mrs Mountjoy, as though not even

yet surrendering her last hope.

Florence, from the nature of the circumstances, received this in

silence. Had it been ten years she might have expostulated. But
a young lady's bashfulness was bound to appear satisfied with an
assurance of marriage within three years. But it was otherwise with
Harry. " Good G , Mrs. Mountjoy, we shall all be dead," he
cried out.

Mrs. Mountjoy showed by her countenance that she was
extremely shocked. Oh, Harry said Florence, " none of us, I

hope, will be dead in three years.''
" I shall be a great deal too old to be married, if I am left alive.

Three months you mean. It will be just the proper time of the

year, which does go for something. And three months is always
supposed to be long enough to allow a girl to get her new frocks."

*^ You know nothing about it, Harry,'* said Florence. And so

the matter was discussed,—in such a manner that when Harry took

his departure that evening he was half inclined to sing a song
of himself about the conquering hero. Dear mamma," said

Florence, kissing her mother with all the warm clinging affection

of former years. It was very pleasant, but still Mrs. Mountjoy
went to her room with a sad heart.

When there she sat for a while over the fire, and then drew
out her desk. She had been beaten,—absolutely beaten, and it was
necessary that she should own so much in writing to one person.

So she wrote her letter, which was as follows ;

"Dear Mountjoy,
" After all it cannot be as I would have had it. As they say,

* Man proposes, but God disposes.* I would have given her to you
now, and would even yet have trusted that you would have treated
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her well, had it not been that Mr. Annesley has gained such a hold
upon her affections. She is wilful, as you are, and I cannot bend
her. It has been the longing of my heart that you two should live

together at Tretton. But such longings are, I think, wicked, and
are seldom realised.

" I write now just this one line to tell you that it is all settled.

I have not been strong enough to prevent such a settling. He
talks of three months. But what does it matter ? Three months or

three years will be the same to you, and nearly the same to me.
" Your affectionate aunt,

" Sarah Mountjoy."

" P.S.—May I as your loving aunt add one word of passionate
entreaty } All Tretton is yours now, and the honour of Tretton is

within your keeping. Do not go back to those wretched tables I

"

Mountjoy Scarborough when he received this letter cannot be
said to have been made unhappy by it, because he had already
known all his unhappiness. But he turned it in his mind as though
to think what would now be the best course of life open to him.
And he did think that he had better go back to those tables against

which his aunt had warned him and there remain till he had made
the acres of Tretton utterly disappear. There was nothing for

him which seemed to be better. And here at home in England
even that would at present be impossible to him. He could not
enter the clubs, and elsewhere Samuel Hart would be ever at his

heels. And there was his brother with his law-suit,—though on that

matter a compromise had already been offered to him. Augustus
had proposed to him by his lawyer to share Tretton. He would
never share Tretton. His brother should have an income secured
to him, but he would keep Tretton in his own hands,—as long as
the gambling-tables would allow him.

He was in truth a wretched man, as on that night he did make
up his mind, and ringing his bell called his servant out of his bed
to bid him prepare everything for a sudden start. He would leave
Tretton on the following day, or the day after, and intended at once
to go abroad. " He is off to that place nigh to Italy where they
have the gambling-tables," said the butler on the following morning
to the valet who declared his master's intentions.

** I shouldn't wonder, Mr. Stokes," said the valet. ** Tm told it's

a beauteous country, and I should like to see a little of that sort of
life myself." Alas, alas ! Within a week from that time Captain
Scarborough might have been seen seated in the Monte Carlo room
without any friendly Samuel Hart to stand over him and guard
him.
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CHAPTER LXIL
THE LAST OF MR. GREY.

I HAVE put in my last appearance at the old chamber in Lincoln's

Inn Fields," said Mr. Grey, on arriving home one day early in June.
** Papa, you don't mean it," said Dolly.
" I do. Why not one day as well as another ? I have made up

my mind that it is to be so. I have been thinking of it for the last

six weeks. It is done now.*'
" But you have not told me.**
** Well, yes ; I have told you all that was necessary. It has

come now a little sudden ; that is all."

You will never go back again ?
*'

" Well ; I may look in. Mr. Barry will be lord and master.**
** At any rate he won't be my lord and master," said Dolly,

showing by the tone of her voice that the matter had been again
discussed by them since the last conversation which was recorded,
and had been settled to her father's satisfaction.

No ;—you at least will be left to me. But the fact is, I cannot
have any further dealings with the affairs of Mr. Scarborough. The
old man who is dead was too many for me. Though I call him old,

he was ever so much younger than I am. Barry says he was the

best lawyer he ever knew. As things go now a man has to be
accounted a fool if he attempts to run straight. Barry does not tell

me that I have been a fool, but he clearly thinks so.*'

" Do you care what Mr. Barry thinks or says ?
'*

" Yes, I do,—in regard to the professional position which I hold.

He is confident that Mountjoy Scarborough is his father's eldest

legitimate son, and he believes that the old squire simply was
anxious to supersede him to get some cheap arrangement made as

to the debts."

I suppose that was the case, before."
" But what am I to think of such a man ? Mr. Barry speaks of

him almost with affection. How am I to get on with such a man
as Mr. Barry

'*

He himself is honest."

Well
;
yes, I believe so. But he does not hate the absolute

utter roguery of our own client. And that is not quite all. When
the story of the Rummelsburg marriage was told 1 did not believe

one word of it, and I said so most strongly. I did not at first

believe the story that there had been no such marriage, and I swore
to Mr. Scarborough that I would protect Mountjoy and Mountjoy's
creditors against any such scheme as that which was intended.
Then I was convinced. All the details of the Nice marriage were
laid before me. It was manifest that the lady had submitted to be
married in a public manner and with all regular forms, while she
had a baby as it were in her arms. And I got all the dates.

Taking that marriage for granted, Mountjoy was clearly illegiti-

mate, and I was driven so to confess. Then I took up arms on
behalf of Augustus. Augustus was a thoroughly bad fellow,—

a
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bully and a tyrant ; but he was the eldest son. Then came the
question of paying the debts. I thought it a very good thing that

the debts should be paid in the proposed fashion. The men were
all to get the money they had actually lent, and no better arrange-
ment seemed to be probable. I helped in that, feehng that it was
all right. But it was a swindle that I was made to object. Of
course it was a swindle, if the Rummelsburg marriage be true, and
all these creditors think that I have been a party to it. Then I

swore that I wouldn't believe the Rummelsburg marriage. But
Barry and the rest of them only shake their heads and laugh, and
I am told that Mr. Scarborough was the best lawyer among us !

"

" What does it matter ? How can that hurt you ?" asked Dolly.
" It does hurt me. That is the truth. I have been at my

business long enough. Another system has grown up which does
not suit me. I feel that they all can put their fingers in my eyes. It

may be that I am a fool, and that my idea of honesty is a mistake."

No !
" shouted Dolly.

I heard of a rich American the other day who had been poor,

and was asked how he had suddenly become so well off. * I found
a partner,' said the American, * and we went into business together.

He had the capital and I had the experience. We just made a
change. He has the experience now and I have the capital.*

When I knew that story I went to strip his coat off the wretch's
back ; but Mr. Barry would give him a fine fur cloak as a mark of

respect. When I find that clever rascals are respectable, I think
it is time that I should give up work altogether.''

Thus it was that Mr. Grey left the house of Grey and Barry,
driven to premature retirement by the vices, or rather frauds, of old

Mr. Scarborough. When Augustus went to work, which he did
immediately on his father's death, to wrest the property from the

hands of his brother,—or what part of the property might be
possible,—Mr. Grey absolutely declined to have anything to do
with the case. Mr. Barry explained how impossible it was that the

house, even for his own sake, should absolutely secede from all

consideration of the question. Mountjoy had been left in posses-

sion, and according to all the evidence now before them was the

true owner. Of course he would want a lawyer, and, as Mr. Barry
said, would be very well able to pay for what he wanted. It was
necessary that the firm should protect themselves against the vin-

dictiveness of Mr. Tyrrwhit and Samuel Hart. Should the firm

fail to do so, it would leave itself open to all manner of evil

calumnies. The firm had been so long employed on behalf of the

Scarboroughs that now, when the old squire was dead, it could not

afford to relinquish the business till this final great question had
been settled. It was necessary, as Mr. Barry said, that they should

see it out, Mr. Barry taking a much more leading part in these dis-

cussions than had been his wont. Consequently Mr. Grey had told

him that he might do it himself,—and Mr. Barry had been quite

contented. Mr. Barry, in talking the matter over with one of the

clerks, whom he afterwards took into partnership, ex-pressed his
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opinion that " poor old Grey was altogether off the hooks/* Old
Grey" had always been Mr. Grey when spoken of by Mr. Barry till

that day, and the clerk, remarking this, left Mr. Grey's bell un-
answered for three or four minutes. Mr. Grey, though he was quite
willing to shelf himself, understood it all, and knocked them about
in the chambers that afternoon with unwonted severity. He said
nothing about it when he came home that evening ; but the next
day was the last on which he took his accustomed chair.

What will you do with yourself, papa ? " Dolly said to him
the next morning.

*'Do with myself?"
** What employment will you take in hand ? One has to think

of that, and to live accordingly. If you would like to turn farmer,
we must live in the country."

Certainly I shall not do that. I need not absolutely throw
away what money I have saved."

" Or if you were fond of shooting or hunting ?
"

" You know very well I never shot a bird or hardly ever crossed
9, horse in my life."

But you are fond of gardening.^'
" Haven't I got garden enough here ?"

Quite enough if you think so ; but will there be occupation
sufficient in that to find you employment for all your life ?

"

I shall read."
" It seems to me," she said, " that reading becomes wearisome

as an only pursuit, unless you've made yourself accustomed to it."

Shan't I have as much employment as you ?"

"A woman is so different! Darning will get through an un-
limited number of hours. A new set of underclothing will occupy
me for a fortnight. Turning the big girls' dresses over there into

frocks for the little girls is sufficient to keep my mind in employ-
ment for a month. Then I have the maid-servants to look after

and to guard against their lovers. I have the dinners to provide,

and to see that the cook does not give the fragments to the police-

man. I have been brought up to do these things, and habit has
made them usual occupations to me. I never envied you when you
had to encounter all Mr. Scarborough's vagaries ; but I knew that

they sufficed to give you something to do."
" They have sufficed," said he, " to leave me without anything

that I can do."

You must not allow yourself to be so left. You must find out
some employment" Then they sat silent for a time, while Mr.
Grey occupied himself with some of the numerous papers which it

would be necessary that he should hand over to Mr. Barry. **And
now," said Dolly, Mr. Carroll will have gone out, and I will go
over to the Terrace. I have to see them every day, and Mr.
Carroll has the decency to take himself off to some billiard-table so

^s to make room for me."
** What are they doing about that man?" said Mr. Grey.

"About the lover? Mr. Juniper has, I fancy, made himself
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extremely disagreeable, not satisfying himself with abusing you and
me ; but poor aunt as well, and all the girls. He has, I fancy, got
some money of his own.*'

" He has had money paid to him by Captain Scarborough ; but
that, I should fancy, would rather make him in a good humour than
the reverse.'*

He is only in a good humour, I take it, when he has something
to get. However, I must be off now, or the legitimate period of

Uncle Carroll's absence will be over.''

Mr. Grey, when he was left alone, at once gave up the
manipulation of his papers, and throwing himself back into his

chair, began to think of that future life of which he had talked so
easily to his daughter. What should he do with himself? He
believed that he could manage with his books for two hours a day ;

but even of that he was not sure. He much doubted whether for

many years past the time devoted to reading in his own house had
amounted to one hour a day. He thought that he could employ
himself in the garden for two hours ; but that would fail him when
there should be hail, or fierce sunshine, or frost, or snow, or rain.

Eating and drinking would be much to him ; but he could not but
look forward to self-reproach if eating and drinking were to be the
joy of his life. Then he thought of Dolly's life,—how much purer,

and better, and nobler it had been than his own. She talked in a
slighting, careless tone of her usual day's work, but how much of
her time had been occupied in doing the tasks of others He
knew well that she disliked the CarroUs. She would speak of her
own dislike of them as of her great sin, of which it was necessary
that she should repent in sackcloth and ashes. But yet how she
worked for the family ! turning old dresses into new frocks, as
though the girls who had worn them, and the children who were to

wear them, had been to her her dearest friends. Every day she
went across to the house intent upon doing good offices ; and this

was the repentance in sackcloth and ashes which she exacted from
herself. Could not he do as she did ? He could not darn Minnie's
and Brenda's stockings, but he might do something to make those
children more worthy of their cousin's care. He could not
associate with his brother-in-law, because he was sure that Mr.
Carroll would not endure his society ; but he might labour to do
something for the reform even of this abominable man. Before
Dolly had come back to him he had resolved that he could only
redeem his life from the stagnation with which it was threatened
by working for others, now that the work of his own life had come
to a close. "Well, Dolly," he said, as soon as she had entered the
room, have you heard anything more about Mr. Juniper ?

"

" Have you been here ever since, papa ?
"

" Yes, indeed ; I used to sit at chambers for six or seven hours
at a stretch, almost without getting out of my chair."

And are you still employed about those awful papers ?
"

" I have not looked at them since you left the room.**

'^Then you must have beeu asleep."
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" No, indeed ; I have not been asleep. You left me too much
to think of to enable me to sleep. What am I to do with myself
besides eating and drinking, so that I shall not sleep always, on
this side of the grave ?

"

"There are twenty things, papa,—thirty, fifty, for a man so

minded as you are." This she said trying to comfort him.
I must endeavour to find one or two of the fifty." Then he

went back to his papers, and really worked hard on that dav.

On the following morning, early, he went across to Boltsover

Terrace, to begin his task of reproving the Carroll family, without

saying a word to Dolly indicative of his purpose. He found that

the task would be difficult, and as he went he considered within

his mind how best it might be accomplished. He had put a prayer-

book in his pocket, without giving it much thought ; but before he
knocked at the door he had assured himself that the prayerbook
would not be of avail. He would not know how to begin to use it,

and felt that it would be ridiculed. He must leave that to Dolly or

to the clergyman. He could talk to the girls ; but they would not

care about the affairs of the firm ; and, in truth, he did not know
what they would care about. With Dolly he could hold sweet
converse as long as she would remain with him. But he had been
present at the bringing up of Dolly, and did think that gifts had
been given to Dolly which had not fallen to the lot of the Carroll

girls. " They all want to be married," he said to himself, " and
that at any rate is a legitimate desire.''

With this he knocked at the door, and when it was opened by
Sophia, he found an old gentleman with black cotton gloves and a
doubtful white cravat just preparing for his departure. There was
Amelia, then giving him his hat and looking as pure and proper as

though she had never been winked at by Prince Chitakov. Then
the mother came through from the parlour into the passage. "Oh,
John!—how very kind of you to come. Mr. Matterson, pray let

me introduce you to my brother, Mr. Grey. John, this is the

Rev. Mr. Matterson, a clergyman who is a very intimate friend of

Amelia."
" Me ! ma ! Why me in particular ?"

" Well, my dear, because it is so. I suppose it is so because
Mr. Matterson likes you the best."

" Laws, ma, what non ense!" Mr. Matterson appeared to be
a very shy gentleman, and only anxious to escape from the hall

door. But Mr. Grey remembered that in former days, before the

coming of Mr. Juniper upon the scene, he had heard of a clerical

admirer. He had been told that the gentleman's name was
Matterson, that he was not very young nor very rich, that he had
five or six children, and that he could afford to marry if the wife

could bring with her about one hundred pounds a year. He had
not then thought much of Mr. Matterson, and no direct appeal had
been made to him. After that Mr. Juniper had come forward, and
then Mr. Juniper had been altogether abolished. But it occurred

to Mr. Grey, that Mr. Matterson was at any rate better than Mr.
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Juniper ; that he was by profession a gentleman, and that here
might be a beginning of those good deeds by which he was anxious

to make the evening of his days bearable to himself.

I am delighted to make i\Ir. Matterson's acquaintance/' he
said, as that old gentleman scrambled out of the door.

Then his sister took him by the arm and led him at once into

the parlour. "You might as well come and hear what I have to

say, Amelia." So the daughter followed them in. " He is the most
praiseworthy gentleman you ever knew, John,'' began Mrs. Carroll.

" A clergyman, I think."
" Oh, yes ! he is in orders,—in priest's orders,'* said Mrs. Carroll,

meaning to make the most of Mr. Matterson. " He has a church
over at Putney."

I am glad of that," said Mr. Grey.

**Yes, indeed; though it isn't very good, because it*s only a

curate's one hundred and fifty pounds ! Yes ! he does have one
hundred and fifty pounds, and something out of the surplice fees."

Another one hundred pounds I believe it is," said Amelia.
** Not quite so much as that, my dear, but it is something."
" He is a widower with children, I believe," said Mr. Grey.
" There are children,—five of them ; the prettiest little dears

one ever saw. The eldest is just about thirteen." This was a
fib, because Mrs. Carroll knew that the eldest boy was sixteen ;

but what did it signify? "Amelia is so warmly attached to them."
*' It's a settled thing then ?"

" We do hope so. It cannot be said to be quite settled because
there are always money difficulties. Poor Mr. Matterson must have
some increase to his income before he can afford it."

"Ah! yes."

"You did say something, uncle, about five hundred pounds,"
said Amelia.

" Four hundred and fifty, my dear," said Mr. Grey.
Oh, I had forgotten. I did say that I hoped there would

be five hundred."
" There shall be five hundred," said Mr. Grey, remembering that

now had come the time for doing to one of the Carroll family

the good things of which he had thought to himself. "As Mr.
Matterson is a clergyman of whom I have heard nothing but good,

it shall be five hundred." He had in truth heard nothing either

good or bad respecting Mr. Matterson.

Then he asked Amelia to take a walk with him as he went
home, reflecting that now had come the time in which a little

wholesome conversation might have its effect. And an idea entered
head that in his old age an acquaintance with a neighbouring
clergyman might be salutary to himself. So Amelia got her bonnet
and walked home with him.

" Is he an eloquent preacher, my dear ? " But Amelia had
never heard him preach. ** I suppose there will be plenty for you
to do in your new home."

I don't mean to be put upon, if you mean that, uncle."
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" But five children !

"

There is a servant who looks after them. Of course I shall

have to see to Mr. Matterson's own things, but I have told him that

I cannot slave for them all. The three eldest have to be sent

somewhere ; that has been agreed upon. He has got an unmarried
sister who can quite afford to do as much as that." Then she ex-

plained her reasons for the marriage. " Papa is getting to be quite

unbearable, and Sophy spoils him in everything."

Poor Mr. Grey, when his niece turned and went back home,
thought that, as far as the girl was concerned, or her future house-
hold, there would be very little room for employment for him. Mr.
Matterson wanted an upper servant who, instead of demanding
wages, would bring a little money with her, and he could not but

feel that the poor clergyman would find that he had taken into his

house a bad and expensive upper servant.
*^ Never mind, papa," said Dolly, " we will go on and persevere,

and, if we intend to do good, good will certainly come of it."

CHAPTER LXIII.

THE LAST OF AUGUSTUS SCARBOROUGH.

When old Mr. Scarborough was dead, and had been for a while
buried, Augustus made his application in form to Messrs. Grey and
Barry. He had made it through his own attorney, and had' now
received Mr. Barry's answer, through the same attorney. The
nature of the application had been in this wise: That Mr. Augustus
Scarborough had been put into the position of the eldest son ; that

he did not himself in the least doubt that such was his true position,

that close inquiry had been made at the time, and that the lawyers,

including Mr. Grey and Mr. Barry, had assented to the statements
as then made by old Mr. Scarborough ; that he himself had then
gone to work to pay his brother's debts, for the honour of the

family, and had paid them, partly out of his own immediate pocket,

and partly out of the estate, which was the same as his own
property ; that during his brother's " abeyance " he had assisted in

his maintenance, and, on his brother's return, had taken him to his

own home ; that then his father had died, and that this incredible

new story had been told. Mr. Augustus Scarborough was in no
way desirous of animadverting on his father's memory, but was
forced to repeat his belief that he was his father's eldest son ; and
was, in fact, at that moment the legitimate owner of Tretton,

in accordance with the existing contract. He did not wish to

dispute his father's will, though his fathers mental and bodily con-
dition, at the time of the making of the will, might perhaps enable
him to do so with success. The will might be allowed to pass as
valid, but the rights of the primogeniture must be held sacred.

Nevertheless, having his mother's memory in great honour,

he felt himself ill-inclined to drag the family history before the

public. For his mother's sake he was open to a compromise. He
would advise that tlie whole property, that which would pass under
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the entail, and that which was intended to be left by will,—should

be valued, and that the total should then be divided between them.

If his brother chose to take the family mansion, it should be so.

Augustus Scarborough had no desire to set himself over his brother.

But if this otfer were not accepted, he must at once go to law, and
prove that their Nice marriage had been, in fact, the one marriage
by which his father and mother had been joined together. There
was another proviso added to this offer ; as the valuation and
division of the property must take time, an income at the rate

of two hundred pounds a month should be allowed to Augustus till

such time as it should be completed. Such was the offer which
Augustus had authorised his atton;ey to make.

There was some delay in getting Mountjoy to consent to a reply.

Before the offer had reached Mr. Barry, he was already at Monte
Carlo, with that ready money his father had left behind him. At
every venture that he made,—at least at every loss which he in-

curred,—he told himself that it was altogether the doing of

Florence Mountjoy. But he returned to England, and consented
to a reply. He was the eldest son, and meant to support that

position, both on his mother's behalf and on his own. As to his

father's will, made in his favour, he felt sure that his brother would
not have the hardihood to dispute it. A man's bodily sufferings

were no impediment to his making a will ; of mental incapacity he
had never heard his father accused till the accusation had now
been made by his own son. He was, however, well aware that it

would not be preferred. As to what his brother had done for him-
self, it was hardly worth his while to answer such an allegation.

His memory carried him but little further back than the day on
which his brother turned him out of his rooms.

There were, however, many reasons,— and this was put in at

the suggestion of Mr. Barry, —why he would not wish that his

brother should be left penniless. If his brother would be willing

to withdraw altogether from any law-suit, and would lend his co-

operation to a speedy arrangement of the family matters, a thousand
a year, or twenty-five thousand pounds, should be made over to

him, as a younger brother's portion. To this offer it would be
necessary that a speedy reply should be given, and, under such
circumstances, no temporary income need be supplied.

It was early in June when Augustus was sitting in his luxurious

lodgings in Victoria Street, contemplating this reply. His own
lawyer had advised him to accept the offer, but he had declared to

himself a dozen times since his father's death, that in this matter
of the property he would either make a spoon or spoil a horn.
And the lawyer was no friend of his own,—was a man who knew
nothing of the facts of the case beyond what were told him,
and nothing of the working of his client's mind. Augustus had
looked to him only for the law in the matter, and the lawyer had
declared the law to be against his client. "All that your father

said about the Nice marriage will go for nothing. It will be shown
that he had an object."

" But there certainly was such a marriage,"
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" No doubt there was some ceremony,—performed with an
object. A second marriage cannot invalidate the first, though it

may itself be altogether invalidated. The Rummelsburg marriage
is, and will be, an established fact, and of the Rummelsburg
marriage your brother was no doubt the issue. Accept the offer of

an income. Of course we can come to terms as to the amount

;

and from your brother's character it is probable enough that he
may increase it. " Such had been his lawyer's advice, and Augustus
was sitting there in his lodging thinking of it.

He was not a happy man as he sat there. In the first place he
owed a little money, and the debt had come upon him chiefly from
his lavish expenditure in maintaining Mountjoy and Mountjoy's
servant upon their travels. At that time he had thought that by
lavish expenditure he might make Tretton certainly his own. He
had not known his brother's character, and had thought that by
such means he could keep him down,—with his head well under
water. His brother might drink,—take to drinking regularly at

Monte Carlo or some such place,—and might so die. Or he would
surely gamble himself into further and utter ruin. At any rate he
would be well out of the way, and Augustus in his pride had been
gliid to feel that he had his brother well under his thumb. Then
tire debt had been paid,—with the object of saving the estate from
litigation on the part of the creditors. That had been his one
great mistake. And he had not known his father,—or his father s

guile, or his father's strength. Why had not his father died at

once ? as all the world had assured him would be the case. Looking
back, he could remember that the idea of paying the creditors

had at first come from his father,—simply as a vague idea ! Oh,
what a crafty rascal his father had been 1 and then he had allowed
himself, in his pride, to insult his father, and had spoken of his

father's coming death as a thing that was desirable ! From that

moment his father had plotted his ruin. He could see it all now.
He was still minded to make the spoon ; but he found,—he

found that he should spoil the horn. Had there been anyone to

assist him he would still have persevered. He thought that he
could have persevered with a lawyer who would really have taken up
his case with interest. If Mountjoy could be made to drink,—so as

to die ! He was still next in the entail ; and he was his brother s

heir should his brother die without a will. But so he would be if he

took the twenty-five thousand pounds. But to accept so poor a

modicum would go frightfully against the grain with him. He
seemed to think that by taking the allowance he would bring back
his brother to all the long-lived decencies of life. He would have to

surrender altogether that feeUng of conscious superiority which had
been so much to him. " D the fellow I

" he exclaimed to him-

self. " I should not wonder if he were in that fellow's pay." The
first " fellow " here was the lawyer, and the second was his brother.

When he had sat there alone for half an hour he could not make
up his mind. When all his debts were paid he would not have

much above twenty-five thousand pounds. His father had abso-

lutely extracted five thousand pounds from him towards paying his
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brother's debts ! The money had been wanted immediately.

Together with the sum coming from the new purchasers, father

and son must each subscribe five thousand pounds to pay those

Jews. So it had been represented to him, and he had borrowed
the money to carry out his object. Had ever anyone been so

swindled, so cruelly treated ? This might probably be explained,

and the five thousand pounds might be added to the twenty-five

thousand pounds. But the explanation would be necessary, and
all his pride would rebel against it. On that night when by chance
he had come across his brother, bleeding and still half drunk as he
was about to enter his lodging, how completely under his thumb he
had been ! And now he was offering him of his bounty this wretched
pittance ! Then with half-muttered curses he execrated the names of

his father, his brother, of Grey, and of Barry, and of his own lawyer.

At that moment the door was opened, and his bosom friend,

Septimus Jones, entered the room. At any rate this friend was the

nearest he had to his bosom. He was a man without friends in

the true sense. There was no one who knew the innermost wishes
of his heart, the secret desires of his soul. There are thus so

many who can divulge to none those secret wishes ! And how can
such an one have a friend who can advise him as to what he shall

do ? Scarcely can the honest man have such a friend, because it is

so difficult for him to find a man who will believe in him! Augustus
hid no desire for such a friend, but he did desire someone who
would do his bidding as though he were such a friend. He wanted
a friend who would listen to his words, and act as though they were
the truth. Mr. Septimus Jones was the man he had chosen, but
he did not in the least believe in Mr. Septimus Jones himself
*' What does that man say?" asked Septimus Jones. The man was
the lawyer, of whom Augustus was now thmking, at this very
moment, all manner of evil.

" D him !
" said Augustus.

" With all my heart. But what does he say ? As you are to

pay him for what he says, it is worth while listening to it.'*

There was a tone in the voice of Septimus Jones which declared
at once some diminution of his usual respect. So it sounded, at

least, to Augustus. He was no longer the assured heir of Tretton,

and in this way he was to be told of the failure of his golden hopes.

It would be odd, he thought, if he could not still hold his dominion
over Septimus Jones. " I am not at all sure that I shall listen to

him or to you either."
" As for that, you can do as you like.'*

" Of course I can do as I like.'' Then he remembered that he
must still use the man as a messenger, if in no other capacity.
" Of course he wants to compromise it. A lawyer always proposes
a compromise. He cannot be beat that way, and it is safe for him."

You had agreed to that.''

** But what are the terms to be ? That is the question. T made
my offer : half and half. Nothing fairer can be imagined,—unless,

indeed, I choose to stand out for the whole property."
** But what does your brother say
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He could not use his friend even as a messenger without telling

him something of the truth. " When I think of it, of this injustice,

I can hardly hold myself. He proposes to give me twenty-five
thousand pounds/'

Twenty-five thousand pounds ! For everything ?
"

" Every^thing
; yes. What the devil do you suppose I mean ?

Now just listen to me/* Then he told his tale as he thought that it

ought to be told. He recapitulated all the money he had spent on
his brother's behalf, and all that he chose to say that he had spent.

He painted in glowing colours the position in which he would have
been but by the Nice marriage. He was both angry and pathetic

about the creditors. And he tore his hair almost with vexation at

the treatment to which he was subjected.

I think I'd take the twenty-five thousand pounds," said Jones.
" Never. I'd rather starve first."

" That's about what you'll have to do if all that you tell me is

true." There was again that tone of disappearing subjection. TU
be shot if I wouldn't take the money." Then there was a pause.
" Couldn't you do that and go to law with him afterwards ? That
was what your father would have done." Yes. But Augustus had
to acknowledge that he was not as clever as his father.

At last he gave Jones a commission. Jones was to see his

brother and explain to him that before any question could be raised

as to the amount to be paid under the compromise, a sum of ten

thousand pounds must be handed to Augustus, to reimburse him for

money out of pocket. Then Jones was to say, as out of his own
head, that he thought that Augustus might probably accept fifty

thousand pounds, in lieu of twenty-five thousand pounds. That
would still leave the bulk of the property to Mountjoy, although
Mountjoy must be aware of the great difficulties which would be
thrown in his way by his father's conduct. But Jones had to come
back the next day with an intimation that Mountjoy had again
gone abroad, leaving full authority with Mr. Barry.

Jones was sent to Mr. Barry, but without effect. Mr. Barry
would discuss the matter with the lawyer, or, if Augustus was so
pleased, with himself ; but he was sure that no good would be done
by any conversation with Mr. Jones. A month went on. Two
months went by ; and nothing came of it. " It is no use your
coming here, Mr. Scarborough," at last Mr. Barry said to him with
but scant courtesy. We are perfectly sure of our ground.
There is not a penny due to you,— not a penny. If you will sign

certain documents, which I would advise you to do in the presence
of your own lawyer, there will be twenty-five thousand pounds for

you. You must excuse me if I say that I cannot see you again on
the subject,—unless you accept your brother's liberality."

At this time Augustus was very short of money, and, as is

always the case, those to whom he owed aught became pressing as his

readiness to pay them gradually receded. But to be so spoken to

by a lawyer,—he, Scarborough of Tretton as he had all but been,

—

to be so addressed by a man whom he had regarded as old Grey's

clerk, was bitter indeed. H« had been so exalted by that Nice
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marriage, had been so lifted high in the world, that he was now
absolutely prostrate. He quarrelled with his lawyer, and he
quarrelled also with Septimus Jones. There was no one with whom
he could discuss the matter, or rather no one who would discuss

it with him on his terms. So, at last he accepted the money, and
went daily into the City, in order that he might turn it into more.

What became of him in the City it is hardly the province of this

chronicle to tell.

CHAPTER LXIV.

THE LAST OF FLORENCE iMOUNTJOY.

Now at last in this chapter has to be told the fate of Florence
Mountjoy,—as far as it can be told in this volume. It was, at

any rate, her peculiarity to attach to herself, by bonds which could

not easily be severed, those who had once thought that they might
be able to win her love. An attempt has been made to show how
firm and determined were the affections of Harry Annesley, and
how absolutely he trusted in her word when once it had been given
to him. He had seemed to think that, when she had even nodded
to him in answer to his assertion that he desired her to be his

wife. All his trouble as regarded her heart had been off his mind.
There might be infinite trouble as to time,—as to ten years, three

years, or even one year ; trouble in inducing her to promise that she
would become his wife in opposition to her mother ; but he had felt

sure that she never would be the wife of anyone else. How he had
at last succeeded in mitigating the opposition of her mother, so as

to make the three years, or even the one year, appear to himself an
altogether impossible delay, the reader knows. How he at last

contrived to have his own way altogether, so that, as Florence told

him, she was merely a ball in his hand, the reader will have to know
very shortly. But not a shade of doubt had ever clouded Harry's
mind as to his eventual success, since she had nodded to him at

Mrs. Annesley's ball. Though this girl's love had been so grand
a thing to have achieved, he was quite sure from that moment that

it would be his for ever.

With Mountjoy Scarborough there had never come such a
moment,—and never could

;
yet he had been very confident, so that

he had lived on the assurance that such a moment would come.
And the self-deportment natural to her had been such that he had
shown his assurance. He never would have succeeded ; but he
should not the less love her sincerely. And when the time came
for him to think what he should do with himself, those few days
after his father's death, he turned to her as his one prospect of
salvation. If his cousin Florence would be good to him, all might
yet be well. He had come by that time to lose his assurance. He
had recognised Harry Annesley as his enemy,—as has been told

often enough in these pages. Harry was to him a hateful stumbling-
block. And he had not been quite as sure of her fidelity to another
as Harry had been sure of it to himself. Tretton might prevail.

Treltons do so often prevail. And the girl's mother was all on his side,

2 D
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So he had gone to Cheltenham, true as the needle to the pole, to try his

luck yet once again. He had gone to Cheltenham,—and there hefound
Harry Annesley. All hopes for him were then over, and he started at

once for Monaco ; or as he himself told himself,—for the devil.

Among the lovers of Florence some memory may attach itself to

poor Hugh Anderson. He too had been absolutely true to Florence.
From the hour in which he had first conceived the idea that she
would make him happy as his wife, it had gone on growing upon
him with all the weight of love. He did not quite understand why
he should have loved her so dearly,— but thus it was. Such a Mrs.
Hugh Anderson, with a pair of horses on the boulevards, was to

his imagination the most lovely sight which could be painted.

Then Florence took the mode of disabusing him which has been
told, and Hugh Anderson gave the required promise. Alas !—in

what an unfortunate moment had he done so ! Such was his own
thought. For though he was sure of his own attachment to her, he
could not mount high enough to be as sure of her to somebody else.

It was a " sort of thing a man oughtn't to have been asked to promise,"

he said to the third secretary. And having so determined he made up
his mind to follow her to England and to try his fortune once again.

Florence had just wished Harry good-bye for the day,—or rather

for the week. She cared nothing now, in the way of protestations

of affection. " Come, Harry ;—there now ;—don't be so unreason-
able. Am not I just as impatient as you are? This day
fortnight you will be back. And then !

"

Then there will be some peace ; won't there ? But mind you
write every day." And so Harry was whisked away, as triumphant
a man as ever left Cheltenham by the London train. On the

following morning Hugh Anderson reached Cheltenham and
appeared in Montpellier Place.

"My daughter is at home, certainly,*' said Mrs. Mountjoy.
There was something in the tone which made the young man at

once assure himself that he had better go back to Brussels. He
had even been a favourite with Mrs. Mountjoy. In his days of

love-making poor Mountjoy had been absent, declared no longer to

have a chance of Tretton, and Harry had been—the very Evil One
himself. Mrs. Mountjoy had been assured by the Brussels

Mountjoys that with the view of getting well rid of the Evil One, she
had better take poor Anderson to her bosom. She had opened her

bosom accordingly,—but with very poor results. And now he had
come to look after what result there might be. Mrs. Mountjoy felt

that he had better go back to Brussels.
" Could I not see her ? " asked Anderson.
Well, yes ; you could see her."

" Mrs. Mountjoy, I'll tell you everything,—^just as though you
were my own mother. I have loved your daughter,—oh, I don't

know how it is ! If she'd be my wife for two years, I don't think
I'd mind dying afterwards."

" Oh, Mr. Anderson !

"

" I wouldn't. I never hear^ of a case where a girl had got such

a hold of a man as she has of / f^tP
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" You don't mean to say that she has behaved badly."

"Oh, no! She couldn't behave badly. It isn't in her. But
she could bowl a fellow over in the most—well, most desperate

manner. As for me, I'm not worth my salt since I first saw her.

When I go to ride with the governor I haven't a word to say to

him." But this ended in Mrs. Mountjoy going and promising that

she would send Florence down in her place. She knew that it

would be in vain ; but to a young man who had behaved so well as

Mr. Anderson so much could not be refused. " Here I am again,"

he said, very much like Punch in the pantomime.
" Oh, Mr. Anderson ! how do you do ''

A lover who is anxious to prevail with a lady should always hold
up his head. Where is the writer of novels, or of human nature,

who does not know as much as that.'* And yet the man who is in

love, truly in love, never does hold up his head very high. It is the

man who is not in love who does so. Nevertheless it does sometimes
happen that the true lover obtains his reward. In this case it was
not observed to be so. But now Mr. Anderson was sure of his fate, so

that there was no encouragement to him to make any attempt at hold-

ing up his head. " I have come once more to see you," he said.
" I am sure it gives mamma so much pleasure.*'

"Mrs. Mountjoy is very kind. But it hasn't been for her. The truth is

I couldn't settle down in this world without having another interview."
** What am I to say, Mr. Anderson ?"
** I'll just tell you how it all is. You know what my prospects

are." She did not quite remember, but she bowed to him. ** You
must know because I told you. There is nothing I kept concealed."

Again she bowed. " There can be no possible family reason for my
going to Kamtchatka."

" Kamtchatka!"
" Yes, indeed. The F. O. The F. O. always meant the

Foreign Office. "The F. O. wants a young man on whom it can
thoroughly depend to go to Kamtchatka. The allowances are
handsome enough, but the allowances are nothing to me."

Why should you go ?

"

" It is for you to decide. Yes, you can detain me. If I go to that
bleak and barren desert it will merely be to court exile from that
quarter of the globe in which you and I would have to live together
and not separate. That I cannot stand. In Kamtchatka
Well, there is no knowing what may happen to me then,"

" But I'm engaged to be married to Mr. Annesley.'*
** You told me something of that before."
" But it's all fixed. Mamma will tell you. It's to be this day

fortnight If you'd only stay and come as one of my friends."

Surely such a proposition as this is the unkindest that any young
lady can make. But we believe that it is made not unfrequently.
In the present case it received no reply.

Mr. Anderson took up his hat and rushed to the door. Then he
returned for a moment " God bless you, Miss Mountjoy! " he said.

*'In spite of the cruelty of that suggestion I must bid God bless

you." And then he was gone.

3 D 2
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About a week afterwards, M. Grascour appeared upon the
scene with precisely the same intention. He, too, retained in his

memory a most vivid recollection of the young lady and her
charms. He had heard that Captain Scarborough had inherited

Tretton, and had been informed that it was not probable that Miss
Florence Mountjoy would marry her cousin. He was somewhat
confused in his ideas, and thought that, were he now to reappear
on the scene, there might still be a chance for him. There was no
lover more unlike Mr. Anderson than M. Grascour. Not even for

Florence
.
Mountjoy, not even to own her, would he go to Kamt-

chatka ; and were he not to see her he would simply go back to

Brussels. And yet he loved her as well as he knew how to love
anyone, and, would she have become his wife, would have treated

her admirably. He had looked at it all round, and could see no
reason why he should not marry her. Like a persevering man, he
persevered ; but as he did so no glimmering of an idea of Kamt-
chatka disturbed him.

But from this further trouble Mrs. Mountjoy was able to save
her daughter. M. Grascour made his way into Mrs. Mountjoy 's

presence, and there declared his purpose. He had been sent over
on some question connected with the literature of commerce, and
had ventured to take the opportunity of coming down to Chelten-
ham. He hoped that the truth of his affection would be evinced
by the journey. Mrs. Mountjoy had observed, while he was making
his little speech, how extremely well brushed was his hat. She had
observed, also, that poor Mr. Anderson's hat was in such a condi-

tion as almost to make her try to smooth it down for him. " If you
make objection to my hat, you should brush it yourself," she had
heard Harry say to Florence, and Florence had taken the hat, and
had brushed it with fond lingering touches.

" M. Grascour, I can assure you that she is really engaged,"
Mrs. Mountjoy had said. M. Grascour bowed and sighed. She
is to be married this day week."

Indeed !

"

" To Mr. Harry Annesley."
Oh—h—h ! I remember the gentleman's name. I had

thought "

" Well, yes ; there were objections, but they have luckily dis-

appeared." Though Mrs. Mountjoy was only as yet happy in a
melancholy manner, rejoicing with but bated joy at her girl's joys,

she was too loyal to say a word now against Harry Annesley.
" I should not have troubled you, but

"

I am sure of that, M. Grascour ; and we are both of us grateful

to you for your good opinion. I know very well how high is the
honour which you are doing Florence ; and she will quite under-
stand it. But you see the thing is fixed ; it's only a week.'* Florence
was said, at the moment, to be not at home, though she was upstairs,

looking at four dozen new pocket-handkerchiefs which had just come
from the pocket-handkerchief merchant, with the letters F. A. upon
them. She had much more pleasure in looking at them than she
would have had in listening to the congratulations of M. Grascour.
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*' He's a very good man, no doubt, mamma ; a deal better,

perhaps, than Harry." That, however, was not her true opinion.
" But one can't marry all the good men."

There was almost more trouble taken down at Buston about
Harry's marriage than his sister's, though Harry was to be married
at Cheltenham ; and only his father, and one of his sisters as a
bridesmaid, were to go down to assist upon the occasion. His
father was to marry them. And his mother had at last consented
to postpone the joy of seeing Florence till she was brought home
from her travels, a bride three months old. Nevertheless, a great

fuss was made, especially at Buston Hall. Mr. Prosper had become
comparatively light in heart since the duty of providing a wife for

Buston, and a future mother for Buston heirs had been taken off

his shoulders and thrown upon those of his nephew. The more he
looked back upon the days of his own courtship the more did his

own deliverance appear to him to be almost the work of Heaven.
Where would he have been had Miss Thoroughbung made good
her footing in Buston Hall .5* He used to shut his eyes and gently

raise his left hand towards the skies as he told himself that this evil

thing had passed by him.

But it had passed by, and it was expected that there should be
a lunch of some sort at Buston, and as, with all his diligent inquiry,

he had heard nothing but good of Florence, she should be received

with as hearty a welcome as he could give her. There was one
point which troubled him more than all others. He was deter-

mined to refurnish the drawing-room and also the bedroom in

which Florence was destined to sleep. He told his sister in his

most solemn manner that he had at last made up his mind
thoroughly. The thing should be done. She understood how
great a thing it was for him to do. " The two centre rooms ! " he
said with an almost tragic air. Then he sent for her the next day
and told her that, on further consideration, he had determined to

add in the dressing-room.

The whole parish felt the effect. It was not so much that the

parish was struck by the expenditure proposed, because the squire

was known to be a man who had not for years spent all his income,
but that he had given way so far on behalf of a nephew whom he
had lately been so anxious to disinherit. Rumour had already
reached Buntingford of what the squire had intended to do on the
receipt of his own wife,—rumours which had of course since faded
away into nothing. It had been positively notified to Buntingford
that there should be really a new carpet and new curtains in the
drawing-room. Miss Thoroughbung had been known to have
declared at the brewery that the whole thing should be done before

she had been there twelve months.
" He shall go the whole hog," she had said. And there had

been a little bet about it between her and her brother, who enter-

tained an idea that Mr. Prosper was an obstinate man. And Joe
had brought tidings of the bet to the parsonage,—so that there had
been much commotion on the subject. When the best room had
been included, and then the dressing-room, even Matthew had been
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alarmed. " It^U come to as much as five hundred pounds!" he
had whispered to Mrs. Annesley. Matthew seemed to think that

it was quite time that there should be somebody to control his

master. "Why, ma'am, it's only the other day, because I can
remember it myself, when that loo-table came into the house new!'*

Matthew had been in the place over twenty years. When Mrs,
Annesley reminded him that fashions were changed, and that other

kinds of table were required, he only shook his head.
But there was a question more vital than that of expense. How

was the new furniture to be chosen ? The first idea was that

Florence should be invited to spend a week at her future home,
and go up and down to London with either Mrs. Annesley or her

brother, and select the furniture herself. But there were reasons
against this. Mr. Prosper would like to surprise her by the

munificence of what he did. And the suggestion of one day was
sure to wane before the stronger lights of the next. Mr. Prosper,

though he intended to be munificent, was still a little afraid that it

should be thrown away as a thing of course,—or that it should
appear to have been Harry's work. That would be manifestly

unjust. " I think I had better do it myself," he said to his sister.

" Perhaps I could help you, Peter." He shuddered ; but it was
at the memory of the sound of the word " Peter," as it had been
blurted out for his express annoyance by Miss Thoroughbung. " I

wouldn't mind going up to London with you.*' He shook his head,

demanding still more time for deliberation. Were he to accept
his sister's offer, he would be bound by his acceptance. " It's the

last drawing-room carpet I shall ever buy," he said to himself, with

true melancholy, as he walked back home across the park.

Then there had been the other grand question of the journey or

not down to Cheltenham. In a good-natured way Harry had told

him that the wedding would be no wedding without his presence.

That had moved him considerably. It was very desirable that the

wedding should be more than a merely legal wedding. The world
ought to be made aware that the heir to Buston had been married
in the presence of the squire of Buston. But the journey was a
tremendous difficulty. If he could have gone from Buston direct

to Cheltenham it would have been comparatively easy. But he
must pass through London, and to do this must travel the whole
way between the Northern and Western railway-stations. And
the trains would not fit. He studied his Bradshaw for an entire

morning, and found that they would not fit. " Where am I to

spend the hour and a quarter ? " he asked his sister mournfully.
" And there would be four journeys, going and coming ;—four

separate journeys!" And these would be irrespective of numerous
carriages and cabs. It was absolutely impossible that he should be
present in the flesh on that happy day at Cheltenham. He was left at

home for three months, July, August, and September, in which to buy
the furniture,—which, however, was at last procured by Mr. Annesley.

The marriage, as far as the wedding was concerned, was not
nearly as good fun as that of Joe and Molly. There was no
Mr. Crabtree there, and no Miss Thoroughbung. And Mrs.
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Mountjoy, though she meant to doit all as well as it could be done,
was still joyous only with bated joy. Some tinge of melancholy
still clung to her. She had for so many years thought of her
nephew as the husband destined for her girl, that she could not be
as yet demonstrative in her appreciation of Harry Annesley. " I

have no doubt we shall come to be true friends, Mr. Annesley,"
she had said to him.

Don't call me Mr. Annesley."
" No, I won't, when you come back again and I am used to you.

But at present there—there is a something."
" A regret, perhaps.'*
" Well, not quite a regret. I am an old-fashioned person and

I can't change my manners all at once. You know what it was that
I used to hope."

" Oh yes ! But Florence was very stupid and would have a
different opinion."

" Of course I am happy now. Her happiness is all the world to

me. And things have undergone a change."
" That's true. Mr. Prosper has made over the marrying business

to me, and I mean to go through it like a man. Only you must call

me Harry." This she promised to do, and did in the seclusion of
her room give him a kiss. But still her joy was not loud, and the
hilarity of her guests was moderated. Mr. Armstrong did his best,

and the bridesmaids' dresses were pretty,—which is all that is

required of a bridesmaid. Then, at last, the father's carriage
came, and they were carried away to Gloucester, where they were
committed to the untender, commonplace, but much more comfort-
able mercies of the railway-carriage. There we will part with them,
and encounter them again but for a few moments as after a long
day's ramble they made their way back to a solitary but comfortable
hotel among the Bernese Alps. Florence was on a pony, which
Harry had insisted on hiring for her, though Florence had declared
herself able to walk the whole way. It had been very hot, and she
was probably glad of the pony. They had both alpenstocks in their

hands, and on the pommel of her saddle hung the light jacket with
which he had started, and which had not been so light but that he
had been glad to ease himself of the weight. The guide was lagging
behind, and they two were close together. Well, old girl

!
" he

said, ** and now what do you think of it all

** I'm not so very much older than I was when you took me, pet."
" Oh yes, you are. Half of your Hfe has gone

;
you have settled

down into the cares and duties of married life, none of which had
been so much as thought of when I took you."

" Not thought of ! They have been on my mind ever since that

night at Mrs. Armitage's."

Only in a romantic and therefore untrue sort of manner. Since
that time you have always thought of me with a white choker and
dress boots."

Don't flatter yourself ; I never looked at your boots."
" You knew that they were the boots and the clothes of a man

making love, didn't you ? I don't care personally very much aboutmy



4o8 MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.

own boots. I never shall care about another pair. But I should care

about them. Anything that might give me the shghtest assistance !

"

" Nothing was wanted ; it had all been done, Harry.'*

My pet ! But still a pair of highlows heavy with nails would
not have been efficacious then. I should think I love him, you
might have said to yourself, but he is such an awkward fellow."

" It had gone much beyond that at Mrs. Armitage's."

But now you have to take my highlows as part of your duty."

"And you.?''
" When a man loves a woman he falls in love with everything be-

longing to her. You don't wear highlows. Everything you possess as

specially your own has to administer to my sense of love and beauty."
" I wish, I wish it might be so."

There is no danger about that at all. But I have to come
before you on an occasion such as this as a kind of navvy. And
you must accept me." She glanced round furtively to see whether
their guide was looking, but the guide had gone back out of sight.

For, sitting on her pony, she had her arm around his neck and
kissed him. "And then there is ever so much more," he continued.
" I don't think I snore."

" Indeed, no ! There isn't a sound comes from you. I some-
times look to see if I think you are alive."

" But if I do, you'll have to put up with it. That would be one
of your duties as a wife. You never could have thought of that

when I had those dress boots on."
" Of course I didn't. How can you talk such rubbish ?"

" I don't know whether it is rubbish. Those are the kind of things

that must fall upon a woman so heavily. Suppose I were to beat you."
" Beat me !

"

" Yes,—hit you over the head with this stick ?

"

" I am sure you would not do that."
" So am I. But suppose I were to. Your mother must be told

of my leaving that poor man bloody and speechless. What if I

were to carry out my usual habits as then shown Take care, my
darling, or that brute '11 throw you." This he said as the pony
stumbled over a stone.

" Almost as unlikely as you are. One has to risk dangers in the
world, but one makes the risk as little as possible. I know they
won't give me a pony that will tumble down. And I know that

I've told you to look to see that they don't. You chose the pony,
but I had to choose you. I don't know very much about ponies,

but I do know something about a lover and I know that I have
got one that will suit me."

THE END,

SpoiHswoode ^ Co. Ltd., Printers, New-street Square, London,
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The Pocket Thackeray,
The Pocket Charles Dickens.
The Pocket Richard Jefferies.
The Pocket George MacDonald.
The Pocket Emerson.
The Pocket Thomas Hardy.
The Pocket George Eliot.
The Pocket Charles Kingsley.
The Flower of the Mind.

BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by—contiiiucd.
The Obliging Husband. With

Frontispiece in Colours. Crown Svo,
cloth, 2s. 6d. net.

BaTH (The) in Diseases of the
5kin. By J. L. Milton. Post Svo, i*.

;

cloch, 15. 6d.

BEACONSFIELD, lord. ByT.
P. O'Connor, M.P. Crown Svo. cloth. 55.

BECHSTEIN(LUDWIQ), and the
Brothers GRIMM.—As Pretty as
Seven, and other Stories With 98
Illustrations bv Riciiter. .Square Svo,
cloth, 6s. 6d. : eiit edi:e«. 7s:6.'\

BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and
Allied 5pecies, A Synopsis of. By
W. B. Grove, B.A. With 87 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

BARD5LEY (Rev. C. W.).-
Bnglish Surnames: Their Sources

and Sij^nifications. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7^. 6d.

BEDE (CUTI1BERT).—Mr. Ver=
dant Green. With 65 Illustrations.
Post Svo, Is. net.

BARINQ-QOULD (S.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. each

;
post Svo,

illustrated boards, 25. each j Popular
Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each.

Red Spider. 1 Eve.

BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Leonora. | A. Great IVIan.
Teresa of Watling Street. With 8

Illustrations bv Frank Gillett.
Tales of the Five Towns,
Sacred and Profane Love.
Hugo.

BARR (AMELIA E.).—Love will
Venture in. Cr. Svo, cl., 2s. 6d. net.

BARR (ROBERT), Stories by.
Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. each.

In a Steamer Chair. With 2 Illusts.

From Whose Bourne, &c. Wtth 47
Illustrations by H..\L HuRST and others.

Revenge! With 12 Illustrations by
Lancelot Speed and others.

A Woman Intervenes.
A Prince of Good Fellows. With

15 Illustrations by E. J. Sullivan.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6v. each.

The Speculations of John Steele.
The Unchanging East.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. Ci- e

Anna of the Five Towns;
The Gates of Wrath.
The Grand Babylon Hotel. Crown

0\<J, L/KJllI, jS, yJll. , 1 \Jl L LAK JwUlllUiN,

medium Svo, 6d.

The Ghost. Crown Svo, cl., 29. 6rf. net.

BENNETT ^W. C.).—Songs for
Sailors. Post Svo, cloth. 25.

BEWICK (THOMAS) and His

Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, ^s. (^d^

BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by.
Post Svo, illust. bds,. 2s. ea., cl., 2s. 6d. ta.

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich.
Folly Morrison,
liittle Lady Linton.
Honest Davie.

I
Found Guilty.

John Ford; and His Helpmate.
A Recoiling Vengeance.
Lieut. Barnabas.
For Love and Honour.
Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. 6^^. each

;
post Svo, ilUist.

boards. 2s. each ; cloth liinp, 2s. 6d. each.

Between Life and Death,
Fettered for Life.
A Missing Witness. With 8 lilus.

trations by W. H. Margktson.
The Woman ofthe Iron Bracelets.
The Harding Scandal.
A Prodigal's Progress.

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
Under a Strange Mask. With 19

Illustrations by E. F. BrewtnalL.
Was She Justified?

Crown Svo, cloth, bs. each.

"'udas.
•or of Her Ways.
ex^'jr Life. Popular Edition.
^P^^^'Od.

BIERCE (AMBROSE).--In the

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2v.

BILL NYE^S Comic History oi
tlie United States. Wiih 146 Musts,
by F. Opper. Crown Svo. clotli, 35. 6,/.

BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6.v. each.

The Concession-Hunters.
The Mistress of Bonavcnture.
Davcntry's Daughter*.
A Sower of Wheat. Cr. Svo, cl.. 3.?. 6d.

J^inslio's Ju<.Ju. Crown Svo, cloth,

3S. bd. ; picture cloth, fl^t back. 2s.

Bl7UNDELL'S Worth
1904. By M. L. Banks, M.A. With lo

lllustrats. Demy Svo, cloth, 7.?. (•)d. net.

BOCCACCIO.—The Decameron.
With a Portrait. Pott Svo, cloth, f^ilt

top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt cdj^cs. 3^. net.

BODKIN (Mc.D., K.C.), Books by.
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective.

Cr. Svo, cl., 3.9. bd. ; picture cl.. Hat back, zs.

Crown Svo, cloih, 3.?. bd. each.

Bhillelagh and Shamrock.
Patsey the Omadaun.
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BESANT and RICE, Novels by.
Cr. 8v<), cloth, 3^. 6d. each

;
post Svo

illust, bds. 2\. each ; cl. limp, 2s.Gd. each.

Ready-Money Mortiboy.
The Golden Butterfly.
My Little Girl.
With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Yulcan.
The Monks of Thelema.
By Celia's Arbour.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.
The Seamy Side.
The Case of Mr. Lucraffc.
'Twas in Trafalgar's B4.y.
The Ten Years' Tenant.

BE5ANT (Sir WALTER),
Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 v.

each ;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2y.

each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
Wiith 12 Illustrations by Fred. Barxaud.

The Captains' Room, &c.
All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus-

trations bv Harry Furxiss.
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece.

Uncle Jack, and other Stories.

Children of Gibeon.
The World Went Yery Well Then.

With 12 Illustrations by A. FOREbTlER.
Hcrr Paulus.
The Bell of St. Paul's.
For Faith and Freedom. With

Illusls. bv A. FORESTiER and F. Waddy.
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 illus-

trations by A. FORESTlEi^.
The Holy Rose, Sec With Frontispiece,

Armorel of Lyonesse. With 12 Illus-

trations by F. liARNARD.
St. Katherine's by the Tower.

With 12 Illustrations by C. Greex.
Verbena Camellia Stephanotls.
The Ivory Gate.
The Rebel Queen.
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice.

With 12 Illustrations by \\\ H. Hyde.
In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frontis.
The Revolt of Man.
The Master Craftsman.
The City of Refuse.

Crown Svo. cloih 3^. 6d. each.

A Fountain Sealed.
The Changeling.
The Fourth Generation.
The Orange Girl. With S Illustrations

by F. Pegram.
The Alabaster Box.
The Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra-

tions by G. Demaix-Hammoxd.
No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations

by C. D. Ward.
Crown Svo, picture cloth, Hat back, 2s. each.
St. Katherine's by the Tower.
The Rebel Queen.
Large Type, Fixe Paper Editioxs, pott

Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2.<r. net each
; leather,

gilt edges, 35. net each.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
London.
Sir Richard Whittington.
Gaspard de Coligny.

BESANT (Sir WALTER),
Novels by—continued.

Popular F:ditioxs. medium Svo, 6d. ench.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Golden Butterfly.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.
The Monks of Thelema.
The Orange Girl.
For Faith and Freedom.
Children of Gibeon.
Dorothy Forster

.

Demy Svo, cloth. 75. 6d. each.
London. With 125 Illustrations.

Westminster. With Etching by F. S.
Walker, and 130 Illustrations.

South London. With Etching by F. S.
Walker, and 118 Illustrations.

East London. With Etching by F. S.
Walker, and 56 Illustrations bv Phil
May. L, Ravex Hill, and J. Pexxell.

Jerusalem. By Walter Besaxt and
E. II. Palmer. Wi th Map and 12 Illusts.

Crown Svo. buckram, f)s. each.
Ms We Are and As We May Be.
Essays and Historiettes.
The Eulogy of Richard Jcfferies.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3,?. 6d. each.
Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Ilhists.

Gaspard de Coligny. With a Portrait.
Sir Richard Whittington.
The Charm, and other Dravving-rooni

Plays. With 50 Illustrations by CiiRis
HA^LMOX^), Sec.

Art of Flctfon. Fcap. Svo, cloth, r^.nct.

BLAKE (WILLIAM), The Poet-
ical Works of. Edited by E, J. Ellis.
In 2 Vols., each with Photogravure
Frontispiece, small demy Svo, buckram,
12s. net ; half-leather, 15^. net.

The Real Blake ; A Portrait Biography
by E. J. Ellis. With 13 Illustration--.

Demy Svo. buckram, 12.J. net.

William2Blake : A Critical Study by
A. C. SwiXBURXE. With a Portra t.

Crown Svo, buckram, 6^. net.

William Blake: Etchings from his
Works (S Steel Plates and 2 Lithographs)
by W. B. Scott. Colombier foUo, half-

cloth, 12^. 6d. net.

BOURQET (PAUL).—A Living
Lie. Translated by John De Villiers.
Crown 3vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

BOYD.—A Versailles Christmas-
tide. By Mary Stuart Boyd. With
53 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd. Fcap. 4to, cl., 6^.

BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Chronicles of No-Man's Land.
Camp Notes. | Savage Life.

BRAND (JOHN).—Observations
on Popular Antiquities. With the
Additions of Sir Hexky Ellis. Crowrn
Svo, cloth, 35. 6d,
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BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction-
aries. Crown 8vo, cloih, 3.<r. 6d, each.

Th&Reader'sHandbook ofFamous
Names in Fiction, Allusions,
References, Proverbs, Plots,
Btcries, and Poems.

A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative,
Realist-ic, and Dogmatic.

BREW5TER (Sir DAVID),
Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 45. 6i. each.

Mere Worlds than One : Cree I of

Philosopher, Hope of Chribtian. Piales.

The Martyrs of Science: Galileo,
TvcHO Brake, and Kepler.

liGtters on Natural Magic. With
numerous Ilinstraiions.

BRAYSHAW (J. DODSWORTH).
— SIum Silhouettes : Stories of Loudon
Lite. Crown 8vo, cloih, -js. 6d.

BRIGHT (FLORENCE).—A Girl
Capitalist. Crown 8vo cloth. 6,?.

BKILLAT=SAVAR!N. — Gastro-
nomy as a Fine Art. Translated by
k. E. Anderson. Post 8vo, hnif-cl., 2^.

'

BRYDEN cH. A.).—An Exiled
Scot. • With Frontispiece by J. S.

CROiMPTON, R.L Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6<i.

BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncie
Sam at Home. With 91 Illusls. Posi

buCriAfNAlN (KObEKl), Poems
and Novels by.

The Complete Poetical Works ot
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown
^vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece
to each volume, J2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. td. each ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2?. each.

The Shadow of the bv/ord.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man. With 11 Illustra-

tions by F. IUknahd.
Lady Kilpatrick.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for JSver.
Annan Water.

|
Foxglove Manor.

The New Abelard.
|
Rachel Dene.

Matt: A Story of a Caravan.
The Master of the Mine.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.

Crown 8vo, c'oth, -^s. (ui. each.
Bed and White Heather.
Andromeda^
i'opui,AR Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each.
The Sliadow of the Sword.
God and the Man.
Foxglove Manor.
The Charlatair."T3y Robert Buchanan

and 1-lEXRY Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth,

with Frontispiece by T. H. IvOniNSON,
3.V. C)d.

; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

BURGESS (GELETTrand^ILL
IRWIN. — The Picaroons: A San I

Francisco Niffht's Entertainment.
Crown 8vo, cloLh, 3^. 6d. I

BURNS (ROBERT).—The Cot-
ter's Saturday Night. With Illustra-

tions by A. S. Boyd. heap. 4I0, cl., 6^. net.

BURTON (ROBERT). — The
Anatomy of Melancholy. Demy Svo,
cloth 75. 6d.

CAMERON (Commander V7
LOVETT). — The Cruise of the
* Black Prince * Privateer. Cr. Svo,

cloth, with 2 Illustrations bv P. Wacnab,
S.f. 6d.

;
post Svo, picture boards, 2s.

CAMPBELL (A. QODRIC). —
Fleur- de>' Camp : a Daughter of
France. Crown Svo, cloth. 65.

CAINE (HALL), Novels by.
Crown Svc^, cloth, 3^. td. each

; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2^. each; cloth limp,

2s. Od. each.
The Shadow of a Crime.
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster.
Also Library Editions of the three novels,

crown Svo, cloth. 6s. each ; CHiiAP POPU-
LAR Editions, medium 8vo,portrait cover,

6d. each ; and the Fine Paper Edition
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth,

filt t<>t>, 2?. net : leather, gilt fdj*e.<} 3«.net.

CAT^AIN COIGNET, Soldier
of the Empire. Edited by Loredan
Larch KY. and Translated by Mrs. Carey.
Wiih ICQ lUus ts. Cr. Svo. cloth, 3'. (id.

CARLYLE iTHOMAS).—On the
Choice of Books. Post Svo. cloth, i .y. 6d.

CARKUTH tHAYDEN). — The
Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illus-

trations. Fcap. Svo, picture cover, 15.
;

cloth. IS. 6d.

CHAAIBERS (ROBERT W.),
stories of Paris Life by.

The King in Yellow. Crown Svo,
cloth, 3v. 6d. ; fcap. Svo, cloth limp, 2s 6d.

_ In the Quarter . Fcap. 8vo. clo'h, 2^.6^/.

CHAPMAN'S (GEORGETWorksT
Vol, L, Plays Complete, including the
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C.
Swinburne,—Vol. III., Translations of
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols.,

crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

CHESSTThe Laws and Practice
of. With an Analysis of the Openings,
I'.y Howard Staunton. Edited b^
R. P. WORMAI D. Crown Svo, cloth, 5.?.

The Minor Tactics of Chess : A
Treatise on the Deployment of the
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle.
Py F. K. Young and E. C. Hov/ell.
Fcap Svo, cloth. 2s 6d.

The Hastings Chess Tournament.
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games
played Ang.-Sept., 1S95. With Annota-
tions by PlLLSBURY, LaSKER, TARRASCH,
Steinitz, Sciiikkeks. Teichmann, Kar-
DELEBEN BLACKBURNB:, GUNSBEKG,
l iNSLEY, Mason, and Albin : Biographi-
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits. Edited by
H. F. Cheshire. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s.
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CHAUCER for Children: A Gol
den Key. Uy Mrs. H. K. Hawkis. With
S Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcut'
Crown 4(0. cloth. 3.?. (u1.

Chaucer for Scboole. With the Story
ot h s Times and liis Work. By Mr
H. R. Hawkis. remy 8vo, cloth' 2.?. 6cl.

CLIVE (Mrs. ARCMER), iNovel^
by. Post 8vo. cloth. 3,v. bj. each; illus

trated boards, 2^. each.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

CLAKE (AUSTIN , intones by.
Foi' the Liove of a jLass. 1 ost 6\o,

illustrated boards, 2s-.

By the Rise of the River. Crown
Svo, cloth. 3^ (yi.

Crown 8vo, clotn, Os. each.
The Tideway.
Randaljaf Randalciolmo.

CLOOD CEDVVAHD ). ^Myths
and Dreams. Crown Hvo, cl"lh. 3 v. 67.

C O B^AlS (J7MA C LA K E iNX
Novels by.

The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, illus-

traieil boanls, 2s.

The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo. cloth,

Ss. (ki. ; post f<vo. illustrated boards, 2c.

The Burden oi' Isabel. Crown 8vo.
cloth, 3v. ()(L

COLLINS (jrcn

U

RTON, M.A ),

Books by. Cr. Svo, cloiii. 3^- each
Illustrations cf Tennyson.
Jonathan Swift.

C O L L I N S (M O RT 1 iVi H R and
FRANCKS), Novels by Cr.Svo, ci.

q.s-. 6t/. ench;1posl Svo, ilbistd. bds.. 2.v. each.
From Midnight to Midnight.
You Play mo Falso.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
*Jhe Village Comedy.

Post Svo, iUusnated boards, 25. eoch.
Transmigration.
A Fight with Foi'tune.
Sweet Anne Page.
Sweet and Twenty.

| Frances.
COLMAN'5 (QEORUE) Huaior^

ous Works: ' Proad Grins,' 'My
Nii^htgown and Siipper.'s,' &c. Witl.
L'fe and Frontis. Crown Svo, cl.. 3.<r. bd.

COLOUR ^0OKS-cnnti,nud.
Cairo, Jerusalem, and Damascus.

liy D. S. Makgolkjuih, Liit.D. With
luuncrous Illustration--; m 't hree Cohjuis
by W. S. TYKU'uni-, RH.A., and
KECiiXAi.D IUhratt, A.K.W.S. Fcap.
4to. clofi), 205 net. i^e;f.

The Rhine. By H. J. Mackixdkk.
With numerous Illustrations in Three
Colour.s by Efi-ie Jakdine. Pcap. 4».o,

cloth, 20s. net. [Oi '.

^"'fc* Prcspectiises ot the^e Books, 7vi:h dctai'.s

also m regard to SPECIAL COMES on pure
rufi fofcr, 7)1ay be had.

COLOUR =BOOKS.
Switzerland and its People. B

Clarence Rook. With 56 Illustrations
in Three Colours by Effie Jardixe, and
24 in Two Tints. Fcap. 4*0, cl. 20s. net.

Venice. By Beryl de Selixcofrt and
May Sturge-Hendersox. Vv'-.th 30 III us
trations in Three Colours by Hegixald
Barratt, A.R.W.S. Fcap. 4t(\ ^lolh,.

ICS-. 6d. net. IMarch
Ttje Colour of London. By Rcv

W. J. Loftie, F.S A. With Intro^-^nc.ion

by M. H. Spielmaxx. F.S.A.. and 11! ; s-

trations in Thr«^e CoU.uivs and S pia

by YOSKIO Makkixo, who also supplies
a descriptive chapter. Fcap. 4(0, o^> h,

20i\ net. U'lay-

COLLINS CVVILKIE), Novels by.
Cr. Hvo, cl., 's. Od. each ; post Svo, jiicturc

board.-;. 2 v. each : cl. limn. 2.?. ()d . c:i<:]\.

Antonina. I Basil. | HideandSceK
The Vvonian In White.
Tlie Mooiistciie.

|
Man and Wif«.

The Dead Secret. 1 After Dark.
The Queen of Hearts
No Name I My Misceranfea.
Armadale. | Poor Miss Fmcn
M<S3 or Mrs ? i The Black Kobe,
The Nevi Maj^clalen.
Frozen Deep.

1
A Rogue's Life.

The JLav/ and the Laay.
Tne Tv/o Destinies,
The Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jeaebci's Daughter.
Heart and Science.

I *I Say No.*
The tuvil Genius.

|
Little i^'ovels.

The Legacy of Cain.
| Blind Lovo.

P(>IM I a;< Kni'iiuxs, niedann Svo, Oci. eacii.

The Y/oman in V/hite.
Moonstone.

|
Tiie New IVIa«rdaIcn.

The Dead Secret
| No Name.

Man and y/ife
| Arinadiile.

•ihe Woman in White. Large Type,
biSE Paper Editiox. Pott Svo, cloth,
p,iit top. 2s. net : leather, g It eci.ues, is net.

The Frozen Deep. Large Type Edit.
Fcap. Svo cl.. i\. net : leather, i.r. net.

COLQUHOUN (M. J.).-Every
Incii a Soldier. Crown 8v(», cloui.

3-y (>d.: post Svo. illustrated boiids, 2s.

COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By
W. M. HUTCHLSOX. Cr. Svo. cl.. 64.

coTviFixTn^
The Inimitable Mrs, MaDsiag.
ham. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^-. Gd.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6^. each.
The Wilful Way.
The Queen can do no Wroiig.
To Dt feat the Ends of Justice.

COOPER
tianiilton.

(E. H.),
Crown 8vn,

—Geoffory
Clnth. 3s 6d

CORNISH (J. F.).-
Crown Svo. c otii. 6,>.

Sour Grapes.

C O R N W A L L.— Popular
Romances of the est of Enj^land :

The Drolls, Traditions, aud Superstitions
of Old Ci.^rnwall. Collected bv ROBERT
HuxT, F.R.S. With two Pia es bv
GEOliGE CRUIK^^^HAXK. Cl . Svo, cl. 7.S. 6:/.
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COVENT GARDEN THEATRE,
The Annals of, from 1732 to 1897. By
Hexry S.\xe Wyxdham. With 45 Illus-

trations. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cl, 21^. net

CRADOOCK (C. EGBERT), by.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky

Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. td.'.

post 8v •, iiiustrnted boards, 2s.

His Vanished Star. Cr 8vo. ci. t.s. 6d

CRE5SVVEUL (HEINRY). — A
Lad J' of Misrule. Crown 8vo. cloth 6s.

CRTM (MATT).—Adventures of
a Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. bd. ;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.—
Tales of our Coast. By S. K.

Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold
Fredpjric, ' Q.,' and W. Clark Russell
With 13 Illustraiiotis by Frank Brang-
WYN'. Crown Svo. cloMt. 3?. 6/1

CROKER (Mrs. BT^VloT^ovels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s\ 6d. each

;

post Svo, i.lustrated boards, 2s. each
;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage.

|
Mr. JerYis.

Diana Barrington.
Two Masters.

I
Interference.

A Family Likeness.
A Third Person.

|
Proper Pride.

Village Tales & Jungle Tragedies.
The Real Lady Hilda.
Married or Single?

Crown Svo, cloth 3,?. hd. each.

In tbe Kingdom of Kerry;
Miss Balmaine's Past.
Jason. I

Beyond the Pale.
Terence. With 6 Illusts, by S. Paget.
The Cat's-paw. With 12 Illustrations

by Fred PEtrRAM.

Crown-3vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo,

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Infatuation. | Some One Else.
* To Let.' Post Svo, picture boards, 2s. ;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Popular Editions, medium Svo, td. each.

Diana Barrington.
Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bir^i! of Passage.
Beyond the Pale.
A Family Likeness.
The Spanish Necklace. With S

Illustrations by F. Pegraisi. Crown Svo,

cloth. 2.S-. 6d net.

CRUrkSHAINK'5 CUiVUC AL=
MANACK. Complete in Two Series.
The First, from 1S35 .to 1843 : the
Second, from 1S44 to 1853. A Gathering
of the Best Humour of Thackeray,
Hood, Albert Smith, &c. With nu-
inerous Steel Ent«ravinj4s and Woodcuts
by Cru kshank, Landells, &c. Two
Vols , crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d. each.

The Life of George Cruikshank.
B> Blanciiard Jerrold. With84lllus-
trj^tions and a BilDliography. Crown Svo,

cloth, 3.9. 6a.

CUMMING (C. F. GORDON),
Works by. Demv Svo, cloth. 6i. ea ch.

In the Hebrides. W^th 24 Illustrations.

In the Himalayas and on the
Indian Plains. With 42 lilu-trations

Two Happy Years in Ceylon.
With 28 Illustrations.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. i^ionUs._^

CUSSANS (JOHN E.)T—Aliand-
book of Heraldry; including instruc-
tion^ for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering
Ancient MSS.. &c. With 408 Woodcuts
and 2 Colrd. Plates. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s.

CYCLING, HUMOURS~OFr~By
Jerome K Jerome, H. G.Wells, Barry
Pain C. Rook. Pett Ridge, J. F. Sulli-
VAN . &c. With Illusts . Cr. Sivo.ci. is. net.

DAUDET (ALPH0N5E).-The
Kvangelist ; or. Port Salvation.
Translated by C. H. Meltzer. Cr. Svo,
ck:)th, 33 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., 25.

DAVENANTTFRANCIS)^^
for Parents on the Choice of a
Profession for their Sons when
Starting in Life. Crown Svo, is. 6d_.

DAViDSONlWGircor^
—Mr. Sadler's Daughters. Crown
Svo, cloth. 3..V. bd.

DAVTeS (Dr. N. E7~Y0RKE^
Works by. Cr. Svo, 1,9. ea.: cl. is. 6d. ea.

One Thousand Medical Maxims
and Surgical Hints.

Nurser.y Hints : A Mother's Guide.
Foods for the Fat : Dietetic Cure of

Corpulenc3',Gout, and excessive Leanness.

Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo, 2s,

;

cloih, 2.<:. 6d.

D^AVIESMSirTOHNinCompiete
Poetical Works. Edited with Notes,
by Rtv. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols.,

crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

DEAKTN^DOWTKEA), stories
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 39. 6d. each.

The Poet and the Pierrot.
The Princess & the Kitchen-maid.
DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson

Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by Gp:orge
Cruikshank. Large Type, Fine Paper
Edition. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net

;

leather, gilt edges, 35. net.

DE GUERIN (MAURICE), The
Journal of. With a Memoir by Sainte-
Beuve. Fcap. Svo, half-cloth. 2s. 6d.

DE MAISTRE (XAVIER)7—

A

Journey Round my Room. Transl.
H knry Attwkll. Post Svo, cloth, 2.v. 61.

D^EM I LIJETJAMES)7^
Manuscript found in a Copper
Cylinder. Crown Svo. cloth, with 19
Illusf rations by Gilbert Gaul, 35. 6d.

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The
History of. By Arthur W. Clayden,
M. A. with lllus. Demy Svo, c\,ios,6d. net.
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DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble
Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra-

tions, Ciovvii Svo. cloth. 7,v. (^d.

DE WINDT (HARRY) -t hrough
the Oold-Flelda of Alaska to
Bering Straits. With Map and 33
I llustrations. Demy Svo. cloth. 6^.

DICKENS (CHARLES), The Life
of, as Revealed in his Writings. By
Percy Fitzgerald. F.S.A. With 2 Por-

traits and 2 Facsimile Letters. 2 vols.,

demy Svo. clotli, 21,?. net.

The Speeches ot Charles Dickens.
Edited and Annotated by R. 11. Shep-
herd. With a Portrait. Pott Svo, clolh.

2s. net ; leather, 3.?. net.

The Pocket Charles Dickens : beln

Favourite Passages chosen by Alfred
H. Hyatt. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ;

leather, gilt top, 2>s. net.

DICTIONARI E S.
The Reader's Handbook of
Famous Names in Fiction,
Allusions, References, Pro-
verbs,Plots, Stories,and Poems
By Kev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Ctown
Svo, cloth, 3.9. 6d.

A Dictionary of Miracles,
Imitative, Realistic, and Dogm.uic. By
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown Svo,

cloth, 3.?. td.

Familiar Allusions. Ey William A.

and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy Svo,

cloth, 75. td. net.

Familiar Short Sayings of Great
Men. With H.stoncal ana Explanatory
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown
Svo, cloth, 75 6,/.

The Slang Die lionary : Etymological
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo,

cloth, ds. f d.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out
of-the-Way Matters. i*y Ei.iezer
EDWAims. Crown Svo, cl . h. 3\. hd

DILKE~[sTF^HAkLfc5, M.P.).
—The British i:iiipire. Crown Svo
buckram. 3.9. 6'/.

DOBSON~(AU5TIN), Works by.
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils.

With 95 IlUists. 8q 8vo. cloth, 35. lU.

Crown^vo, liuckrani, ts. each.

Four Frenchwomen. With Four
Portraits.

Eighteenth Century Vignettes.
In Three Series, each 6,?. ; also Fine-
paper Editions of the Three Series
pott Svo, cloth, 2^. net eacii ; leather,

3,?, net each.

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and
other Papers. With 2 Iilustr.st^ons.

Slde«walk Studies. With 5 Illusts.

DOBSON (W. T.).— Poetical in-
j^enuities and Eccentricities. Post
Svo Cloth. 2s. td.

DOVVLING (RlCHARD)7^^=noid
Corcoran's Money. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. td.

7

DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm
of Qirdlestone. Crown Syr c r) --^.y. o>/.

DONOVAN (DICK), Detective
stories by. Post Svo, illustiated

boards, 2.?. each ; cloth Imp. 2s. td each.
Riddles Read. | Link by Link.
Caught at Last.
Suspicion Aroused.
Tracked and Taken.
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
In the Grip of the Lav/.
From Inlormation Received.
Tracked to Doom.

Crown Svo, cloth 3'.. 0,/. ench,

Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective.
Deacon Brodie : or. Behi nd the Mas'i.

Crovvn fiv ), cl., 3?. 6d. each ; picture cl.,

flat back, 2s. each ; post Svo, illustrated

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2?, ''^ii. each.

The Man from Manchester.
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3,v.' u.c.ich ; post Svo, dlus-

trated boards. ?s. each : cloth limp,2.9. td. each
A Detective's Triumphs.
Chronicles of Michael DanevitcTi.
The Records" of Vincent TrilJ.

Cr. Svo cl
, T,s. td. ; picture cl., ilat bk., 2 ,.

The Man. Hunter. Post Svo. illustrated

boards, 2.?.; cloth iinio, 2s,6d.; picture
cloth, flat back, 2,?.

Tales of Terror. Crown Svo, clolh,

3s td.
;
picture clot'1, fiat back, 25.

Dark Deeds. Crown Sv(\ cloth limp,
2s. t !. ; {picture cloth, flat bac •:, 2s.

Wanted! Cro.vn Svo, picture cloth, flat

back, 2-,.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

;

cloth limp, 2s. td.

DRAMATISTS, THE OLD.

DUNCAN (i>ARA J bAi-SiMilTh,
Books by. Cr. Svo. cloth, 7^. td. each.

A Social Departure. With 11

1

Illustrations by F. H. Townsexd
An American Girl in London.

With 80 Illustrations by F. ii T )WXSknd.
The Simple Adventures of a
Memsahib. Wuh 37 il lustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s-. bd. each.

A Daughter of To-Day.
Vernon's Aunt. With. 47 Illustrations.

DUTTTROMESH C.).-En^!and
and India : Progress during {)ne
Hunired Years. Crown Svo. cloth. 2s\

DYSON (EDWAi^D). — In the
Roaring Fifties, d own Svo, cloth, 6^,

Edited by Col. CUXXINGHAM. Cr. Svo,

cloth, with Portia ts. 6./. yet Vol.

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes,
Critical and Explanalt)ry, and a Bio-

graphical Memoir by WILLIAM GiFFORi).
Three Vols.

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol.

I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II.,

Poems and Minor Translaiions, with an
Essay by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III.,

Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
Marlowe's Works. One Vol.

Masslnger's Plays. From Gifford s

Text. One Vol.



8 CHATTO & WIxNDUS, PUBLISHERS,

EARLY ENQLISrl POETS.
Edited by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3i\ dd. per Voiuine.

Fletcher's (Giles) Poems. One Vol.

Davies' (Si? John) Complete
Poeticai Works. Two Vols.

FENN (G. MANVILLE), Novell
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. (id. each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The New Mistress.
Witness to the Deed.
The Tiger Liily.
The Y/hite Virgin.

Crown Svo, cloih, 35. 6./. e.nch.

A Woman Worth Winning.
Cursed by a Fortune.
The Case of Ailsa Gray.
Copumodore Jur^k.
Biack Blood. | In Jeopardy.
Dovibie Cunning.
A Fluttered Dovecote.
King of the Castle.
Tho Master of the Ceremonies.
The Story of Antony Grace.
The Man with a Shadow*
One Maid's Miscliisl.
This Man's Wife.
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three'

Bits of Paste.
Running Amok.

Crown Svo. cloth, 65. each.

Black Shadows.
The Gankerworm.
So liike a Woman.
A Crimson Crime. Crown Svo, cloth,

*
35. ^?d. ; picture cloth, flat back. is.

EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE),
Novels by.

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo,
ilii'Strated boards, 2^,

Archie Loveli. Crown 8vo, cloth,

35. 6t^. ; post 8vo, illustrated bo?irds, 25.

A Piaster Saint. Cr. Svo, cloth, -^s. td.

EDWARDS (EUEZER). Words,
Facts, ana Fnrases: A Dictionary of

Curious, Quniut, and Out-of-the-Way
T^Iatters. Crowu Svo, cloth, 3.9. 6d,

EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).—
Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways.
Wiih Introduction by Kev. Dr. H. Wace,
and Four lilusts. Crown Svo, cioth, 5?.

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).—
Roxy." Post Svo, illustrated board-, 25.

ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris:
Recollections of Louis Philippe and the
Kmpire. Crou n 8vo, cloth. 35. 6(/,

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, The:
A Practical Guidefor Selcctius^or Puikling
a House. Py C. J. Richardson. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 53 1 PJais'ra-

ti;)ns. Crown Svo, cloth, 3,?. (^d.

F!REWORK-MAKINQ,TheConi-
plete Art of; or, The Pyrolech:li^t's

Treasury. By I'liOMAS KENTISH. Willi

267 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth, <^d.EYES, Our: How to Preserve
Them. By JOHN BROWNING. Crown
8vo, cloth, 15.

FITZGERALD (PERCY), by.
Little Assays: Passages from the

Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Pust Svo,

cloth, 2.?. dd.

Fatal Zero. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6./.;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2^.

Post Svo, iliuslraied boards, 2s. each.

Bella Donna. | Polly.
Tiie Lady of Brantome.
Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.

FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis-
cellaneous Information, includin£^ Cele-
brated Statues, Paintin.^H, Palaces,
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,

By W.' A. and C.' G. Whekler. Demy
Svo. cloth. 7.?. 6i7. net.

FAMILIAR SHORT SAViNOij
of Great Men. By S. A. Bext, A.M.
Crown Svo, cloth, 7.?. ()d.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), WocKs
by. Post Svo, cloth, (^d. each.

Ihe Chemical History of a
Candle: Lectures flelivercd before a
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM
Crookes, F.C S. With numcr<M)s lilusts.

On the ^^arious Forces of ItTature
and their Relations to each
ether. Edited by William Crookes,
F.C.vS. With Illustrations.

The Life of Charles Dickens as
Revealed in his Writings. With
Portraits and Facsimiles. 2 vols, demy
Svo, cloth, 215. net.

The Life of Laurence Sterne.
With a Portrait. Crown Svo, c;oth, bs.

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE),
Works by.

Popular Astronomy. Translated bv

J. Ellard Gore, F.K.A.S. With Three
Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium
Svo, cloth, lo.v. ()d.

Thunder and Lightning. Trans-
lated by Walter Mostyn. With Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, cloth, 6.v. net.

FARRER (J. ANSON).—War:
Three Essavs. Crown Svo cloth 15.6c/.

FICTION, a Catalogue of, with
Descriptions and Reviews of ncailv
Twelve Hundred Novels, will be
sent free by CHATTO & WiNDUS upon
application.

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.)
Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie in

Heaven, Victorie on Earth, Triumph over

Deaih ; with Minor Poems. Notes by
Rev, A. B. Grosart. Cr. 8vo,cl, 35. dd.

FI N - BEC—The Cupboard
Papers. The Art of Livhig and Dining.
Post Svo, cloth, 2^. (id.
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FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER).
—Dumb. Crown 8v'> clolh, 39 6 1.

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. cacli

; post
8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each.

One by One I A Real Quoen.
A Dog and his Shadow.
Ropes of Sand. With Il lustrations.

Post 8v(), ilhisirnted board^i, 2\. each.

Queen Gophetua.
|

Olympla.
Romances of the Law.
King or Knave^?
Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3s. dd.

F^DEIriC (HAROLD), Novels
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each

;

illustrated boards, 2.9. each.
Beth's Brother's Wife.
The Lawton Girl

.

F R Y ' S~^CHER B E RT) Royal
Guide to the Londoii Charities.
ICdited by JOHN l.ANE. Published
Annually. Crown Bvo. cloth, is. M.

GARDErSINQ~B^^ PostSvo,
is. each

; cloth, is. bd. each.
A Year's Work in Garden and

Greenhouse. By Geok(;k Glkxnv.
Household Horticulture. LJy Tom

anvi }AXK Jkkrold. Illustrated.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
Hy '1 OM Jkkrold.

Our Kitchen Garden. Hy Tom
JKRKOI D. Post 8vo. clolh. I.? ret.

GAL' LOrcPAUL), Books by.
The Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The

Terror.' Translated by JOll\' I)E ViL-
I.IERS. Crown 8vo. cloth, with Frontis-
piece by Stanley Wood, 3i-. 67. ; picture
cloth, flat back, 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
Love and Lovers of the Past.

TransLit^d by C. Laroche. M.A.
A Conspiracy under the Terror.

Translated by C. Laroche, M.A. With
Illustrations and Facsimiles.

QElMRD (DOROTH EA).—

A

Queen of Curds and Cream. Crown
8vo. cloth, 3.9. (^d.

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES.
Collected bv the Brothers Grimm and
Translated by Edga -j TA^ lor. With
Introduction by JOHN RUSKIX, and 22 (

Steel Plates after George Cruikshaxk.
Square 8vo. cloth, ijilt edges. 7.9. (^d.

QTBNEY (50MERViLLETr=
Sentenced! Cm^v- ^vq 'or.,/.

GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloih, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Robin Gray.
The Golden Shaft.
The Flower of the Forest.
The Braes ot Yarrow.
Of High Degree.
Queen of the Meadow.

GIBBON (CHARLE5;, Novels
by

—

cojitiinied.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2f. each.

The Dead Heart.
For Lack of Gold.
What Will the World Say?
For the King.

|
A Hard Knot.

In Pastures Green.
In Love and War.
A Heart's Problem.
By Mead and Stream.
Fancy Free.

|
Loving a Drcan^.

In Honour Bound.
Heart's Delight.

|
Blood-Money.

GIBSON (L. S.), Novels^by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.s. e^ch.

The Freemasons. |
Burnt Spices.

GILBERT CWILLIAM).-James
Dulce, Costermonger. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 25.

GILBERrS (W. S.) OHgina

I

Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo, 2j. ixl. each.
The Fh<st Series contains : The Wicked

World — Pygmalion and Galatea —
Charity—The Princess—The Palace cf
Truth—Trial by Jury—lolanthc.

The Sfi:coND Series contains: Broken
Hearts — Eni^aj^ed — Sweethearts —
Gretchen — Dan 1 Druce—Tom Cobb
— H.M.S, 'Pinafore'—The Sorcerer

—

The Pirates of Penzance.
The Third Series contains : Comedy and

Trajjedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen-
crantz and Guildenstern— Patience

—

Princess Ida—The Mikado— Kuddigore
—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gon-
doliers—The Mountebanks— Utopia.

Eight Original Comic Operas
written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series,

demy 8vo, cloth, 2S, 6i/. each.

The First Series contains : The Sorcerer
—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pirates cf

Penz mcc — lolanihe— Patience— Prin-
cess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury.

The Secoxd Series contains : The Gon-
dohcrs—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia,
Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks
—Ha?te to the Wedding,

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth-
day Book : Quotations for Every Day
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watsox.
Royai i6mo, cloth, 7.s, 6d.

GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gfit top. 6-,-. each.

A Secret of the North Sea.
Knitters in the Sun.
The Wealth of Mallerstang.
An Angel's Portion.
Baliol Garth.

The Dreams of Simon Usher.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. td. net.

GLENNY (GEORGE).—A Year's
Wcrk in Garden and Greenhouse:
Practical Advice as to Fiower, Fruit, ard
Frame Garden. Post 8vo, is. ;

cl„ is. td.
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GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Lives
of the Necromance rs. Post 8vo. cl. 25

QLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ;

post 8vo. iUiist rated boards, 25. each.

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Iliustra-

tions by Humk Xisbet.
The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash_

onaland. Two lUusts. by Hume Nisbet.

A Fair Colonist. With Frontispiece.

The GoldeiTRock. With Frontispiece

by Stanley Wood. Cr. 8vo, clolh, 35. 6d.

Tales from the Yeld. With 12

Illustraiions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Max Thornton. With 8 Iliusirations

by J. S. Crompton, R.I. Large crown
8vo clofb, .ci!t ed ges. 55.

GOLDEN TREASURY of
Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quo-
tations from the Best Authors. By
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo. ci., 35. 6d.

GOODMAN (E. J.)—The Fate of
Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3.?. (W.

GORDON (SAMUEL). — The
Ferry of Fate : a Tale of Russian
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

GORE~(jrEL:LARD, F.R.A.S.).
—The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc-
tion to the Study of the Stars and
Nebulae. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. net.

Studies in Astronomy. With 8

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

GRACE (ALFWD~AT):^aIes
of a Dyhig Race. Cr. 8vo, cl.. 3?. td.

GREEKS AND ROMANS, The
Life of the, .

described from Antique
Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W.
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. Hueefer.
With 545 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cl.. js 6d.

G REEN~TANl>r^^
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.s. each.

The Millionaire Baby.
The Amethyst Box.
The Woman in the Alcove.

GREENWOOD (J AMES).~-The
Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3?. 6d.

GREY~ (Sir~GEORG^E):^fhe
Romance of a Proconsul. By James
TVilLNE. Crown 8vf\ buckrnm. 6s

GRIFFITH CCECTEI.-Corinthia
Marazion. Crown 8vo. clo'h. 3.9. 6d.

G RI FFITHS (MajoTATyy—NoTqp^
and Blue Blood. Ciown Hvo cloMi, 2s.

Q uNtERTaTI:lave rinG )7=^a
Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3?. 6d.

QWtEN B E R Q~^(VTOLE T),
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Neither Jew nor Greek.
_ The Power of the Palmist.

GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by
Nora M. Statham. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3^. td.

HAIR, The: Its Treatment in
Health, Weakness, and Disease.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.
PiNCUS. Crown 8vo, 15. ;

cloth, \s. 6d.

HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems
by. Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. each.

New Symbols.
Legends of the Morrow.
The Serpent Play.

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth, Ss.

HALL (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches
of Irish Character. With Illustra-

tions on Steel and Wood by Ckusk-
SHANK, Maclise, GILBERT, and Hakvey.
Demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d.

HALL (OWEN), Novels by.
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo,

picture cloth, flat bnck, 2^.

Jetsam. Crown 8vo, clolh, 35. 6d.

Crown Svo, clolh, 6s. each.

Eureka. | Hernando.

HARTE'S (BRET) Collected
Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Tea
Volumes, ci-own Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Vol. 1. Complete Poetical a\d
DRAM.i^Tic Works. With Port.

11. The Luck of Roaring Camp-
Bohemian Papers—A merican
Legends.

III. Tales of the Argoxauts—
Eastern Sketches.

„ IV. Gabriel Conroy.
V. Stories— Condensed Novels.

VI. Tales OF THE Pacific Slope.
„ Vll. Tai.esofthePacificSlope— II.

With Portrait by John Pettie.
„ VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress.

IX. Buck?:ye and Chapparkl.
„ X. Tales of Trail and Town

Bret Harte's Choice Works in Prose
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, cloth. 3,?. 6d.

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in-

cluding Some Later Verses. Crown
Svo, buckram, 4<,-, 6d.

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown
8vf>. picture cloth, flit back, 2s.

Condensed Novels. (Two Series in

One Volume.) Pott Svo, cloth, pilt top
2s. net

;
leather, gilt edges, 3^. net.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

On the Old Trail.
Under the Redwoods.
From Sandhill to Pine.
Stories in Ught and Shadow.
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation.
Trent's Trust.

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. each : post Svo.

illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Gabriel Conroy.
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illus-

tr.Uions bv STANLEY I.. WOOD.
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With

59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.



II

HARTE'S (BRET) Works-con/.
Crown 8vo, clolh, 35. Gd each.

Maruja.
Susy. With 2 IHusts. by J. A. Christie.
Tile Bell-Ringer of Angel's, ike.

Witli 39 Illusis. by Dudley Haiua', &c.

Clarence : A Story of the American War.
With s Illustrations by A. JC'LK Goodman'.

Barker's Luck, &c. With 30 Iihisiia-

lioiisby A. FokESTiER, Paul Hardy, cS:c.

Devil's Ford, &c. With Fionrispiccc.

The Crusade of the * Excelsior.'
With Frontis. by J. liEUNARD Par i ridok

Three Partners; or, The Bi^
Strike on Heavy Tree Hill.
Wiih 8 Illustralions by J. GULICH.

Tales of Trail and Town. With
Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB HoOD.

Condensed Novels. New Scries.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. dd. each ;
picture clolh,

flat back, 2s. each.

A Sappho of Green Springs.
Colonel Starbottle's Client.
A Prot^g^e of Jack Hamlin's.

With numerous Illustrations.

Sally Dows, &c. With 47 11 ustrations

by VV. D. Almond and others.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. eacli.

The Luck of Roaring Camp, and
Sensation Novels Condensed.
(AKo in picture cloth at same piice.)

An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
Californian Stories.

Post 8vo, illus. bds., 2^. each ; cloth, 2s. O'i. each
Flip.

1 A Phyllis of the Sierras.

H A L L IDA Y (A N D 1^ EW).-
Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 25.

HARKINS (E. F.).—The Schem-
ers. Oown Svo. t:lf»!h 6?

HAWEIS(Mrs. H. R.), Books by.
The Art of Beauty. With Coi<.iurd

Frontis. and 91 lilu-is Sq. Hvo, cloth, 6.v.

The Art of Decoration. Wiih
Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustra-
tions. Square Svo, cloth, 6j.

The Art of Dress. With 32 Illu-.tra-

tioi.s Post Hvo, I s.
;
cloth, I 67,

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis-
piece. Demy 8\o, cloth, 2s. Od.

Chaucer for Children. With 8
Coloured Piales and 30 Woodcuts.
Crown 4to, cloth, 3?. 6./.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).—Amerl-
can Humorists: Washington
Irving, Oliver Wendell IIol.mes,
Jai^ies Russell Lowell. Ariemus
Vv'ARD, Make Twain, and Bret Harie.
Crown Svo, cloth. 6s.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN),
Novels by. Crown Svo cloth, 3 v. (uf.

each; post Svo.illnstrated boards. 2s each.
Garth.

| Ellice Quentin.
Fortune's Fool.

| Dusc. Four Illusts.

Beatrix Randolph W ith Four IlUists.

D. Poindexter's Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.
Love—or a Name.
Miss Cadogna. Post Svo, illustrated

b' )ards, 2^-.

Sebastian Strome. Cr. Svo, ci.. 3?. 6d.

HEALY (CHRIS), Books by.
Crovv-n <Svo cloth. 6s. cnch

Confessions of a Journalist.
Hoirs of Reuben.
Mara.

HAMILTON cCOSMO), Stories
by.

The Glamour of the Impossible;
and Through a Keyhole. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3^. bd.

Nature's Vagabond, &c. Crown Svo,
cloth. 6s.

The Endless Heritage. Crown Svo,
cloth, 2s. 6d.

HECKETHORN (C. W.), Books
by. Crown Svo, clf tli, 65. each.

London Souvenirs.
London Memories: Social, His-

torical, and Topographical.
HANDWRITING, The Philo=

sophy of. Wiih over 10 ) Facsimiles.
By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post
8vo, half-cloth, 2.?. 6d.

HELPS (Sir ARTHUR), Books
by. Post Svo. cloth, 25. 6d. each.

Animals and their Masters.
Social Pressure.

HANKY-PANKY: While Magic.
Sleight of Hand, &c. Ed ted by W.
H. Crkmer. Wiih 200 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth, 4?. Gd.

Ivan de Biron. Crown Svo, cloth
3,s-. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards. 2?.

HENDERSON (ISAAC).-Agatha
Page. Crown Svo, cloth. 3?. 6d.HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. each.
The Lesser Evil.
Man, Woman, and Fate.
A Butterfly.

HENTY (Q. A.^, Novels by.
Rujub, the Juggler, Demy Svo. cloth,

with 8 Illustrations bv S. L. Wood. 5.?.

;

post Svo cloth, 35. 6d. ; lilust. boards, 2s.

HARDY CTHOMAS). — Under
the Qreenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth

35. td. ; illustrated boards, 7.s. ; cloth
limp, 25. td. Also the Fine Paper
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt ton, 2?. net

;

leather, gilt edges, 3s. net ; and vhe Cheap
Edition, rnedium 8vo,6^^.

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

Dorothy's Double.
Colonel Thorndyke's Secret.

HERMAN (HENRY).-A Leading
Lady. Post Svo, cloth, 2.^. 6j..
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HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the
Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,?. 6J. ;

picture cloth, flat back, 2s. ;
post Svo,

ill usl rated b'^.ards, 2.?.

HUGO (YICTOR).—The Outlaw
of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert
Campbell. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. bd.

HUME (FERGUS), Novels by.
The Iiady From Nowhere. Ciown

8vo. cloth, 3.V. Gd.

The Millionaire Mystery. Crown
Svo. cloth, 3?. Gd.

The Wheeling liight. Crown Svo,

cloth, g It top, 65.

HiLL (JOHN), Works by.
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated

boanis, 2s.

The Common ilncestor. Crown
8vo, cloth. 3^. Gd.

HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. each,

ran Fitzgerald,
i
Silk and Steel.

KOEY (Mrs. CASrlEU.— The
Lover's Creed. Crown. Svo, cloth,

3.?. 6i. ;
post Svo. illustrated boards, is.

HUNQERFORD (Mrs.), Noveis
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. Gd. eajh ;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2^. each ;

cloth limp, 2.J. Gd. each.

The Professor's Experiment.
Nora Creina.
Lady Yerner's Flight.
Lady Patty.

i
i^eter's Wife.

The Red-Kouse Mystery.
An Unsatisfactory JLover.
April's Lady.
A Maiden All Forlorn.
The Three Groces.
A Mental Struggle.
Marvel. | A Modem CIrco.
In Durance Yile.

Crown Svo. cloth, 35. Gd. each.

A.n Anxious IWIoment.
A Point of Conscience,
The Coming of Chloe. | Lovice.

HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).—
King: Koko. A Ma.^ic Story. With 25
Ill;;stralions. Crown Svo .cloth, net.

Holiday, where to go for a.
L'v E. p. SHOLL, Sir H. Maxwell, John
Yv- ATSON, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett
Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, Paul
LANGE, I. W. GRAHAM, J. H. SALTER,
PHQiBE Allen, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers
Vine, and C. F. Gordon Cu.mming.
Crown Svo, cloth, is. Cd.

holmesTolTv^^
Books by.

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon
'i HOMSON. Post 8v), cloth limp, 2.?. Gd.

Also the Fine Paper Edition, rott Sv(),

cloth, Ljilt top, 2<r. net.; leather, ^ilt edjJSes,

3,9. net. Another Edition, pvost Svo. cloth, 2,<r.

The Autocrat of tlife Breakfast-
Table and The Professor at the
Breakfast-Table. In one vol., po.-.t

Kvo. hail-cloth. 2?.

HUNT'5 (LEIGH) Essays: A
Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c.
Ed. by E. Ollier. Post Svo, h ii,-cl. 2^.

HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels
l.ty. Crown Svo. cloth, '^s. Gd. each

;
pobt

Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Leaden Casket.
S?lf-Condem5ied.
That Other Person.

Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, clolh, 3.?. 6d.

HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice
Works in Prose and Verse. With
Eife of the Author, Portrait, and 200
Illustrations. Crown Svo, clolh. 3\. Od.

HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice
fiu*norous Works; including his Ludi-
crous Adventures, Bons Idiots, Puns.
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece.
Crown Svo cloth, 3.?. Gd.

HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints
on Colt- Breaking:. With 25 Illustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of
Them. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. Gd.HOPKINS (TIGHE), Novels by.

For Freedom. Croum Svo, cloth, 0^-.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. Gd. each.

'Twixt liove and Duty.
The Incomplete Adventurer.
The Nugents of Carriconna.
Nell Haffenden. With 8 illustrations.

H0RN E (R. HENU 1 5T). Or i on.
With Port.rait. Crown Svo, clotli, 7.9!

1 10 f?N 1 M A N 71?0Y 1 N0vf» " \xv

Bellamy the Magniiiceiit. Crown
Svo, colli, Gs.

Israel Ranki Crown Svo, cl., 2.?. Gd. net.

INMAN (HERBERT) and
MARTLEV A5PDEN.—The Tear of
Kuiee. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, Gs.

INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK
(The) and Licensed Victualler's
Manual. By J. Trevor-Davies.
Crown Svo, cloth, 2.?.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR,
Songs of. Edited by A. Perceval
Graves. Post fcvo, cloth, 25. Gd.

JAMES (C. T. C.).—A Romance of
the Queen's Hounds. Post Svo,

cloth hn p, is. Gd.

HORN UNO (E. W.l, Novels by.
The Shadow of theRopo. Crown

8vo, cloih, 3,v. Gd.

Crown Svo, cloth, ns. each.

Stingaree. |
A Thief in the Night.

JAMESON (WILLIAM).—My
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JAPP (Dr. A. H.),—Dramatic
Pictures. Crown 8vo. cloth. 55.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by.
The Open Air. Post 8vo. cloth, 2.?. 6J.

Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2^. net ; leather, gilt

edges. 3^. net.

Nature near London. Crown 8vo,

buckram, 6s. : post iSvo, cl„ 2s. bd. • Large
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cl.,

gilt lop, 2s. net ; leather, gl't edges, 35.net.

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo,

cloth, 2s.(id. ; Large Type, Fine Paper
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net

;

leather, gilt edges, 35. net.

The Pocket Richard JefTeries:
being Passages clKjscn from the Nature
Writings of JEFFERlEvS by ALFRED H.
Hyatt. i6ino, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.

:

leather, gilt top. 35. net.

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies.
By Sir Walter Besant. Cr. 8vo, cl., 65.

JHNININOS (H. J.).—Curiosities
of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd.

JEROME (JEROME K.).—Sta<ve-
land. With 64 Illustrations bv J. Ber-
nard Partridge. Fcap 4to, is.

JERROLD (DOUGLAS) . — The
Barber's Chair; and Tlie tieds^ehog:
Letters. Post 8vo, half-cloth. 25.

JERROLD (TOM), Works by.
Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth, is. (^d. each.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
Household Horticulture.
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post
cloth, is. net.

JESSE (EDWARD). — Scenes
and Occupations of a Country Life.
Post 8vo, cloth, 2s.

JOHNSTON (R.).—The Peril of
_an Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

JONES^ (WILLIAM," F.S. AT),
Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35, 6c?. each.

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legend-
ary, and Anecdotal. With numerous
Illustrations.

Crowns and Coronations. With 91
Illustrations.

KERSHAW (MARK).—Colonial
Facts and Fictions *. Humorous
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards,

2.9. ;
cloth, 2S. 6d.

JONSON'5 (BEN) Works. With
Notes and Biographical Memoir by
WILLIAM GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo.
cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

JOSEPHUS, The Complete
Works of. Translated by William
Whiston. Containing * The Antiquities
of the Jews,' and 'The Wars of the Jews.'
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12.?. 6d.

KEATING (JOSEPH).
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

-Maurice.

KEMPT (ROBERT).—Pencil and
Palette : Chapters on Art and
Artists. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

KING (R. ASHE), Novels by,
Por^t Hvo, illustrated boards, 2s.

*The Wearing of the Green.'
Passion's Slave s I Bell Barry.
A Drawn Game. Crown Bvo, cloth,

Ss. 6d. ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s.

KIPLING PRIMER (A). Includ-
ing Biographical and Critical Chapters,
Tin Index to Mr. Kipling's piincipal
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L.

KxowLES. With Two Portraits. Crown
8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d.

KNIGHT (WILLIAM and
EDWARD.— The Patient's Vade
Mecum : How to Get Most Benefit
from Medical Advice. Crown 8vo,
cloth, is. 6d.

LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete
Works in Prose and Verse, including
* Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dorus.'
Edited by R. H. Shepherd. With 2

Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo (both Series),

cloth, 3s. 6d.

The Essays of Elia (both Series). Post
«v(), half-cloth, 2v.—Also the Fixe Paper
Editio.v, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2^. net

;

leather, gilt edges, 35. net.

Little Essays : Sketches and Characters
by Ch.^kles Lamb, selected from his

Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. Post
8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d.

The Dpamatic Essays of Charles
Lamb. With introduction and Notes
by Brander Matthews, and Steel-plate

Portrait. Fcap. 8v<-». hnif-cloth. 2s. 6d.

LAMBERT (GEORGE). — Tlie
President of Bcravia. Crown 8vo,
cloth. 3^. 6d.

LAN DOR (WALTER SAVAGE).
—Citation and Examination r.f

WilSiam Shakespeare, &c., before
Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stea'ing,

19th September,' 1582 ; and A Confer-
ence of Master Edmund
Spenser with the Earl of E^sex, touch-
ing the state of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo,
half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d.

LANE (EDWARD WILLIaM).
—The Thousand and One Nigrhts,
commonly called in England The
Arp^bian Nights' Entertain-
ments. Translated from the Aiabic
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav-

, ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by
E. S. Poole. With Pieface by Stanley
Lane-Poole. 3 Vols., 8vo, cl., 22s. 6d.

LARWOOD (JACOB), Books by.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. PostSvo,

hall-cloth, 2s.

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo,
cloth, 2s. 6d.

Humour of th© Law. Pest 8vo, cl., 25.
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LEHAIANN (R. C). — Harry
Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver»
sational Hints for Yoang Sliooters.
Cruwn 8vo, i^. ; cloth, is. 6d.

LEIGH (HENRY S.).—Carols of
Cockayne. Crown 8vo, buckram, ^x.

LELAND (C. Q.).—A Manual of
Mending and Repairing. With Dia
grams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5.?.

LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). —
Madame Sans-^Gene. Translated by
John de Villiers. Post 8vo. cloth,

3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2^. ; POPULAR
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d.

LESPINASSE, JULIE DE. By
the Marquis DE S^:gur. Authorised
English Version, with a Portrait. Demy
Svo, cloth, ys. 6d. net.

LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by.
The liindsays. Post Svo, illust. bds.,25.

A Sore Temptation. Cr. 8vo, cl, 6-,.

LILBURN (ADAM).—A Tragedy
in Marble. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

LINDSAY (HARl^);"Novels by^
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each.

Rhoda Roberts. | The Jacobite.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6,?. each.

Judah Pyecroft, Puritan.
The Story of Leah.

LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by.
An Octave of Friends. Crown Svo,

cloth, 35. 6d.

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each
;
post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2^. each.

Patricia Kemball.
|

lone.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost. 12 Illusts.

The One Too Many.
Under which Lord? With 12 Ti'usts.

'My Love.'
|
Sowing the Wind.

Paston Carew. I Dulcie ISverton.
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.

Post Svo. cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

Witch Stories.
Ourselves : Gssays on Women.
Sowing the Wind. Cheap Eduion,

post Svo, cloth. 1,9. net.

Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi-
tion, medium Svo, 6d.

LUCY^~iHENRY W.)7—G ideon
Fleyce. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d ;

post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

MACAULAY (LORD).—The His-
tory of England. Large Type. Fine
Paper Edition, in 5 vols, pott Svo,
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol. ; leather,
gilt edces, 39. net per vol.

MACCOLL (HUG H).—Mr.
stranger's Sealed Packet. Post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s,

McCarthy (JUSTIN), Books by.
The Reign of Queen Anne. Two

Vols., demy Svo, cloth. 12s. each.
A History of the Four Georges
and of William the Fourth.
Four Vols,, demy Svo, cloth, 12.? each

A History of Our Own Times
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to

the General Election of 1880. Library
Edition. Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth,

125. each.—Also the Popular Edition,
in Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.
—And the Jubilee Edition, with an
Appendix of Events to the end of 1S86,

in 2 Vols., demv Svo, cloth, js. 6d. each.

A History of Our Own Times,
Vol. v., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee.

Demy Svo, cloth, 125. ; crown Svo, cloth, 65.

A History of Our Own Times,
Vo^s. VL and VIL. from 1897 to Accession
of Edward VIL 2 Vols., demy Svo, cl., 245.

A Short History of Our Own
Times. Cr. Svo, cl., 65.--AIS0 a Popu-
lar Edition, post Svo, clolh limp, 25. 6d. ;

and the Cheap Edition, medium Svo, 6d.

Reminiscences. With a Portrait. Two
Vols., demy Svo. cloth. 245.

The Story of an Irishman. Demy
Svo, cloth, 12^.

Large Type, Fine Paper Edition?.
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 25. net per vol.

;

leather, gilt edges, 35. net per vol.

The Reign of Queen Anne, in i Vol.

A History of the Four Georges
and of William lY., in 2 vols.

A History of Our Own Times from
Accession of Q.Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols..

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ;
post Svo, pict.

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6rjJ.each.

The Waterdale Neighbours
My Enemy's Daughter.
A Fair Saxon.

|

Linley Rochford.
DearLadyDisdain.

|
The Dictator.

Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Il-usts.

Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations.

The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations.

Camiola.
Red Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring.

Crown Svo. cloth, 35. 6d. each.

The Three Disgraces.
|
Mononia.

*The Right Honourable.* By Justin
McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Praed.
Crown Svo, clolh, 6s.

AlcCARTHY (J. H.), Works by.
The French RCYOlution. (Consti-

tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols.,

demy Svo, cloth, J2s. each.

An Outline of the History of
Ireland. Crown Svo, i ?. ; cloth, is.6d.

Ireland Since the Union—1793-
1886. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

Hafiz in London. Svo, gold cloth, 3*. 6d
Our Sensation Novel. Crown Svo

IS. ;
cloth, IS. 6d.

Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, i^.

Dolly : A Sketch. Crown Svo, i^.

Lily Lass. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

A London Legend. Cr. Svo, cloth, zs. 6d.
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MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE),
Books by.

W^orks of Fancy and Imagination
Ten Vols., i6mo, cloth, ^ilt, in case, 21s.

;

or separately, Grolicr cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

Also a New Issue in i6mo, cloth, gilt

top, 2s. net per Vol. ; leather, gilt top, 3^,

net per Vol.

Vol. I. Within and Without— The
Hidden Life.

„ II. The Disciple — The Gospel
Women—Book of Sonnets-
Organ vSONGS.

„ III. Violin Songs—Songs of the
Days and Nights—A Book
OF Dreams—KOADsiDE Poems
—Poems for Children.

„ IV. Parables— Ballads — Scotch
„ V. & VI. Phantastes. [Songs.
„ VII. The Portent.
„ VIII. The Light Princess — The

Giants Heart—Shadows.
„ IX. Cross Purposes—Golden Key

Carasoyn—LittleDaylight.
„ X. The Cruel Painter—TheWow

o'RivvEN—The Castle—The
Broken Swords—The Gray
Wolf—Uncle Cornelius.

Poetical Worlta of George Mac-
Donald. 2 Vols., cr.Svo, buckram, 125,

A Tlireefold Cord. Post 8vo. cloth, 5.?.

Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3,9. bd.
;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s,

Lilith. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

The Pocket George MacDonald:
Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo,
cloth gilt, 2s. net ; leather gi t, 3^. net.

MACDONELL (AGNES).
Quaker Cousins. Post Svo. boards, 2.?.

MACMICHAEL (J. A.).—The
story of Charing: Cross and its
Immediate Nei^tibourhood. With
3 Illusts. Demy txo, cl(,th, 'js. 6d. net.',

MACQUOID (Mrs.), Works by,
illustrated by T. R. Macquoid. Square
Svo, cloth, 6^. each.

In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations.
Pictures and Legends from Nor-
mandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts.

Through Normandy. With 92 Illusts.

About Yorltshire. With 67 Illusts.

MAGICIAN'5 Own Book, The:
Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c.
With 200 Illusts. Cr. Svo . cloth. 45. 6d.

MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its
Management. By T. C. Hepworth.
With 10 Illusts. Cr. Svo, i^.

; cloth, is. 6d.

MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of
the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arms and
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 55.

MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by.
The New Republic. Post Svo, cloth,

35. 6d ; illustrated boards, 2.9.

The New Paul and Virginia. Post
Svo, clot h. 2s. 6d.

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s.

Is LiteWorth Living ? Cr. Svo. cl., 6^.

MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).—
Mort d' Arthur, Selections from, edited
by B. M. Ranking. Post Svo, cloth, 2s.

MACGREGOR (ROBERT).
Pastimes and Players: Notes
Popular Games. Post Svo. cloth. 2s. 6d,

MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels
by. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. each.

A Blow over the Heart.
The Mystery of Lincoln's Inn.
The Private Detective.

Her Honour. Cr. Svo, cloth, 2s.6d. net

MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).—Inter-
ludes and Undertones. Cr.Svo,cloth,65

MACKAY (WILLIAM). — A
Mender of Nets. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

MACKENNA (S. J.) and J. A.
O'SHEA. — Brave Men in Action:
Stories of the British Flag". With S Illus-

trations by Stanley L. Wood. Small
demy Svo, cloth, gilt edges, ^s.

MACKENZIE (W. A.).—The
Drexel Dream. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

MACLISE PortraitGallery (The)
of Illustrious Literary Characters

:

1 85 Portraits by Daniel Maclise
;

with Memoirs by William Bates, B.A.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

MARQUERITTE (PAUL and
VICTOR). Novels by.

The Disaster. Translated by F. Lees.
Crown Svo, clolh, 35. 6d.

The Commune. Translated by F. Lees
and K. B. Douglas. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

MARIE DE MEDICI and the
Court of France in the XV Century.
Translated from the French of LODIS
Batiffol. With a Portrait. Demy Svo,
cloth, 7^. 6d. net

MARLOWE'S Works, including
his Translations. Edited with Notes by
Col. Cunxixgham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

MAR5H (RICH A RD).—

A

Spoiler of Men. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

MA5SINQER'5 Plays. From the
Text of William Gifford. Edited by
Col. Cuxnixgham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. 6d,

MASTERMAN (J.) .—Half - a -

dozen Daugliters. Post Svo, bds., 2s.

MATTHEWS (BRANDER).-A
Secret of the Sea. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2^. ;
cloth, 2s. 6d.

MAX O'RELL, Books by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3?. 6d. each.

Her Royal Highness Woman.
Between Ourselves.
Rambles in Womanland.
MEAKIN (BUDQETT).-Lifein

Morocco. With 24 Illustrations. Demy
Svo, cloth, 12s. 6d. net.
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MEADE (L. T.), Novels by.
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo,

cloth, ss. (>d. : post 8vo. illust. boards, 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6d. each.
The Voice of tlie Ciiarmer.
In an Iron Grin, | Tlia Siren.
Dr. Rumsey's Patient.
On the Brink of a Chasm.

. The Way of a Woman.A Son of Ishmael.
J%n Adventuress.

| Rosebury.
The Blue Diamond.A Stumble by the Way.
This Troublesome World.

MEDICI SERIE5 (The) of Re-
productions from the Old Masters.
Full Prospectuses upon application.

ME RIVALE (HERMA"N).—Bar,
5ta.i?e, and Platform: Memories.
With Portr?it- Crown 8vo. clo'h

. 6.9.

MERRICK (HO^E). — When a
G irl's E ng-aged . Cr. 8vo. cloth. 3^-. 6a.

MERRICK (LEON.), Novels bj^
The Man who was Good. Crown

8vo, c!., 3 5. Oil. : post 8vo. illust. bds., 2..

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3?. bd. each.
Cynthia.

| This Stage of Fools.

MEYNELL (ALIC E).-The
Flower of the Mind : a Choice
among the Best Poems. In i6mu,
cloth. 2s. n t ; leailicr, 35. net.

MiLLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK).
—Physiologry for the Young: The
Home of Life . Iilusts.Po^t 8vo,cl., 2y.6r:'.

MTNTO (WM.).—Was She Good
or Bad? Crown 8vo cloth, r^. 6d.

MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,?. 6d. each.

The lione Star Rush. With 8 lllusts.

Only a Nigger.
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each.
Plotters of Paris.
The Temple of Death.
Tov/ards the Eternal Snows.

_ Belforts ofjCulben. j^. 8vo, cloth, 6s.

MITFORb (BERTFMMyrNovels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. Od. each.

Kenshaw Fanning's Quest.
Triumph of Hilary Blachland.
Haviland's Chum.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. each
;
picture cloth,

flat back, 2s. each.
The liuck of Gerard Ridgeley.
The King's Assegai. With 6 lUusts.

'/he Gun-Runner. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3^. 6d.;
Cheap Edition, inediimi 8vo., 6d.

Harley Greenoak's Charge. Crown
8vo, cloth, 6s.

MOLTESWORTH (Mrs.). —
ilathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo,
cloth. 35. 6d. : post 8vo. illust. boards. 2^.

MOLI^RE: A Biography.
H. C. CHATFIELD-TaYLOR. With 10

lllusts. by Jon. Royal 8vo. cl. jos. 6d. net.

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).—
The Abdication : A Drama. With 7
Etchings. Imperial 4to, buckram, 21s,

MOORE (THOMAS), Works by.
The Epicurean; and Alciphron.

Post 8vo. half-cloth, 2^.

Prose and Verse: including Suppressed
Passages from the Memoirs of Lord
Byron. Edited by R. H. Shepherd.
With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth. 7 . 6d.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE),
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd.

each ; post 8 vo, illustrated boards, 25. each,

A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations.

Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations.

Yal Strange.
I A Wasted Crime.

A Capful o' Nails.
I

Hearts.
The Way of the World.
Mount Despair.

|
A Model Father.

Old Blazer's Hero.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Bob Martin's Little Girl.
Time's Revenges.
Cynic Fortune. I In Direst Peril,

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

This Little World.
A Race for Millions.
The Church of Humanity.
Tales in Prose and Yerse.
Despair's Last Journey.
Y.C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield.

Yerona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6^.

His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth,

3-?. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25.

Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition,
medium 8vo. 6d.

Bob Martin's Little Girl. Cheap
Edition, post 8vo, cloth, is. net.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIETand
HENRY HERMAN. Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, -s^s. 6d. each ;

post 8vo,
illustrated boards. 2s. each.

One Traveller Returns.
The Bishops' Bible.
PaulJones's Alias. With Illustrations

bv A. FORESTIKK atul G. Nicolet.

mJRRAYTHENRY), Novels byT
Post 8vo, cloth. 2^. 6d. each.

A Game of Bluff.
A Song of Sixpence.

MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d. each.

Basilo the Jester.
Young Lochinvar.
The Golden Idol.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Dead Man's Secret.
From the^osom of the Deep.
Stories Weird and Wonderful.

Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2.V. ; cloth, 25. 6 i.

Maid Marian and Robin Hood.
With 12 Illustrations by Stanley L.
Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, ; picture
cloth fiat back, zs.
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MORRIS (Rev. W. MEREDITH,
B.A.). - British Violin - Makers
Classical and Modern. With numerou
Portraits, IJlustrations. nnd Facr.inults of

Labels. Demy 8vo, cloth, los. bd. net.

AroRR6W~(WrcT)^ ian
Paris of To- Day. With ic6 Illusts. by
EdouakdCucukl. Small demy 8vo,c1.,6.v,

MY FIRST BOOK. By Walter
Besaxt, James Payn, W. Clark Rus-
sell, Grant Allen, Hall Caine.
George R. Sims, Kudyard Kipling,
A. Conan Doyle, ^L E. Praddon,
F. W. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard,
R. M. Ballantyne, L Zangwill,
Morley Roberts.D. Christie Murray,
Marie Corelli, J. K. Jerome, John
Strange Winter, Bret Hakte, 'Q.,'

Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevkn-
SON. With Prefatory Story by Jerome
K, Jerome, and 185 Illustrations. Demy
8vo, art linen, 3.?. bd.

NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken
from the Bncmy. Fcp. 8vo, pic.cov.15.

NISBET (HUME), Books by.
'Bail Up!* Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.:

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2^. ;

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d.

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Lessons in Art. \vTtT1~21 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

NOROAU (MAX).—Morganatic:
A Romance. Translated by Elizabeth
Lee. Crown Svo, cloth, jjilt top. 6.v.

NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. each

; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Saint Ann's. |
Billy Bellew.

m iss Wentworth's Idea. Crown Svo.
cloth. 3?. 6d.

OHNET (QEORQES), Novels by.
Doctor Rameau. PostSvo, illustrated

boards. 2s.

A Weird Gift. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. :

post 8vo, illustrated board<, 2s.

A Last Love. Post Svo. illust. bds., 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth, ss. 6d. each.
Love's Depths.
The Money-maker.
The Woman of Mystery.
The Path of Glory. Translated by

F. R;>THWELL. Crown Svo. cloth, 6,?.

OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each.

The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.
Whiteladies. Crown~8vo, cloth, with 12

Illustrations, 3s. 6d. ; p)st Svo, bds., 2^.

The Sorceress. Crow.i 8vo. cloth, 35. 6ff,

ORROCK (James), Painter, Con-
noisseur, Collector. By Byron
Webber. With nearly 100 Photogravures
and many Half-tone Drawings, Two
Vols., small folio, buckram, loguineas net.
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05B0URNE (LLOYD). — The
Motormaniacs. Crown Svo, ciotn
decorated. 3 v. 6d.

0'¥haUGHNESSY (ARTHUR),
Poems by.

Music & Moonlight. Fcp. Svo, cl., 75. Od.
Lays of France. Cr. Svf>. cu^ti-'. toc r./.

OUIOA, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
cloth. 35. 6d. each

; post Svo, illustrated
boruds, 2s. each.

Tricotrin. A Dog of Flanders.
Rufflno. Cecil Castlemaine's
Othmar. Gage.
Frescoes. Princoss Napraxine.
Wanda. Held in Bondage.
Ariadne. Under Two Flags.
Pasca,rel. Fclle-Farine.
Chandos. Two Wooden Shoes.
Moths. A Village Commune.
Puck. In a Winter City.
)dalia. Santa Barbara.
Bimbi. In Marejnma.
Blgna. Strathniore.
Friendship. Pipistrello.
Guilaeroy. 1 Two Oilenders.

Crown 8vu, cluth, 6d. each.

A Rainy Ju^ne. j^The Massarencs.
Popular Euuions. mectium ^'vo. 6,/. eac.i.

Under Two Flags. Mo'hs.
Held in Bondage. Puck,
Strathmore. Tricotrin.
The Massarenes. Chandos.
Friendship. Ariadne.
Tv/o Littie^^ooden Shoes.
Syrlin. Crown Svo, cloth. 3i. 6J. ; po t

Svo, picture cloth, flat back, 2,. ; illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Two Little Wooden Shoes. L.\rgk
Type Edition. Fcap. Svo, cluih, net

;

leath'T. i.v. 6d. net.

The Waters of Edera. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 3,9. O f. ; p cture cloth, flat back, 2s.

Santa Barbara. Cheap Edition, post
.Svo. cloth. I?, net.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected
from the Works of Ouida by F. Sydney
Morris. Post Svo. cloth. 5^.—Cheap
Edii ion. ilhistvated hoards. 2s.

PAIN (BARRY).—Eliza's Hus-
band. Fcap., Svo, is.: cloth, i^. 6d.

PALMER (W. T.), Books by.
Crown Svo, cloth, v.'itM Front s., 6s. each.

Lake Country Rambles.
In Lakeland Dells and Fells.

PANDURANQ HAR2; or.
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface
by Sir Bartle Freke. Po.st Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

PARADISE (The) or Garden of
the Holy Fathers. Translated; from
the Syriac, with an Introduction, bv
E. A. Wallis Budge, Litt.D. Wilh 2

Frontispieces. 2 vols, large crown Svo,

i<,s. net

PARIS SALON, The Illustrated
Catalosfue of the. With about,.3oo illus-

trations. Published annuaUy. DySvo, 35',
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PASCAL'S Provincial Letters.
With Introduction and Notes by T.

M'Crie. P.p. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s.

PASTON LETTERS (The), 1422-
J509. Edited, with Introduction and
Notes, by James Gairdner. Six Vols.,

demy 8vo, linen, gilt top, £s 15?. the set.

PAUL (MARGARETA).—Gentle
and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

PAYN~(JAMES), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; post Svo,

illustrated boards, 2s. each.
liOst Sir Massingberd.
The Clyffards of Ciyffe.
A County Family.
Less Black than We're Painted.
By Proxy. i For Cash Only.
High Spirits.

|
Sunny Stories.

A Confidential Agent.
A Grape from a Thorn. 12 lUusts,

The Family Scapegrace.
Holiday Tasks.
The Talk of the Town. 12 lilusts.

The Mystery of Mirbridge.
The Word and the Will.
The Burnt Million.
A Trying Patient.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. each.

Humorous Stories.
|
From Exile.

The Foster Brothers.
Married Beneath Him.
Bentinck's Tutor.
Walter's Word.

I
Fallen Fortunes.

A Perfect Treasure.
JLike Father, Like Son.
A Woman's Vengeance.
CarlyoR's Year. | Cecil's Tryst.
Murphy's Master.

|
At Her Mercy.

Some Private Yiev/s.
Found Dead. | Mirk Abbey.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
A Marine Residence.
The Canon's Ward.
Not Wooed, But Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
The Best of Husbands.
Halves. | What He Cost Her.
Kit : A Memory.

|
Under One Roof.

Glow-Worm Tales.
A Prince ^fjthe Blood.

A Modern Dick Whittington.
Crown Svo, cloth, with Portrait of Author,
3.9. 6^i.; picture cloth, flat bnck, 2s.

The Burnt Million. Cheap Edition,
post Mvo, cloth, is. net.

Notes from the * News.' Crown Svo,
cloth, IS. 6cL

Popular Editions, medinnTsvo, 6d. each.

liOst Sir Massingberd.
Walter's Word.

PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the
Dreamer. Crown Svo, c'oth. 3? 6rf.

PENNELL - eTjVUIIRST (Cap-
tain E.).—The Best of the Fun.
With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48
others. Medium 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. '

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDE-
LE V), Works by. Post Svo, cl., 2 ,. 6d. ea.

Puck on Pegasus. With illustrations.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With 10 Full-
page Illustrations by G. Pu M/UR ER.

The Muses of Mayfair: Van de
Societe. Selected by H. C. Pex^ EL'..

PENNY (F. E.), Novels by.
Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. each.

The Sanyasi.
|

Dilys.
Caste andCreed . The Tea-Planter.

PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Waters of Destruction.
Red Records.
Free Solitude. Cr. 8vo, cl., 25. 6d. net.

East of Suez. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

PETER PAN KEEPSAKE (The).
The Story retold for Children by Paxiel
O'Connor. With numerous Illustrations.

Crown 4to, i^. net.

PHELPS (E. S.).— Jack the
Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W.
Reed. Crown Svo, cloth, i^. 6d.

PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book: 54
Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, 2s. 6d,

PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.), Books by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 5.9. each.

Famous Yiolinists and Yiolins.
The Confessions of a Yiolinist.
Yoice and Yiolin.

PILKINQTON (L. L.).—Mallen-
der's Mistake. Crovvn Svo, cloth. 6s.

PLANCHE (J. R.), Works by.
The Pursuivant of Arms. With

6 Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth, 75. 6d.

Songs and Poems. Edited by Mrs.
Mackarness, Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

PUSTA^CWS Lives of^Ulus^
trious Men. With Life of Plutarch
by J. and W. Langhorne, and Por-
traits. Two Vols.. Svo, half-cloth, \os.6d.

POE S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice
Works ; Poems, Stories, Essays.
With an Introduction by CHARLES
Baudelaire. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6^^.

POLTOCKlwTH.).—The Charm,
and Other Drawing-Room Plays.
By Sir Walter Besant and Walter
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3,y. 6d.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A.),
Works by. Crown 8vo,cloth, 35. 6d. each.

JBasy Star Lessons. With Star Maps
for every Niuht in the Year.

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts.

Familiar Science Studies.
Mysteries of Time and Spaoe.
The Universe of Suns.
Saturn and its System. With 13

Steel Plates. Pemv Svo, cloth, 6s.

Wages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown Svo, is. 6d,
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PRAED (IMrs. CAMPBELL),
Novels by. Post 8vo, illiis. boards, 2^-. ea.

The Romance of a Station.
The Soul ot Countess Adrian.

Crown 8vo, cloch, 3^. Gd. each ; post 8vo
illustrated boards, 25. each.

Outlaw and Lawmaker.
Christina Chard.
Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

Nulma.
I

Madame Izan.
*As a Watch in the Night.'

Christina Chard. Cheap Edition,
post 8v(>. cloth, IS. net.

The Lost Earl of Elian. Crown
Hvo, cloth, 6,s-.

PRICE (E. C). — Valentina.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6d.

PR Y CE^(FUCTiXR^^^ — Miss
Alaxwell's Affections. Crown Hvo,

cl., 3.9. td. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2.y.

RAMBOSSON (J.). — Popular
Astronomy, Translated by C. B.

Pitman. With 10 Coloured Plates and
63 Woodcuts. Crown Hvo, cloth, 35. 6a.

READERS (CHARLES) Novels.
Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6./ each.

Peg Woffington; and Christie
Johnstone.

Hard Cash.
The Cloister and the Hearth.

With a Preface by Sir Walter Besant.
* It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
The Course of True Love Never

Did Run Smooth ; and Single-
heart and Doubleface.

The Autobiography of a Thief:
Jack of all Trades ; A Hero and
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir.

l/ove Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
Griffith Gaunt.
Foul Play.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.
The Jilt : and Good Stories ofMan
and other Animals.

A Perilous Secret.
Readiana; and Bible Characters.

Id Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s. each.

Peg Woffington.
|
A Simpleton.

Christie Johnstone.
* It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
The Course of True Love Never

Did Run Smooth.
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of all Trades; James Lambert.

Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
A Terrible Temptation,

READERS (CHARLES) Novels-
covtmued.

Hard Cash. | Readiana.
Foul Play.

|
Griffith Gaunt.

Put Yourself in His Place.
The Wandering Heir.
A Woman-Hater.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Man, ifcc.

The Jilt ; and other Stones.
A Perilous Secret.

Large Type, Fine Paper Editiovs.
Pott 8vo, cloth, j*ilt top, is. net each ; leather,

^^ilt edges, 35. net each.

The Cloister and the Hearth. Wit:i

32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewekdine.
*It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, (^d. each.

The Cloister and the Hearth.
' It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
Foul Play.

|
Hard Cash.

Peg Woffington; and Christio
Johnstone.

Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
Tlr.a Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, is.dd. each.

Christie Johnstone. With Frontis.

Peg Woffington.

The Wandering Heir. Large Type
Edition, fcap.Svo, cloth, is. net ; leather,

IS. td. net.

The Cloister and the Hearth.
Edition de Luxe, with 16 Photogravuie
and 84 half-tone lUustraiions by Matt
B. Hewkkdine. Small 4to, cloth, 65. net.

Bible Characters. Fcap. Svo, i^.

Selections from the Works of
Charles Reade. Edited by Mrs. A.

Ireland. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. dd.

RICHARDSON (FRANK), Nov-
e!s by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Man who Lost his Past. With
50 Illustrations by ToM Browne, R.I.

The Bay

s

water Miracle.

Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. each.

The King's Counsel.
Semi-Society.
There and Back

.

RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by.
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown

Svo, cloth, td.

Weird Stories. Crown Svo, cloth,

2s. td. ;
post Svo, picture boards, 2s.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each.

The Uninhabited House.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales.
Her Mother's Darling.

RIMMER (ALFRED).— Rambles
Round Eton and Harrow. With 52
Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, 35. td.
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RiVES (AMELIE), Stories by.
Crovvii 8vo, cloth, 35. Cid. each.

Barbara Dering.
Meriei : A I.ove biorv.

ROWLEY (Hon. HUGH). Post
8v^, cloth, 25. 6d. each.

Puniana : or, Thoughts Wise and Other-
wise : a Collection of the Best Riddles,
Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c., with
numerous Illustrations.

More Puniana. With numerous lUusts.

ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by.
Women are Strange. Post 8vo,

iih'strated boards, 2.?.

Tlis Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3?. 6d. ;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 25.

The Woman in the Dark. Crown
Svo. cloth, 3^. 6d. ; post 8vo, ilhist. bds.. 2s.

RUNCIMAN (JAS.), Stories by.
Schools and Scholars. Post Svo,

cloth, ?s. 6d.

Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

POLFE (FR.), Novels by.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each.

Hadrian the Seventh.
Bon Tarquinio.

A Country Sweetheart. Crown Svo,
picture ctoth, flat back, 2s.

The Drift of Fate. Crown Svo, cloth,

35. 6d. : piciure cloth, flat back. 2s.ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY,
THE : A List of Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy with William the
Cnnqneror. '066. In Gold and Colours, e:.?.

RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his
Out=of-duof^ L.ife. By E. W. L.

hand. Royal Svo, cloth, 165. net.
THK: A Study of the Reijrns of
Paul 1. and Alexander 1. of Russia.
By A. 8. Kappoport, M A. With Por-
frnits. Demv Svo. c'oth. lOc. net.

RUSSELL (HERBERT).-True
Blue. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d.

SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; poat
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note
by OLIVER Wendell Holmes.

The Junior Dean.
Orchard Damerel.
The Master of St. Benedict's.
In the Face of the World.
To His Own Master.
The Tremlett Diamonds.

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

The Wooing of May.
Fortune's Gate.
A Tragic Honeymoon.
Gallantry £ower.
A Proctor's Wooing.
Bonnie Maggie Lauder.
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret.
Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustt ations.

ROSENGARTElN(A.).—A nar d-
book of Architectural Styles. Trans-
lated by W. COLLETT-vS.AXDARS. With
630 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7.? 6d.

ROSS (ALBERT).—A Sugar
Princess. Cr<nvn Svo. r^o^h. 1<;. f^rf.

R 0 W S E L L CHAR V C.).—
Monsieur de Paris. Crown Svo,

Cif^h. 2,?. 6(i. net.

RUSStLL(W. CLARK), Novels
by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6.?. ench.

Overdue.
| Wron^ Side Out.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. each ; post Svo,
i:!nstratcd hoards. 2,9. each : cloth, 2s. 6d eacbl
Round the Galley-Fire.
In the Middle Watch.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the Hammock;
The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.'
The Rome nee of Jenny Harlowe.
The Tale of the Ten.
An Ocean Tragedy.
Mv Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea.
The Good Ship ' Mohock.'
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man ? | Heart of Oak.The Convict Ship.
The Liast Entry.

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. each.A Tale of Two Tunnels,
The Death Ship.

The Ship: Her Story. With solllustra-
tioiis by H. C. Seppings Wkight.
Sm.ill 4to, clofh. 6?.

The * Pretty Polly.* With 12 Ilhistra-
tions by G. E. Robertso.V. LRrgc
crown Hvo, clotli, j*ilt edties, 5^.

The Convict Ship. Popular Edition,
medium Svo, 6d.

SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A
Levantine Family. Cr. Svo, cl.. 3^. 6//.

SALA (Q, A.).—Gaslight and
Daylight. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2.?.

SALMON (A. L.).—Literary
Rambles in the West of Eng^land.
With a Frontispiece. Cr. Svo. cl.. 6^. net.

SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present
By Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post
Svo. illustrated boards. 2.?. : cloth, 2s. 6d.

SECRET OUT, The: Tricks with
Cards, &c. 300 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl., 4.V. 6rf.

SERGEANT(ADELINE), Novels
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. each.

Under False Pretences.
Dr. Bndicott's Experiment.

The Missing Elizabeth. Crown Svo,
cloth, ()s.
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ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The).
In pocket size, cloth, j^ilt top, 2s. net per

Vol. ; leather. ^Ut edges, 3J. net per Vol.

Bv SiH Wai.tkr Bksant.
All Borts aiid Conditions of Men.
Sir Richard Whittington.
Gaspard dc Coligny.

|
London.

iiv Hall Caixe.
The Deemster.

i^V WiLKIE COLLIN'S.
The Woman in White.

Hy D xiEL Dei OK.
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus

tratioiis by (r. Crl'jkshan'K.
By Charles Dickexs.

Speeches. Wah Porira^t.

Bv Austin D(jbson.
Eighteenth Century Vignettes.

1 ince Scnts, each liiustrated.

By Thomas Hardy.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By Bret Hahte.
Condensed Novels.

By Oliver Wexdell Holmes.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-

Table. Bliistrated by J. G ThoiMSOX
Bv Richard Jkfferiks.

The Life of the Fields.
The Open Air.
Nature near London.

liy Charles Lamb.
The Essays of Blia.

By Lord Macaulay.
History of England, in 5 Volumes.

Bv Justix McCarthy.
The Keign ofQuean Anne, in i Vol.
A Histof.y of the Four Georges
and of William IV., in 2 Vo!s.

A History of Our Own Times from
Accession of O, Victoria to 1807, in 3 Vols.

By George MacDoxald.
Works ofFancyand Imagination,

in 10 Vols, (For Lisi, see p. 15,)

By Charles Readf.
The Cloister and the Hearth. With

32 lilustraiions bv INI. B. Hewerdixe.
* It is Never Too Late to Mend.'

By Robert Louis Stevexsox.
Memories and Portraits.
Virginibus Puerisque.
Men and Eooks.
New Arabian Nights.
Across the Plains.

I Merry Men.
The Pcems of R. L. Stevenson.

By H. A. Taixe.
History of English Literature, in

4 Vols. With 32 Portraits.

By Mark Twaix.— Sketches.
By Waltox and Cottox.

The Complete Angler.

SFNIOR (WM.).-By Stream
and 5ea. Post 8vo cloth, 2^. 6d.

SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

The Magic of To-Morrow.
Comet Chaos.

SHAKESPEARE the Boy: Home
and School Life, Games and Spou.s,

Manners, Customs, and P'olk lore of tlie

Time. By W. J. Rolfe. With 42 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3?. 6d.

SHARP (WILLIAM).-Childien
of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3<!.6d.

SHELLEY'S Complete WORKS
in Verse and Prose. Edited by R.
Herxe Shepherd. Five Vo s., crown
8vo, cloth, 3.9. 6d. each.

Poetical Works, in Three Vols.

:

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson; Shel'ey's

Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering
Jew; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind ana
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais.

Vol. IL Laon and Cythna : The Cenc;

;

Ju'ian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant ;

The Witch of Atlas
;
Epipsychidion ; Hella':.

Vol. in. Posthumous Poems ; The
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

Prose Works, in Two Vols.

:

Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Irvyne ; Dublin ^nd
Ma: low Pamphlets; Refutation of Deism;
Letters fo Lei.uh Hunt ; Minor WVitint^s.

Vol. II. Essays; Letters from Abroad;
Translations and Fracments ; a Bi'>p;ranhy.

SHERARD (R. H.).-Rogues.
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD
B R I N S L E Y) Complete Works.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

The Rivals, The School for Scan-
da!, &c. Post 8vo, haif-clo;ii, 2j.

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals
and The School for Scandal.
Edited by BRAXDEii M.atthews. Wnii
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. buckmni, \2^.(u!.

SHIEL (Al. P.), Novels by.
The Purple Cloud. Cr.Svo.ctoth, ss.6d.
Unto the Third Generation. Cr. 8vo,

cloth, 6s.

sTqISBOARDS: Their History, Ti^
eluding Famous Taverns and Remarknble
Characters. By JACOB Larwood and J.
C. Hottex. With 95 Illustrations. Crown
8vo. cloth. 3<r. 6d.

SINCLAIR (UPTON). — Prince
Hagen. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6 J.

SISTER DORA. By M. Lonsdale.
Demy 8vo, .\d, ; cloth, 6d

SKETCH LEY (ARTHUR).—

A

Match in the Dark. Post Svo, illus-

trated b'^ards, 2.<?.

SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His-
torical and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 6 /.

SMITH (J. MOYR), Books by.
The Pr.lnce of Argolis. With 130

Illustrations. Post Svo. cloth. ^5. 6d.

The Wooing of the Water Witch.
V/ith Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, C^.



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by.
For Life—and After. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 6s.

Pv)st 8vo, illustrated boards, 2^. each; cloth

iimp, 2^. 6d. each.

The Ring o' Bells.
Tinkletop's Crime.

I
Zeph.

Dramas of Life. With 6o Ilhi^ttaii<jns.

My Two Wives. |
Tales of To-day.

Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.
The Ten Commandments.

Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. each ;
cloth.

15. 6d. each.

The Dagonet Reciter and Reader.
The Case of George Candlemas.
Dagonet Ditties,

i
Life V/e Live.

Young Mrs. Caudle.
Li Ting of London.

v/rown ovo, ciuiii, ^s. uct, ctn^^ii
,

{."'si <.j»<^,

picture boards, 2s. each ; doth, 2s. dd, each.

Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Dagonet Abroad.
Rogues and Vagabonds.

SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke^
By Devious Ways.
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroffc Mys-

tery. 1 The Golden Hoop.
Back to Life.

|
Quittance in Full.

The jLoudwater Tragedy.
Burro's Romance.
A Husband from the Sea.

Crown 8vo, cloth. 35 6d. each
Her Ladyship.

| The Grey Monki
The Master of Trenance.
The Secret of Wyvern Towers.
Boom or SiYa.

|
As it was Written

The Web of Fate.
Experiences of Mr. Verachoyie.

Stepping Blindfold: Cr.Svo, cloth 6.?.

Wife or No Wife. Post 8vo, cloth i 6d.

STARRY HEAYENS Poetical
Birthday Book. Pott Svo, clotn, 2s. 6d.

STEDMAN (E. C), -Victorian
Poets, Crown Svo, ciolh, qs.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

Once upon a Christmas Time.
With 8 Illustrations by Chas. GREEN, K.I.

In London's Heart.
A Blind Marriage.
Without the Limelight.
The Small-part Lady.
Biographs of Babylon.
Among My Autographs. 70 Facsims.

Picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each.

Rogues and Vagabonds.
In London's Heart.

STEPHENS (RICCARDO).-Tlie
Cruciform Muric. Cr. ??vo. cl.. %<:. 6 /.

STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).—
Pliilip Winwood. Cr. Svo c'.. ^.v. 6d.

STEPNIAK (S.).—At the Dawn
of a New Reign: a Study tf Modem
Russia. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6.9.

STERNDALE (R. ARMITACiE.
—The Afghan Knife. Post Svo, cloih,

3,?. 6d. ; illustrated boards. 2,?.

How the Poor Live; and Horrible
London. ' Crown 8vo, leatherette, is.

Dagonet Dramas. Crown Svo. is.

Mary Jane's Memoirs. Popular
Edition, medium 8v», bd.

His Wife's Revenge. Crown Svo.,

cloth, 2 9. 61/. net.

STERNE (LAURENCE), The
Life of. By Percy Fitzgerald. With
a Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, 6,?.

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The
Young Master of Hyson Hall. With
36 Illustraiions. Crown Svo, cloth,

is.6d. ; picture cloth, flat back. 2t.SNAZELLEPARILLA. Decanted
by G. S. Edwards. With 66 Illustrations

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3c. 6d.
STODDARD (C. W.), Books by.

Po t Svo, cloth, jjilt top, 6^. net each.

South-Sea Idyls: Summer Crulsinil.

The Island of Tranquil Delights.
SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown

8vo, IS. ; cloth, i.^. 6d.

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).-
Sonyrs of Adieu, ^to. Tap. vellum, 6s.

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by
Percy Fitzgekald, Conan Doyle,
F.Marryat. &c. Post Svo. ilUist. bds , 2.v.

5PENSER for Children. ByM.H.
TOWRY. With Coloured Illustrations by
W y 1\I0RGAN Crown ^.to cloth 3?. 6d.

STRUTT (JOSEPH). —The
5ports and Pastimes of the People
of England. With 140 Illuslratiuns.

Crown 8vo. cloth, T,s.6d.SPETTIGUE (H. H.). - The
Heritage of Eve. Cr. Svo, cloth, 6,s-.

SUMER AND AKKAD, A
History of. By Leonard W. King,
M.A. With Maps and numerous Illust.s.

Koyal Svo, cloth, 16^. net. {^'^ho/'ii y

,

SPRIQQE (S. SQUIRE). —An
Industrious Clievalier. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by.
Doris and I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. t)d.

Carlton Priors. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6,9.

SUNDOWNER, Stories by.
Told by the Taffrail. Cr. Svo, 3s. 6d.

The Tale of the Serpent. Crowa
Svo, cloth, flat back. 2s.

STANLEY (WINIFREDy. — A
Flasli of tlie Will. Cr.Svo, cloth, 6.v.

i
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5TEVENS0N (R. LOUIS),
Works by. Cr. 8vo. buckram, 6s. each.

Travels with a Donkey. With a

Frontispiece by Walter Chane.

An Inland Yoyage. With a Frontis

piece by Wi^LTKK Ckan'k.

Familiar Studies of Men & Books.
The Silverado Squatters.
The Merry Men.
Underwoods : Poems.
Memories and Portraits.
Virginibus Puerisque.
Ballads. | Prince Otto.
Across the Plains.
Weir of Hermiston.
In the South Seas.
Bssays of Travel.
Tales and Fantasies.
£ssays in the Art of Writing.

Songs of Travel. Cr.Svo, buckram. 5.?.

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo,

buckt am, 65. ; post 8vo, iliust. boards, 2s.;

Popular Editiom. medium 8vo, 6d.

Post 8vo, half-cloth, is. net each
;
leather,

2s. net each.

Prayers Written at Vailima.
A Christmas Sermon.

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's
Diamond. (From New Arabian
NiGH'is.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J.

Hennessy, Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d.

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by
Lloyd Osbourne. Post 8vo, cloth,

2s. 6d, ; buckram, gilt top, 35. 6d.

The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas-
sages. i6mo cl.. 25. net ; leather, 35. net.

Large Type, fTxe^Paper Editions.
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 25. net each

;

leather, gilt edg>s, 35. net each.

Virginibus Puerisque.
Familiar Studies of Men & Books.
New Arabian Nights.
Memories and Portraits.
Across the Plains.
The Merry Men.
The Poams of R. L. Stevenson.
R. Li. Stevenson : A sTudy. By H. B.

Baildon. With 2 Portraits. Crown
8vo. buckram, 6s.

Recollections of R. It, Stevenson
in the Pacific. By Arthur John-
stone. With Portrait and Facsimile
Letter. Crown 8vo. buckram. 6s. net.

STRAUS (RALPH).-The Man
Apart. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s.

SURTEES (ROBERT). —
Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's
Hunt. With 79 lUusts, by John Leech.
Post 8vo, picture cover, ri. ; c'oth, 2s.

SUTRO (ALFRED). — The
Foolish Virgins; Fcp. 8vo, i ?. ; cl., is. 6d

SWEET (ALEX. E.) and J.
ARMOY KNOX.-On a Mexican
Mustang Througli Texas, from the
Gulf to the Rio Grande. Wii h 265 Illus-

trations. Demy 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d,

23

SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works,
in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Por-
trait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.9. 6d.

Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of
a Tub. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s.

Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J.

Chl'kton Collins. Cr. Bvo, cl., 3^. 6d.

SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON
CHARLES) Worlds.

Selections from Mr. Swinburne's
Works. Fcrip. 8v(). 65.

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo,6?.

Chastelard : A Traji< dv. Crown 8vo, 75.

Poems and Ballads. First Series.
Crown 8vo, q?.

Poems and Ballads. Second Series.
Crown 8vo. 99.

Poems and Ballads. Third Series.
Crown 8vo, 75.

Songs before Sunrise. Crown Svo,

105. 6d.

Bothwell: ATrnj^edy. Crown Svo, \2s.6d.

Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo,65.

George Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G.
CHAPMAN s Works.) Crovvn Svo, 35. 6d.

Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, 125.

Erechtheus: A I raj^edy. Crown8vo,6s.
A Note on Charlotte iSronte. Crown

Svo, 6?.

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown
Svo. 85.

Songs of the Springtides, down
Svo. 6s.

Studies in Song. Crown Svo, 7^.

Mary Stuart : A Traj^edy. Crown Svo, 8^.

Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo,9<f.

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, Sj.

A Midsummer Holid^^y. Cr.Svo, 75.

Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown
Svo, 6v.

A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. Svo, 6s.

Miscellanies. Crown Svo. 12^.

I.ocrine : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.

A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. Svo, 7s.

The Sisters : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s,

Astrophel, &C. Crown Svo, 75.

Studies in Prose and Poetry.
Crown Svo, 95.

The Tale of Balen. Crown Svo. 75.

Rosamund, Queen of the liom-
bards: A Tragedv. Crown Svo, 6^,

A Channel Passage. Crown Svo, 7?.

Love's Cross -Currents: A Year's
Letters. Crown Svo, 6s. net.

William Blake. Crown Svo, 6s. net.

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Poems.
In 6 Vols., crown Svo, 365. net the set.

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Tra-
gedies. In 5VoIs„cr.8vo, 30s.net the sei^

TAINE'S History of English
Literature. Trans. byHEXRY Van Laun.
Four Vols., demy Svo, cl., 305.—Popular
Edition, Two Vols., crown Svo, c!., 15s. ;

Fine Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with
32 Portraits. p'>tt Svo, cloth, ^ilt top, 2s.

net per vol,
;
leather, gilt edges, 3s. "net

per vol.
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TALE5 FOR THE HOMES.
Hv TWEXTY-SIX V/b LL-KXOW\'AUTHOKS.
Edited by Rtv. J. Marchant. Pubhshed
for the benefstof the Barxardo Me-
morial Fund. With 3 Portraits. Crown
8vo. cloth. Ss. net

TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical
Dramas :

' Jeanne DarC ' 'Twixt Axe
AND Crown,' 'The Fool's Revenge.
' Arkwright's Wife,' ' Anne Boleyn,'
'Plot AND Passion.' Crown 8vo, is. each.

TEMPLE (SIR RICHARD)^^
Bird's-eye View of Picturesque
!nd:a. With 32 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl., bs.

THACKERAYANA : Notes and
Anecdotes. W^ith numerous Sketches by
Thackkrav. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

"

Thackeray (The Pocket). Arranged
by A. U. Hyatf. In lomo, cloth, giit

top, 2v. net ;
leather, gilt top, 35. net.

THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by.
The Siren's Web. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.?. 6d.

Comrades True. Crown 8vo, ciotii, 6s.

THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by.
In a Cathedral City. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.

Crown Svo, c oth,6.?. each.

The House on the Scar.
The Son of the Hou'?g.

TllOMSON'S SEASONS,and The
Castle of Indolence. With 48 Illus

t'-ali'ins. Post 8v<">, lia f-cloth, 7s.

TTToREAU : His Life^nd^A im s.
By A. H. Page. With a Portrait. Posi
8vo, buckram, 35. 6d.

THORN BU RY (WALT.) , Books by
The I^ife and Correspondence of

J. M. W. Turner. With 8 Coloured
Illusts. an. i 2 Woodcuts. Cr. 8vo, cl

, 35 6d
Tales for the Marines. Post Svo,

ill'^titi-it- d bf>avds 2s.

tTmBS (JOHN jk, Works by^
Cic»wn 8vo, cloth, 3."^. 6d. each.

Clubs and Club Life in London.
With 41 lllustr<.tions.

EnjJlish Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricities. With 48 Illusirations

TOMPR IN S~lH ERBERT~ W:j7^
Marsh-Country Rambles. Wiih
L'roritispiccc. Crown 8vf). clotli, Gs.

1 RE ETON (E RNEST A.) . -- The
Institrator. Cr-jwn 8vo, cloth, 6.-,

W> l:lope1Xnm o^^
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. Gd. each; post
8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Way We Live Now.
Frau Frohmann. ! Marion Fay.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Ijeaguers. _

Post 8vo, iliu.stratcd boards, 2s. each.

Kept in the Dark.
The American Senator.
The C olden Lion of Granpere.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.),
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. 6d.
each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Like Ships upon the Sea.
Mabel's Progress.

I
Anne Furness.

TROLLOPE (T. A.).— l>ianioiu!
Cut Diamond. Post 8vo. i!ln'^. bd< . 2s.

TURENNE (RAYMOND).—The
L.ast of the Mammoths, Crown 8vo,
cloth, 2s. 6d. net.

TWAIN S (MARK) Books.
Author's Edition de Luxe of the
Works of Mark Twain, in 23
Volumes (limited to 600 Numberca
Copies), price 125. 6d. net per Volume.
(Can be subscribed for only in Sets.)

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

Mark Twain's LibraryofHumour,
With 197 illustrations by E. W. Ke:mi'Li<.

Roughing It : and The Innocents
at Home. W^ith 20c lUusLraiions by
F. A. Fraser.

The American Claimant. With 8r

Illustrations by Kal Hurst and other-.
* The Adventuresof Tom Sav/ycr.

With III Illustrations.

Tom Sav/yer Abroad. With 26
Iliustraiions by Dan Bkard.

Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port.

Pudd'nhead Wilson With 1 oitrait

and Six Illi.strations by LOUIS LOEH.
*• A Tramp Abroad, vvith 314 Illusts.

*Tha Innocents Abro8.d: or, New
Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 lllu ts.

*The Gilded Age. Bv Makk Twain
and C.D.Warner. With 212 Musis.

* The Prince and the Pauper,
With 190 lllust'ations.

* f.'ife on the Mississippi. 30^ Illusts.

*The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. 174 Ulnsts. by E. W. Kemblk.

*A Yankee at the Court of King
Arthur. 220 IHusts. bv Dan Brakij.

* The Stolen White Elephant.
*The £1,000,000 Bank-Note.
A Double-barrelled Detective

Story. With 7 Illustrations.

The ChoiceWorks ofMark Twain.
With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations.

The Books marked * may be ha.l also in

post Svo, picture cloth, at 2s. each.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6,?. each.

Personal Recollections of Joan ol
Arc. With 12 Illusts. by K. V. Du MuNii.

More Tramps Abroad.
The Man that Corrupted Hadley-

burg. ^Vith FrontispKce.

Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott 8vo,

cloth, gilt top, 25. net
;
leather, gilt edges.

3.V. net; picture boards, 2s.

TWELL5 (JULIA H.).—Et tu,
Seiane I Crown Svo cloth. 6?

TY^TLER (C. C. FRASER-T.—
Mistress Judith. Crown Svo. cloih,

3.V. Od.; post 8vo, ill us( rated boards, 2s.
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TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, clolli, 3,?, C^/. each

;
post yvo,

illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Buried Diamonds.
The Biackhall Ghosts.
What She Came Thx-ough.

WALTON and COTTON'S
Complete Angler. Pott Svo, clotii,

j^ilt, 2s. net ; leather, edges. 35. net

WALT WHITMAN, Poems by:
Edited, with Introduction, by VV. M. Hos-
SETTI. With Port. Cr. Svo, buckram, 6^.

Tost 8vf), ii'uslrated boards, 2s. each.

Saint Mungo's City.
|

Lady Bell.
The Huguenot Family.
Disappeared. |

Noblesse Oblige.
Beauty and the Beast.

Crown 8vo, c'oth, 3?. 6d. each.

The Ma,cdonald Lass.
The Witch.WifQ.
rtachGl Langton. 1

Sappliira
Mrs. Carmichaer?. Goddesses.
A Honeymoon's Ecliii&e.
A Young Dragon.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.

Three Men of Mark.
In Clarissa's Day.
Sir David's Visitors.
The Poet and His Guardian Angel.

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown Svo,

picture c^oth, ll.it back, 2s.

The Bride's Pass. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. ; Cheap Edition,
cloth, Is. net.

WARDEN (FLORENCE), by.
Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth,

39. 6d. ;
picture cloih, flat back, 2s.

& Fight to a Finish. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3^. 6a.

Crown Svo, cloth, G^. each.

The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts.

What Ought She to Do?
Tom Dci'Wson.
The Youngest Miss Brown.
Love and Lordship.

WARMAN (CY).—The Express
Messenger. Crown Svo, cloth, 3?. 6t/.

WARRANT to Execute Charles 1.

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen
of Scots. Incluctini,' Ouecn Lli/-aUcta"s

Signature and the Greai Seal. 2v.

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).—
The Daffodils. Crown Svo. clo! h. ; s-. 6d.UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by.

The Queen against Owen. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3i'' 1

picture clot 11, flat back,
2s. ;

post Bvo, picture boards, 2a\

The Phantom Torpedo-Boats
Ciown 8vo, clutl), 6^.

WcA 1 ri t:,i<, nov/ to r^oreteii tiie,

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By
E. W. Com'. With lo Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth i^. 6d.

WEBBER (BYRON).—Sport and
spangles. Crown Svo, cImIIi, 2s.VANDAM (ALBERT D.).-A

Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations

by J. B. Davis. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6,/.

WERNER (A.). — ChapenK-a's
White Man. Crown Svo, clolh, 3^-. rv/.

VASARL—Stories of the Italian
Artists from Vasari. Arranged by
E. L. Skeley. Larsje crown Svo, buck-
ram, with 8 Four-Colour Plates and 24
in T'wo Tints ys dd. net * Edition df
Luxe, demy 8vo, bound in parcliment.
with additional Coloured Plates, is-\

WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by.
Trust-Money. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.;

post Svo, iilu.>trated boards, 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth, 6^, eacH.

As a Man Sows.
I
The Old Bank.

Dr. Wynne's Revenge.
The Sacred Crescents.
A Very Queer Business.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3,?. 6d. each.

A Woman Tempted Him.
For Honour and Life.
Ker Two Millions.
Two Pinches of Snuff.
With the Red Eagle,
il Red Bridal.

|
Nigel Fortescue.

Ben Ciougli.
|
Birch Dene.

The Old Factory.
Sons of Belial.

|
Strange Crimes,

Her Ladyship's Secret.
The Phantom City.
Ralph Korbreck's Trust.
A Queer Race,

i
Red Ryvington.

Rcy of Roy's Coiirt.
As Luck would have it.

VASHTI and ESTHER. By
• Belle ' of The World. Cr. Svo. cl.. 3,? 6d

VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.),
Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. td. each.

The Scorpion.
The Lover's Progress.
With Zola in England. 4 Ports.

A Path of Thorns. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

The Wild Marquis: Life and Adven-
tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6^.

WALLACE (LEW.;.—Ben-Hur:
A Tale of the Christ. Crown Svo,
cloth, 3<r. 6d.

WALLER (S. E.).~^Sebastiani's
Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl., 6^.

With the Red Eagle. Popular
Edition, medium Svo, ta.
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WE STBURY (ATHA). — The
5hadow of Hilton Fern brook. Crown
8vo, cloth, ss. C>d.

WHEELWRIGHT (E. Q.).~A
Slow Awakening:. Crown 8vo cloth, 65.

WHISHAW (FRED.), NoveLs
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

A Forbidden Name.
Many Ways of Love. With 8 Illusts.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each.

Mazeppa.
Kear the Tsar, near Death.
A Splendid Impostor.

WHITE (GILBERT).— Natural
History of Selborne, Post 8vo. cloth, 2^.

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by.
Science in Short Chapters. Crown

8vo. i loth, js. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
8vo. clolh, 6s.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).—

A

Child Widow. Post 8vo, illusi. bds., 2^-.

WllZs (C. J.), Novels by.
An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 3i\ Ld.

His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, clolh, 6^,

WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by.
Chapters on Evolution. With 259

Ilkislrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7^. C d.

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustra-
tions. Crown 8v(), cloth. 6s.

Studies in Life and Sense. With 36
111 usti anions. Crown 8vo, cloth. $s. 6d.

Common Accidents, and how to
Treat Them. Cr. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d

Glimpses of Nature. With 35 IlUistra
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

WINiER (JOHN 5TRANGE)
by.

Regimental Legends. Post 8vo.
liluslrated bf a'ds, -p.s. ;

cloth, 25. 6d.

Cavalry Life; and Regimental
Legends. Crown 8vo, cloih, is. 6d. ;

picture cloth, flat back, 2s.

WILDE (LADY).—The Ancient
Legfends, Charms,and Superstitions
of Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories
by. Post 8vo. illustrated l-)oards 25. each.

Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER).—
Rachel Armstrong. Post 8vo. 2.?. 6d.

WRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).—
The Romance of the South Seas.
With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth,

7.?. 6d. net.

WRIGHT (THOMAS), by.
CaricatureHistoryofthe Georges;

or. Annals of the House of lianovcr.
With Frontispiece and over 300 llluj^tra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque in Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus-

trated by F, VV. Fairholt. Crown 8vo,

cloth, 7,y. 6d.

ZANGWILL (LOUIS).—A Nine-
teenth Century Miracle. Crown 8v.),

cloth. 3,v. 6d. : picture cloth, flat bade, 2\.

ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by.
Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited,
with Introductions, by Ernest A. ViZE-
TF.LLY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.

His Masterpiece. | The Joy of Life.
Germinal.
The Honour of the Army.
Abbe Mouret's Transgression.
The Fortune of the Rougons.
The Conquest of Plassans.
The Dram-Shop.
The Fat and the Thin.

|
Money,

His Excellency.
The Downfall.
Lourdes.
Rome.
Paris.

The Dream.
Doctor Pascal.
Fruitiulness.
Work.
Truth.

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6a. each.

The Dram-Shop. I Paris.
|
McnQ.v.

Lourdes.
|
Rome.

|
The Downfall.

With Zola in England. By Erxkst
A. ViZETELLY. With 4 Portraits. Crown
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Library Editions, many Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. each.

By Mrs. ALEXANDER.
Vnlere's Fate.
A Life Interest.
Mona's Choice.
By Woman's Wit.
The Cost of Her Pride.

R.irbr.ra.

A 1^'ijjht with Fate.
A Golden Autumn.
Mrs. Crichion's Creditor.
The Step-niudier.

A Missing Hero.

By Iff. ANDERSON.
Othello's Occupnlion.

By O. W APPLETON.
Rash Conclu:>i'vtkS.

Philtsda.
I

Babylon.
Strang^e Stones.
For Maiinie's Sake.
In all Shades.
The Beckoning- Hand.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal Coil.

The Tenis of Shem.

By GRANT ALLBN.
Tlie Great Taboo.
Dumaresq's Dauj^lif'r.
Duchess of Tow) sl.ind.

Blood Royal.
Ivan Greet's Masterpiece.
The Scallywag.
At Market Vaiue.
Under Sealed Order.*:.

ARTEMUB WARD'S WORKS, Complete

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD
Phra the Phoenician.

J
Constable ol St. Nicholas.
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By Rav. S. BARING-COULD
Red Spider.

I
I- vc.

By ROBERT BARR.
In J* Steamer Chair I A AVoiiian Intervenes.
From Whose Bourne. | Revenue !

A Prince of Good Fellf)ws.

Bv FRANK BARRETT.
A Prodigar«; Prog^res-

\Vom..n (){ Iron Bracelets.
Fet'er^d for L'fe.

Between IJfe and Death.

Tlie Harding- Scanda
Under a Strange Mask.
A Missing- Witness.
Was She Justified?

By • BELLE.'—Vashti and Esther.

By ARNOLD BENNETT.
The Gates ot Wrath. | The Grand Babylon Hotel,

Anna of the Five Towns.

By SiP W. BfiSANT and J. RICE.
Peadv-Money Mortiboy.
My Little G'rl.

With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.
•J he Golden Butterfly.
The Monks of Thel ma.

By f elia's Arbour.
Chaplain cf the Fleet.
1 he Seamy Side.
Tlie Case of Mr Lucraft.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Ten Years' Tenant.

By Sir WALTFR BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden F"air.

Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.

(
Holy Rose,

World Went Well Then
Children of Gibcon.
Herr P ulus.

For Faith ani Freedom.
To Call Her Mine.
Tre Revol of Man.
The Bel' of St. Paul's.
Arniorel of Lyonesse.
S. Katherine's by Tower.

rben^ Camellia Stepha-
Tiie Ivory Gate. [notis.

The Rebel Queen
Dreams of Avarice.
In Deacon's Orders.
The Master Crafrsiuan.
The Ci y of Refuge.
A Fountain S«?aled.

The Changeling.
The F'ourth Generation
The Chirm.
Tlie Alabas'^cr Box.
The Orange Girl.

' e Lady of Lynn.
No Other Way.

By AMBROSE BIERCE.-In Midst of Life.

By HAROLD BINDLOSS.
Ainslie's Ju-ju. |

A Sower of Wheat.

By M. McD. FODKIN, K.C.
Dora Myrl.

i
Shillelagh and Sha;nrock.

Patsey the C)ii> Jaun.

By PAUL BOURGET.-A Living Lie.

By J. D. BRAYSHAW.—Slum Silhouet.es.

By H. A. BRYDEN.—An Exiled Scot.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
Shadow of the Sword,
A Child of N.iture.

God and the Man.
Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water.
Foxglove Manor.
The Charlatan

TK- New Abelard.
.Matt.

I
Rachel Dene.

Master of the Mine.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.
Red and White Heather.
Lady Kilpatrick.
Andromeda.

GELETT BURGESS and WILL IRWIN.
The Picaroons.

By HALL CAINE.
Shadow of a Crime. | Son of Hagar.

|
Deemster.

By R. W, CHAMBERS.—The King in Yellow.

By AUSTIN CLARE.-By Rise of River.
By Mrs. ARCHER CHYE.

Paul FerroU. | Whv Paul FerroU Killed his Wife.

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Red Sultan.

|
The Burden of Isabel.

By Y. LOYETT CAMERON.
The Cruise of the " Black Prince,"

By WILKIE COLLINS.
Armadale. I After Dark,

j

The New ^^agda!en.
No Name. | Antonina The Frozen Deep,
Basil.

I

Hide and Seek. ^ — -
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts,
My Miscellanies
The Woman in White.
The Law and the Lady.
The Haunted Hotel.
The Moof.stone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs.

The Two Destii.ies.
• I Say No.'
Little Novel'.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
The Evil Genius.
The Legacy of Cain
A Rogue's Life.
Blind Love,

27

By MORT. and FRANCES COLLINS.
Blacksmith ajid Scholar. I You Play Me False.
The Vi'lage Comedy. I Midnight to Midnight
By M. J. COLQUHOUN.-Every Inch a Soldier.

By HERBERT COMPTON.
The Inimitable Mrs. Massiugham.

By E. H. COOPER. -Geoffory Hamilton.

By Y. C. COTES.—Two Girls on a Barge.

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.
His Vanished Star.

By MATT CRIM.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

By B. M. CROKER.
Diana Barrington.

j

Ti.e Real Lady Hilda.
roper Pride.
\ Family Likeness,
'^retty Miss Neville.
.\ Bird of Passage.
.Mr Jervis.
Village Tales.
Some One Else

|
Jason,

Infatuation.

Married or Singled
Two Masters.
In the Kingdom of Kerry.
Interference.
A Third Person.
Beyond the Pale.
Miss Balmaine s Past.
Terence. | The Cat's-paw

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
1 he Evangelist

;
or, Port Salvaiion.

ByH. C. DAYIDSON.-Mr. Sadler's Daughters.

By DOROTHEA DEAKIN.
The Poet ami the Pi«:/rot.

The Princess and the Kitchen-maid,

By JAMES DE MILLE.
A Strange Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder.

By DICK DONOYAN.
Man rom Manchester | Tales of Terror.
Records of Vincent Trill. Chro.of Michael Danevitc h
My^t. of famaica Terrace, 'l yler Tatlock, Detective.
Deacon Brodie. j A Detective's Triumphs
RICHARD DOWLING.-Old Corcoran s .Money.

CONAN DOYLC The Firm of Girdlestone.

By S. JEANNETTB DUNCAN.
A Daughter of To-chy

I
\'ernon s Aunt.

By ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell.

;
A Plaster Saint.

By G. S. EDY/ARDS.-Snazelleparilla.
By G. MANYILLE FENN.

Cursed by a Foriune. 1 A Fluttered Dovecote.
The Case of Ailsa Gray. King of the Ca5tle.
Commodore Junk.
The New Mistress.
\Vitnes<; to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily,
fhe White Virgin,
Black Blood,
"double Cunning,
The Bag of Diamonds

! Master of the Ceremonies
: The Man with a Shadow,
;
One Maid's Mischief.

! .Story of Aiitonj' Grace.
' This Man's Wife.
I In Jeopardy.
[

Woman Worth Winnhig.
I A Crimson Crime.

Running Amok.
By PERCY FITZGERALD.-Fatal Zero.

By Hon. Mrs. W. FORBES.-Dumb.
By R. E. FRANCILLON.

One by One.
|
A Real Queen,

j
A Dog and his Shadow.

Ropes of Sand. ! Tack Doyle's Daughter
By HAROLD piREDERIC.

Seth's Brother's Wife. i The Lawton Girl.

By PAUL GAULOT.-The Red Shirt.^.

By DOROTHEA GERARD.
A Queen of Curds and Cream
By CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray. I The Braes of Yarrow.
Of High Degree, I Oueen of the Meadow.
The Golden Shaft. I The Flower of the Forest

By E. GLANYILLE.
The Lost Heiress. I The Golden Rock.
Fair Colonist i Fossicker. |

Tales from the Veld.
By E. J. GOODMAN.

The Fate of Herbert AVayne.
By ALFRED A. GRACE.

Tales of a Dying Race.
By CECIL GRIFFITH.—Corinthia Marazion.

By A. CLAYERING GUNTER.
A Florida Enchantment.
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By GYP.-Cloclo.
By OWEN HALIi.

The Track of a Storm | Jetsam.

Fy COSMO HAMILTON.
Glamour of me Impossible ; and Through a Keyhole.

By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By BRET HARTS.
A Protegee of Jack
ClareJicp. [HdUilm's.
Barker's Luck.
Devil's Ford-
Crusade of ' Excelsior.'
Three Partners,
oabiiel Conroy.
Nesv Condensed Novels.

Maruia,
A Waif of the Pla=ns.
Ward of Golden Gate.
S.ippho of Green Springs.
C 01. Starbottle's Client.
SuhV.

I
Sally Do\v5.

l-ell-Ringer of Angel's.
Tcaes of Trail and Town.

By JUI.IAN HAWTHORNE.
Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter's
ai>pearance.

Spectre of Camera.

Dis-
Garth.

| Dust
I-.llice Ouentin.
Sfbaslian Stronie.
Fortune's I-ool.

Love—or a Name
By CHRIS HEAJuY.—The Endless Heritage.

By Sir A. HEI^PS.-Ivan de Biron.

By 1. HENDERSON.—Agatha Page.

By G. A. HENTY.
Dorothy's Double.

|
The Queen's Cup.

Rujub, the iuggler. ! Colonel Thorndyke's Secret
By KEADON HILL.—Zambra the Detective.
iSy JOHN HILL.—The Common Ancestor.

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY.-Tiie. Lovers Greed,
By TIGHB HOPKINS.

Twixt Love and Duty. I Incomplete Adventurer.
Nugents of Carriconna. | Nell Haffe.iden.

By B. W. HORNUNG.
1 he Shadow of the Rope.

By YICTOR HUGO.—The Outlaw of Iceland.

By FERGUS KUME.
Lady from Nowtiere. | The Millionaire Mystery.

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
Professor's Experiment.
A Point 01 Conscence.
A Maiden all Forlorn
Tiie Coming of Chloe.
Nora Creina.
An Anxious Moment.
April s I^ady.
Peter's Wife.
Lovice.

Marvel.
Unsatisfactory Lover.
In Durance Vile.

A Modern Circe.
Lady Patty.
A Mental Struggle.
Lady Verner's Flight.

The Rea-House Mystery
The Three Graces.

By Mrs. ALFRED HIIKT.
The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned.
That Other Person. | Mrs. Juliet.

By R. ASHE KING.-A Drawn Game.
By GEORGE LAMBERT.—President of Boravia

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans-Gene.
By ADAM LILHURN.—A Tragedy in Marble

By HARRY LINDSAY.
Rhoda Roberts. I

The Jacobite.
By E. LYNN LINTON

Patricia Kem ball,

Under which Lord?
My Love !

' | lone.
Past( n drew.
Suwi.ig inc Wind
Witli a Silken Thread.

By HENRY W. LUCY.-Gideon Fleyce.

B/ JUSTIN McCarthy,

Atonement Leam Dundas
The One Too Many.
Dulcie Hverton.
Ti.e Rrbel of ihe Famiiy
An Octave of Friends.
The World Weil Lost.

A Fair Saxon.
Linley Rochford.
Dear Lady Disdain.
( amioia. | Mononia.
"Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Miss Misanthrope.

Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
The Comet of a Season,
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Ring.
The Three Disgraces.

JUSTIN H. McCARTHY.-A London Legend.
By GEORGE MACDONALD.

Heather and Snow.
By W. H. MALLOCK.-The New Republic.

By P. & V. MARGUBRITTB.-The Dis.^ster

By RICHARD MARSH.-A Spoiler of Men.

By L. T.
A Soldier of Fortune.
In an Iron Grip.
Dr. Rumsey's Patient.
The Voice of the Charmer.
An Adventuress.
This Troublesome World.

A Stumble

MEADE.
On Brink of a Chasm,
The Siren.
The Way of a Woman.
A Son of Ishmael.
The Blue Diamond.
Roseburj'.

ijy the Way.
By HOPE MERRICK.
When a Girl's Engaged.

By LEONARD MERRICK.
This Stage of Fools. | Cynthia.

Tiic Man who \v.i;> Goo.l

By EDMUND MITCHELL.
The Lone Star Ru-h. i Only a Nigger.

By BERTRAM MITFORD.
The Gun-Runner. I The Kiui^'s Assegai.
Luck 01 Gerard Ridgeley. | Renshaw I'anniiig's Quest.
The Triumph of Hilary Blachland.

| Haviland s Chum.

Mrs. MOL5SWORTH.—Hathercourt Rectory.

By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Maid Madan and Robin

j
Basilethe Jester.

Hood.
I
Golden Idol.

Young Locliinvar.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat,
Coal'; of Fire.
Old Bl izer's Hero.
Val Strange.

| Hearts.
A Moiel Father.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Cvnic Fortune.
The Way of the World.
V.C.

Bob Martm s Little Girl.

Time's Revenges.
A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.

Mount Despair.
A Capful o' Nails.

Tales in Prose ^nd Verse.
A RpaCc for Millions.
This iJ.tle W^orld.
His Own Ghost.
Church of Humanity.
Despair's Last Jo.;niey.

By MURRAY and HERMAN.
The Bishops' Bible

|
Paul Jones's Alias.

One Traveller Returns.

By HUME NiSBET.-' Bail Up I'

By Y/. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's. |

Bill-/ Bellew.
Miss Wentworth's Idea.

By G. OHNET.-A Wtird Gift.

Love's Depths.
|
The Woman of Mj'stery.

The Money-maker.
By Mrs. OLTPHANT.

AVhiteladies.
|
The Sorceress.

By OUIDA.
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.

!
Chaiidos.

Under Two Flags.
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage.
Tncotrm. | Puck.
Folle-Farine
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel. | Signa.
Princess Napraxine.
Two 'Wooden Shoes.
In a Winter (^ity.

The Massarenes.

;endship.
|
Idalia.

iMoths. Ruf^ino.
Pipisfrello.

|
Aria>ine.

A Village Commune
Bimbi.

I

W?.rda.
F'rescoes. | Othiuar.
In Maremma.
Syrlin.

|

Guilderoy.
Santa Barbara.
Tv,'0 Offenders.
The Waters of Edcra.
A Rainy June.

By MARGARET A. PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

By JAMES PAYN.
High Spirits. I Bv Proxy.
The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.
For Cash Only.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and the Will.

Sunny Stories.
A Trying Patient.

Modern Dick Whittington

Lost Sir Massingberd
The Clyffards of Clyfle.

The Family Scapegrace.
ACounty Family. [Painted,
Less Black than We're
A Confidential Agent.
A (irape from a Thorn.
In Peiil and Privation.
Mystery of Mirbridge.

By WILL PAYNE.-Terry the Dreamer
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.

Outlaw and Lawmaker.
j Mrs. Tregaskiss.

Christina Chard. | Nulma. | Madame Izan.
* As a Watch in the Niyht '

By E. C. PRICE.-Valsiitina.
By RICHARD PRYCB.

Miss Maxwell's AHections.
By Mrs. J. H. RIDDBLL.

Weird Stories. | A Rich Man's Daughter,
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By CHARLES READE.
' Gridith Gaunt,

I-ove Little, I.ove Long.
The Double Marriage.
Foul Play.
Put Yourself in His Place.

A Terjible Teaiptaiion-
A Simpleton.
A \Vo:nan-Hater.
The jilt, & olh*^r Stories

P«^£r Wofliiitjton ; and
Christie Johnstone,

hard Cash.
i loister and the Hearfh.
Never Too Late to Mend.
The Course of True
Love ; and Singleheart
and Doubleface.

Autobiography of a
Thief; Jack of all

Trades ; A Hero and
a Martyr ; and The
Wandering Heir,

M .

Good Stories of Man.
A Perilous Secret.
Readiana ; and Bibk
Characters.

By FRANK RICHARDSON.
Man Who Lost His Past. | The Dayiwiiter Mystery.

By AMELIE RIVES.
Barbara Dering. |

Meriel.

By P. W. ROBINSON.
The Hands of Justice. |

Woujan in the Dark.

.By ALBERT R03S.-A Sugar Princess.

By J. RUNCIMAN.-Skippers and Shellbacks.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

By R. L. STEYBNSON.-The Su'cide Club.

By FRANK STOCKTON.
The Young .Master ot Ilyion Hall.

By SUNDOWNER.-Told by ihp- Ta/TraiL

By SWEET and KNOX.
On a Mexican Mustang.
By ANNIE THOMAS.—The Sirens Web.

By BERTHA THOMAS.
In a Crttlieilr.Hl Ci^y.

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships Upon Sea. | Anne ruiness.

Mai)el's Progri-s.

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now. I Marion ha v.

l*"rau I'jolimanu. Scarborough's iNiuiily.

The Land- Leaguers.

By MARK TY/AIN.

Round the Galley Hre.
In the Middle Watch.
On tlie Fo'k'sle Head.
A Voyage to the Cape.
Book for the Hammock.
Mystery of ' Ocean Staj.'

Jenny Harlowe.
An ( )cean Tragedj'.
A Tale of Two Tunnels.

My Shipmate Louise
Alone on Wide Wide Sea.
The Phantom Death.
Is He the M an ?

Good Ship ' Mohock.
The Convict Ship.
Heart of Oak.
The Tale of the Ten.
The Last Entry.

The Death Ship.

By DORA RUSSBLL.-Drift of Fate.

By HERBERT RUSSELL.—True Lk.c.

By BAYLE ST. JOHN.-A Levanti-ie Fanuly.

By ADELINE SERGEANT.
Dr. Eudicott's Experiment

|
Under I'alse Pretences.

By WILLIAM SHARP.
Children of To-nioirow,

By M. P. SHIBL.—The Purple Cloud.

By GEORGE H. SIMS.
D=»gonet Abroad. In London's Heart.
OaceuponChristmasTime. Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Without the Limelight. Mary Jane Married.
Koguesand Vagabonds. The Sniall-pa.-t Lady,
biographs of Babylon. A Blind Marriage.

By UPTON SINCLAIR.-Prince Hagen.

By J. MOYR SMITH.—The Prince of Argolis.

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Grey Monk.
The Master of Trenance.
The Web of Fate.
Secret ofWyvern Towers.

As it was Written,
Her Ladyship.
The Strange experiences
of Mr. Vcrschoyle.

The Doom of Siva.

By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Fellow of Trinity.

The Junior Dean.
Master ofbt. Benedict's.
To his Own Master.
Gallantay Bower.
In Face of the World.
Orchard Damerel-

The Tremlett Diamonds.
The Wooing of May.
A Tragic Honeymoon.
A Proctor s Woohig.
Fortune's Gate.
Bonnie Maggie Lauder.
Mary Unwin.

Mrs. Dunbar's Secret.

By JOHN STAFFORD.-Doris and 1.

By R. STEPHENS.—The Cruciform Maik.

R. NEILSON STEPHENS.—Philip Winwood.
By R. A. STERWDALB.-The Afghan Knife.

Cho'ce Works.
Library of Humour.
The Innocents Abroad.
Roughing It; and The
innocents at Home.

A Tramp Abroad.
The American Claimant.
Adventures I'om bawyer.
Tom Sawyer Abroad.
Tom Sawver, Detective.

dd'nhead Wilson.
The Gilded Age.
Prince and the P->uper.
Lite on the Mississippi.
Huckleberry Finn.
A Yankee at Court.
Stolen Wiiite blephr.nt.
;£Ji.ooo,ooc Bank-n-'te.
A Double-barrelled Detec-

tive Story.

C. C. FRASBR-TYTLER.-Mi-siress Judith.

By SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
Buried Diamonds.
The Blackhall Ghos's.
The Mat.donald Lass.
Witch Wife.

I
Sapphira.

Mrs. Carmichael's Go
desjes.

Rachel Langtnn.
A Honcymoon'b Eclipse.
A Young Dragon.

ALLEN UPWARD.—The Queen against Owen.
By ALBERT D. YANDAM.-A Court Tragedy

By E. A. YIZETELLY.
The Scorpion. !

The Lover s Pr gress.

By LEW. WALLACE.- Ben Hur.

By FLORENCE WARDEN.
Joan, the curate.

| A Fij^ht to a Finish.

By C/ WARMAN.—Express MtssenKer.

By A. WERNER.-Chapenga s White Man.

By WILLIAM WESTALL.
Red Ryvinytu
Ralph NorbrecK's Trust
I rui.t-money.
Sons of Beiial.

Roy of Roy's Court.
With the Red Eagia.
A Red Bridal.
Strange Crimes.
Her Ladyship's Secret.

For Honou"" and Li e
A Woman Tempted Hun.
Her Two Millions.

I wo Pinches of Snuff.

Nigel FortescL<e.
Biich Dene. |

Ben Clough,
The Phantom City.

A Oueer Race.
The Old Factory.

As Luck would have it.

By ATHA WESTS URY.
Tile Shadow of Hilton FernLrook.
By FRED WHISHAW.

A Forbidden Name
|
Many Ways of Love.

By C. J. WILLS.—An Easy-going Feilow.

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
Cavalrv Lire : and Regimental Legends.

By LOUIS ZANGY/ILL.
A Nirtfteenth Ceuturv Miracle.

py EMILE ZOLA.
The Honour of the Army
Germinal. | The Dream.
Abbe Mouret's Trans-
gression.

I

Money.
The Conquest of Plassans.
Dram-Shop. | Downfall.
His Excellency.

His Masterpiece.
The Pat and the Thin.
Dr. Pascal.

| Joy of Life
Fortune of the kouyofis.
Lourdes. 1 Fruitru.ncsS.
Rome Work.
Paris. Truth,

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Post 8-;o, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

By Mrs. ALEXANDER.
Plird Fate. I A Life Interest,
Valerie's rate. j Mono's Choice.

By Woman's Wit.

By E. LESTER ARNOLD.
Phra the Phoenician.

ARTEMUS WARD S WORKS, Complete.

By GRANT ALLEN.
Philistia. ! Babylon.
Strange Stories.

For Maunies Sake.
In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hand.
The Devil s Die.
The Tents of Shem.
The Great Taboo.

Dumaresq's Daug^liter.
Duchess of Powsyland.
Blood Royal.
Ivan Greet s Masterpiece.
The Scallvwag.
This Mortal Coil.

At Market Vaiue.
Under Sealed Oiders.



30 CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS,

Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

By Rev. S. BARING-GOULD.
Red Spider.

|
Eve.

By FRANK BARRETT.
Fettered for Life.

I-'ttle Lady Linton.
Between Life and Death.
.Sin of Olg'a Zassuuiich.
Folly Morrison,
l.ieut. liarnabas.
Honest Davie.

Prodigal's Progress.
Found Gjilry.

A Recoiling Ven!;,'^e?nce

For Lnve and ilonour.
John Ford. &c.
Woman of Iron Bracelets.
The Hdrding Scandal.

A Mis«;ing Witness.

By Sir W. BESaNT and J. RICE.
Ready-Money Mortibuy.
My Little Girl.

V/ith Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.
The Golden Butterfly.

The Monks of Thelema.

By Celia's At hour.
Chaplain of the Fleet.
The Seamy Side.
The Case of Mr. LucraU.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Ten Yeari' Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Co^iditions,

The Captains Room.
Ah in a Garden Fair.

Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack. [Then.
The World Went Very Well
Children of Gibeon.
Herr Paulus.
For Faith and Freedom.
To Ca.l Her Mine.
The Master Cra*t-^man.

1 iie Bell of St. Paul's.
The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
St. Katherine's by Tower.
Verbena Camellia Stepha-
The Ivory Gate. [nocis.

Tlie Rebel Queen.
Briyond Dreams Avarice.
Tlie Revolt of Man.
In Deacon s Orders.
The City of Retugt

AMBROSE BIERCE.- In the Midst of Life.

Dy FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes. I Chronicles of No-man's
Savage Life. | Land.

By BRET HARTE.
Califomian Stories.
Gabriel Conroy.
Luck of Roaring Camp.
An Heiress of Red Dotr.

Flip.
I
Maruja.

A Phyllis of the Sierras,

A Waif of the Plains.
Ward of Golden Gate.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
l^ove Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mme.
Annan Water.

The Martyrdom of Ma-
deline.

The New Abelard.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the .Man.
Rachel Dene. | Matt,
Lady Kilpatrick.

BUCHANAis and MURRAY.-The Charlatan.

By HALL CAINE.
A Son of Hagar. |

The Deemster
The Shadow of a Crime.

By Commander CAMERON.
The Cruise of the 'Black Prince.'

By HARDEN CARRUTH.
The Adventures of Jones.

By AUSTIN CLARE.-For the Love of a Lass.

By Mrs. ARCHER CUVE.
Paul Ferroll. |

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure ot Souls. | The Red Sultan.

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS.-The Bar Sinister.

By MORT. and FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Pa;^

Transmigration.
From Midnight to Mid
night.

A Fight with Fortune.

By WILKIE COLLINS.

.Sweet and Tv/enty.
The Village Comedy.
You Play Me l*alse.

Blacksmith and Scholar.
Frances.

Armadale, | After Dark.
No Name. |

Antonina.
Basil.

I
Hide and Seek.

The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
Miss or Mrs.?
The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the Lady.
The Two Destinies.

The Haunted Hotel.
A Rogue's Life.

My Miscellanies.

The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife
Poor Miss Fmch.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
' I bay No !

'

The Evil Gen;us.
Little Novels.
Legacy of Cain.
Blind Love.

By M. J. COLQUHOUN.—Every Inch a Soldier.

By G. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.

By H. N. CRELLIN.—Tales of the Caliph.

MATT CRIM.—The Adventures of a Fair Rebe.

By e. M. CROKER.
Pretty Miss Neville.
Diana Barrintjton.
A Bird of Passage.
Proper Pride

\

' To Let.
A Family Likeness.
A Third Person.

Village Tales and Jungle
Tragedies.

| Mr. Jervis.
Two Masters.
The Real Lady Hilda.
Married or Single?
Interference.

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or. Port Salvation.

By JAMES DE MILLE.—A Strange Manuscript

By DICK DONOVAN.
Michael Danevitch.The Man- Hunter.

Tracked and Taken.
Cauyht at Last !

Who Poisoned Hetty
Duncan? | Wanted!

Man <rom Manchester.
A Detective's Triumphs.
Mystery Jamaica Terrace.

In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Re-
ceived.

Tracked to Doom.
Link by Link.
Suspicion Aroused.
Riddles Read.

By Mrs. ANJNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honcur.

| Archie Lovell.

By EDWARD EGGLESTON.-Roxy.
By G. MANVILLE FENN.

The New Mistress.
j
The Tiger Lily.

Witness to the Deed.
i
The White Virgin.

By PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna.

| Fatal Zero. I Seventy - five Brooke
Never Forgotten.

|
Polly. Street.

Second Mrs. Tillotson. | The Lady of Brantome,

By PERCY FITZGERALD and others.
Strange Secrets.

By R. £. FRANCILLON.
Olympia.
One by One.
A Real Queen.
Queen Cophetua.

By HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl.

King or Knave
Romances of ihc Law.
Ropes of Sand.
A Dog and his Shadow.

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray.
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold.
What will the World Say ?

In Love and War.
For the King.
In Pastures Green.
Queen of the Meadow.
A Heart's Problem.
The Dead Heart.

In Honour Bound.
Flower of the Forest.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
By Mead and Stream.
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's DeUght.
Blood-Money.

By WILLIAM GILBERT.-James Duke.

By ERNEST GLANVILLE.
The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker.

A Fair Colonist.

ANDREW HALLIDAY.-Every day Papers.

By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
ElHce Quentin. | Garth.
Fortune's Fool.
MissCadogna. | Dust.
Beatrix Randolph.

Love—or a Name
David Poinde.Kter s Dis-
appearance. [Camera.

The Spectre of the

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS.-Ivan de Biron.

By G. A. HENTY.-Rujubthejui^gler.
By HEADON HILL. -Zanibra the Detective.

By JOHN HILL.-Treason-Felony.
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.

A Maiden all Forlorn.
In Durance Vile.

Marvel. | Peter's Wife,
A Mental Str^iggle.

A Modern Circe.
April's Laxly.

Lady Verner's Fligiit.

The Red-House Mystery.
The Three Graces.
Unsatisfactory Lover.
Lady Patty,

t
NoraCreina

Professor's Experuuenr.
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